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Scandinavian Story-Tellers 


Swedish - Danish - Norwegian 

T HE short story would seem to have developed mo9t freely 
in countries where there is a joyous outlook on life, as in 
the Italy of its origin. It need not surprise us, therefore, 
if we do not find it growing to perfection in those northern lands 
where the prevailing tone of life is grey. Scandinavian literature, 
certainly, has not a great deal to offer us in short-story masterpieces, and 
most of the specimens we shall draw from the literatures of Sweden, 
Denmark, and Norway will lack something either in form or content 
which we seldom look for in vain in the tales of the more southerly 
lands, and find abundantly in those of France, Italy, and Spain. 

Unlike the Russian, the Scandinavian writers do not possess that 
extraordinarily vivid sense of atmosphere which, in some measure, com¬ 
pensates for poverty of invention. But they are moving, in these later 
days, towards a more finished form in the art of the story under the 
inspiration of the new romantic movement which has succeeded to 
a generation of grossest materialism disguised as " realism." Not 
the less, as the present volume amply bears witness, an excursion into 
the field of Scandinavian literature in the quest for short stories is 
far from disappointing, and if our " bag ” compares badly with our 
gleanings in other and richer fields, still is it well worth the carrying. 

T HE literatures of the Scandinavian countries are essentially 
modem and they seem to have come into being successively 
at intervals of one century between one another, so that Sweden, to 
the ueginning of whose literature we may assign the earlier years of 
the seventeenth century, is two centuries ahead of Norway, Denmark 
holding the middle place with a literary life dating from the beginning 
of the eighteenth century. Of course, the folk-tale would carry us 
back long beyond any of these literacy periods, and the Icelandic 
sagas are full of interest for the antiquary, illumining as they do 
VOL. xix i b 



2 


SCANDINAVIAN STORY-TELLERS 


the remoter ages of the Norsemen. But these are beyond the scope 
of the present work, just as the mere chroniclings of the oKl folk-tales, 
for which in Norwegian literature AsbjOmsen has been too extrava¬ 
gantly praised, do not offer anything worthy of inclusion among the 
masterpieces of the short story. 

The Scandinavian countries, however, have been unusually fertile 
in the fairy story which, with certain imperative exceptions, has also 
been ruled as outside the range of this Library. The fairy tale is a 
sort of anarchist in the realm of the short story, recognising no laws of 
time or space and accepting equally the wildest flights of fancy with 
the crudest inventions of the ignorant mind. Only when it comes 
from the hand of an absolute master, endowed with both fancy and 
restraint, can it be admitted to the companionship of the short story. 

F IRST of the authors representative of Sweden is a woman writer 
whose fame in the middle years of last century was world-wide, 
and the story of whose life is in itself one of the most interesting and 
instructive in literary biography. Fredrika Bremer (1801- 
£»«!■* 1865) was one the earliest Swedish writers to bring a 
warm touch of nature into the somewhat arid and for¬ 
bidding literature of her country. She has been frequently, and with 
scant reason, described as the “ Swedish Jane Austen"; though 
neither in style nor in the gift of story-telling does she greatly resemble 
that English genius. Fredrika was the ugly duckling of a rich and 
unlovely Swedish family, the story of her life in her parents’ homes 
being sufficient to show why, as she grew to womanhood, her soul 
revolted against the austere notions of her time and how, in a natural 
recoil from her domestic surroundings, she embraced so passionately 
the cause of the poor and downtrodden. She is best studied in her 
longer fictions, in which there is an undertone of wise philosophy, 
but “ Hopes," the story by which she is represented here, is at feast 
characteristic of her work, and though somewhat formless, it remains 
a powerful human study. 

While Fredrika Bremer had written under the influence of the 
romantic movement of her time, the next Swedish story-teller to be 
represented here carries us at one bound into the later and material¬ 
istic period, for which in large part, if not entirely, the extraordinary 
dominance of the great Scandinavian critic Geoig Brandes over the 
intellectualism of his time has often been held responsible. Whatever 
effect the influence of Brandes, which started about the time of the 
Franco-Prussian War and is only now admittedly on the wane, may 
have had on his contemporaries, it is true that during the period in 
which he fought so valiantly for his rationalistic view of life the 
imaginative writers of Scandinavia sought to express themselves in 
terms of realism and too often sunk into mere pornography. 
Btrfndbenr Most notable of these is August Strindberg (1840-1912), 
who has been accused of breaking every law of decent 
restraint in literature, but, after a headstrong career, was in his latter 
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days, like so many of his kind, trending towards mysticism. The stoxy 
of his given here is undeniably clever, and if its view of life is some¬ 
what cynical, perhaps most of us have had moods when we might 
be tempted to endorse it. 

R EAL elements of greatness and a much finer story-sense are 
disclosed in “ A Royal Salute ” by Daniel Fallstrdm (b. 1858) 
than in either of the two preceding stories, and here we recognise 
that Swedish literature has decisively advanced in the 
art of this fine writer who has taken his subjects from his 
native land. Born in the same year was another essentially Qeijeratam 
Swedish story-teller, Gustaf af Geijerstam, whose work has 
attained to very wide popularity among his countrymen. His gift of 
quiet, effective description is admirably illustrated in " The Secret of 
the Wood," and there is a tragic inevitableness about the little story 
wliich gives to it, despite the misery it reveals, a high beauty of art. 

The year 1858 seems to have been a particularly happy one for 
Swedish literature, as it saw the birth of yet another author whose 
name is as widely known to-day as Fredrika Bremer's was in her 
time. Selma Lagerlof as a writer of imaginative fiction is the greatest 
of the Swedish novelists whose work will call for notice 
in this volume. She excels in her extraordinarily vivid 
descriptions of natural scenery, but her power of delineat- *** 
ing character in a few brief but telling strokes is no less remarkable. 
Like her earlier countrywoman she is also an enthusiast, and her own 
interest in her subjects seems to be fresh and sincere ; but Selma 
Lagerlof is an incomparably greater artist than Fredrika Bremer. 
As representative of her work “ The Outlaws " provides a fine example 
of romantic narrative with picturesque setting. It discloses also that 
feeling for the ethic of nature which we find in all her fictions and which 
with Selma Lagerlof tends not backward to the gray old paganism but 
towards the clear light of religion. She is nothing of a mystic ; her 
religion, like her narrative sense, is clear and well balanced. With 
unerring touch she discloses a very common phase of human vanity 
and fanaticism in “ A Dethroned King," and if there is something of 
melancholy in " Old Agneta " there is nothing of fatalism. “ Hatto 
the Hermit," last of the four stories by which Selma Lagerlof is here 
represented and the only one whose scene is not native to her land, 
shows that her genius for the delicate art of the short story is not 
dependent upon the inspiration of place. 

W E pass now to another famous Swedish writer who only missed 
by one year being bom in that fruitful 1858, and whose 
work has a literary quality to which few of the earlier writers of 
his country attained. " The Lion’s Cage " by Vemer 
von Heidenstam, though offering no characteristic essen- 
tially Swedish, is a story of much charm and rare imagina- Hallitrom 
tion, entirely worthy of an author who has won fame by 
short sketches of the great days of Charles XII., and who has also 
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written, as " The Lion’s Cage " will serve to indicate, with something 
of classic inspiration. His .somewhat younger contemporary. Per 
HallstrOm (6. 1866), has more deliberately gone abroad in search of 
his subjects, deriving much of his inspiration from Italy. He has 
written comedies, much poetry and many short stories, chiefly in a 
fantastic or humorous vein. " Caraeola" is a wonderfully clever 
realisation of an atmosphere of mystery and sorrow, and " The Lion,” 
which is not without its little gleams of humour and a certain satirical 
point of view, provides a tale of Florence that is entirely acceptable. 

T HE Danish writers next engage us, and of course there is no 
figure among them more eminent than that of Hans Christian 
Andersen (1805-1875), whose fame is World-Wide and whose work 
is unique. The fairy story, with the exceptions of the 
SSu T W11 examples chosen from Andersen, the Brothers Grimm, and 
two or three others, has been excluded from this library be¬ 
cause, strictly, it cannot be considered as a Short story, offending as it 
does most of the rules which govern, however loosely, the construction of 
a complete short fiction. But it would have been impossible to have 
ignored the delightful fairy tales of Andersen, forerunners of multi¬ 
tudinous imitations; for both in form and matter these approximate 
much more closely to the short story than most other fairy tales. 
In any case, where the sheer delight of story-telling is so great, as in 
" lb and Little Christina," " lie Nightingale," " The Fir Tree,” 
" The Story of a Mother," and " The Little. Match-Girl," there need 
not be too dose a scrutiny of conformity to the canons of an art. 

Entirdy in conformity with all our notions of the well-told story 
is "The Flying Mail" by A. Goldschmidt (1819-87), a Danish 
author who attained to popularity with his long novels 
Ooldaohmidt and short stories written in the days when the romantic 
T w.nVm.ini movement was in full vigour. Holger Drachmann (1846- 
1908) carries us a step nearer to the declining days of that 
romantic movement. " BjOm Sivertsen’s Wedding Trip " is in every 
way a good example of a writer who excelled in imaginative stories of 
the sea and histone scenes of Denmark's war with Germany. 

Jens Peter Jacobsen (1847—85) was another Danish novelist who 
found his true metier in the fiela of historical .romance, and during 
his brief life added appreciably to the wealth of his native literature 
in imaginative fiction. He went far afield for the scenes 
JmoImmi c f 1^9 stories, and in the admirable example here chosen 
g.w g we find him, like so many of his contemporaries, attracted 
by the historic glamour and the picturesque values of 
Italy. A younger and somewhat longer-lived contemporary, whose 
name is more widely known, was Hermann Bang (1857-1912), the writer 
of “ Irene Holm." He differs vitally from Jacobsen in his inspirational 
sources, being one of the group that came under the full force of the 
realistic movement. Hang sought to embody in the novel modi the 
same philosophy of life as Ibsen was expressing in drama; but his 
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work avoided the excesses of Strindberg, while the technique of his 
short stories is invariably sound. 

I N turning to the Norwegian writers we have to remember that the 
differences in the national characteristics of Denmark and Norway 
are by no means obvious to the foreigner, and that only in recent years 
has the movement to elevate the Norwegian tongue into a national 
language gathered any force. Denmark’s long domination has left 
marks on Norway that are ineffaceable, ana the language which 
Norwegian men of letters use is essentially Danish with an admixture, 
at most, of such localisms as are supposed by English writers to turn 
literary English into " Scotch.” It will even be found that among 
the earlier Norwegian writers Danish subjects are as popular with 
them as Norwegian, an instance occurring in the story by 
Henrik Steffens (1773-1845), a philosopher and novelist 
whose name is tne most distinguished among the earlier 
writers of his country. The Mysterious Wooing ” is a traditional 
story which had earlier inspired two German novels aqd a well-known 
Danish poem. It is told with no remarkable literary art, and with 
no attempt to present its dramatic values in any memorable way; 
but it is a straightforward rehearsal of a tradition known to many 
and in itself of sufficiently compelling interest. 

Although Norwegian literature is the youngest of the three 
Scandinavian branches and the smallest in volume, within recent 
years Norwegian writers have probably attracted more attention 
throughout the world than the Swedish and the Danish. This, is 
due in great part to the commanding personalities of at _ 
least two of these men of letters—Ibsen and Bjdmson, J 0^lBO,, 
while Jonas Lie, the novelist, has also enjoyed a very wide popularity 
beyond the confines of Scandinavia. In imaginative fiction the figure 
of Bj8mstjerne Bjdmson (1832-1910) is one of the most imposing of 
our time. Poet, novelist, and dramatist, he has been the passionate 
champion of the peasant class, and the variety of his writings is so 
great that it is difficult to give any brief description of the man which 
would be sufficiently suggestive of his many-sided genius, especially 
to a reading public which must long ago have ceased to understand 
how any man can be equally distinguished as a dramatist, a philoso¬ 
pher, a poet, a novelist, a politician. ThfiJinhappy commercialisation 
of literature in Great Britain and the United States has made it 
necessary for writing men who wish to earn a good living, to specialise 
in one direction, and having once caught the ear of the public always 
to tickle it with the same notes, thus by excessive specialisation 
deadening all impulse to variety of form. Bjfimson was a great 
soul who wrote with equal facility powerful historical novels and 
imaginative studies of the peasant life with which he was so familiar. 
In everything of his there is a feeling of the largeness of the man's 
own personality, even when he seems most austerely to withdraw 
himself from the subject in hand. This will be noted in “ The Railway 
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and the Churchyard," a narrative that is almost too complete for a 
short story and approaches dangerously to the " condensed novel." 
Never for a moment does the personality of the writer obtrude itself, 
and yet the whole is infused with the fine humanity of the man 
who wrote it. " A Dangerous Wooing" is slight by comparison, 
but briskly told and typically Norwegian, and " The Father " shows 
that Bjomson, who could fill the largest canvas with figures of heroic 
size, could with no les9 success paint a tiny miniature. 

P ERHAPS the name of Jonas Lie (1833-1908) is as familiar to 
the English-reading public as that of Bjdmson, for his novels, 
which have been widely translated, are brightly written and untainted 
with any modem malaise, although their scenes are chiefly 
taken from the modem life of Christiania. In form they 
invite a wider popularity.than Bjdmson’s, but they could 
in no wise bear comparison with the work of that great personality 
if it were the real stuff of literature that were at issue. " Peasant 
and Prima " is an interesting story told effectively without a single 
line of dialogue, the adroit management of which calls for a higher 
degree of literary art than the forthright narrative to which Lie is apt 
to confine himself. •' Finn Blood ” is an example of his work in the 
recording of traditional stories, and it is given here chiefly because it 
has. been thought desirable to represent this very important feature 
of Norwegian literature by at least one story, those of Asbjdmsen 
being excluded because of their utter artlessness. " Finn Blood,” 
though based upon a popular fiction, is still in literary essentials a 
creation of its author, and is worked out with an ingenuity we 
shall vainly look for in most of the Norwegian tales of this type. 
The group of Norwegian story-tellers closes with three examples of 
Kielland wor ^ °* Alexander Kielland (1849-1906), whose fiction 
is still very popular throughout the Scandinavian coun¬ 
tries. In the short story Kielland shows very notable qualities of 
invention and narrative; he also has what is not too plentiful in 
Scandinavian literature—a healthy sense of humour which is well 
illustrated in “ A Monkey.” 

T HE little group of Finnish stories, " Jalo the Trotter " by Jacob 
Ahrenberg (b. 1847), “ When Father brought Home the Lamp," 
“ Loyal," and * Pioneers " by Juhani Aho (6. i860), is included here 
... as the most convenient place where these notable Finnish 
nwr * writers might be introduced, although they have no 
Aho relativeness either in language or race to the Scandinavian 
group. Geographically the Finns might be thought to 
possess both racial and language relationships to the Swedes, but their 
tongue is more akin to Hungarian than to any of the Scandinavian 
languages, which would point to their remoter origin in the hordes 
that issued from the East and eventually eclipsed the Western 
civilisation. 


J. A. H. 




FREDRIKA BREMER 
1801-1865 


SWEDISH 


HOPES 

1 HAD a peculiar method of wandering without very much pain 
along the stormy path of life, although, in a physical as well 
as in a moral sense, I wandered almost barefoot—I hoped, 
hoped from day to day; in the morning my hopes rested on evening, 
in the evening on the morning; in the autumn upon the spring, in spring 
upon the autumn; from this year to the next, and thus amid mere 
hopes, I had passed through nearly thirty years of my life, without, 
of all my privations, painfully perceiving the want of anything but 
whole boots. Nevertheless, I consoled myself easily for this out of 
doors in the open air, but in a drawing-room it always gave me an 
uneasy manner to have to turn the heels, as being the part least torn, 
to the front. Much more oppressive was it to me, truly, that I could 
in the abodes of misery only console with kind words. 

I comforted myself, like a thousand others, by a hopeful glance 
upon the rolling wheel of fortune, and with the philosophical remark, 
" When the time comes, comps the counsel.'' 

As a poor assistant to a country clergyman with a narrow income 
and meagre table, morally becoming mouldy in the company of the 
scolding housekeeper, of the willingly fuddled clergyman, of a foolish 
young gentleman and the daughters of the house, who, with high 
shoulders and tumed-in toes, went from morning to night paying 
visits, I felt a peculiarly strange emotion of tenderness and joy as one 
of my acquaintance informed me. by writing, that my uncle, the 

Merchant P-in Stockholm, to me personally unknown, now lay 

dying, and in a paroxysm of kindred affection had inquired after his 
good-for-nothing nephew. 

With a flat, meagre little bundle, and a million of rich hopes, the 
grateful nephew now allowed himself to be shaken uphill and down¬ 
hill, upon an uncommonly uncomfortable and stiff-necked peasant 
cart, and arrived, head-over-heels, in the capital. 

In the inn where I alighted, I ordered for myself a little—-only a 
very little breakfast—a trifle—a bit of bread-and-butter—a few eggs. 

7 
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The landlord and a fat gentleman walked up and 4 pwn the saloon 
and chatted. " Nay, that I must say," said the fat gentleman, 

" this Merchant P-, who died the day before yesterday, he was a 

fine fellow.” 

" Yes, yes," thought I; " aha, aha, a fine fellow, who had heaps 
of money! Hear you, my friend " (to the waiter), “ could not you get 
me a bit of venison, or some other solid dish ? Hear you, a cup of 
bouillon would not be amiss. Look after it, but quick ! " 

“ Yes," said mine host now, " it is strong I Six thousand pounds I 
Nobody in the whole world could have dreamed of it—six thousand ! ” 

** Six thousand ! " repeated I, in my exultant soul, " six thousand ! 

Hear you, waiter! Make haste, give me here six thou-; no, 

give me here a glass of wine, I mean " ; and from head to heart there 
sang in me, amid the trumpet-beat of every pulse, in alternating 
echoes, “ Six thousand ! Six thousand! " 

" Yes," continued the fat gentleman, " and would you believe 
that in the mass of debts there are £180 for cutlets, and £1000 for 
champagne. And now all his creditors stand there prettily, and 
open their mouths; all the things in the house are hardly wortlj two 
farthings; and out of the house they find, as the only indemnification 
—a calash! " 

" Aha, that is something quite different! Hear you, youth, 
waiter! Eh, come you here i take that meat, and the bouillon, and 
the wine away again ; and hear you, observe well, that I have not 
eaten a morsel of all this. How could I, indeed; I, that ever since 
I opened my eyes this morning have done nothing else but eat (a 
horrible untruth !), and it just now occurs to me that it would there¬ 
fore be unnecessary to pay money for such a superfluous feast." 

" But you have actually ordered it," replied the waiter, in a state 
of excitement. 

" My friend," I replied, and seized myself behind the ear, a place 
whence people, who are in embarrassment, are accustomed in some 
sort of way to obtain the necessary help—" my friend, it was a mistake 
for which I must not be punished; for it was not my fault that a rich 
heir, for whom I ordered the breakfast, is all at once become poor— 
yes, poorer than many a poor devil, because he has lost more than the 
h£lf of his present means upon the future. If he, under these circum¬ 
stances, as you may well imagine, cannot pay for a dear breakfast, 
yet it does not prevent my paying for the eggs wljjch I have devoured. 
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and giving you over and above something handsome for your trouble, 
as business compels me to move off from here immediately.” 

By my excellent logic, and the " something handsome,” I removed 
from my throat, with a bleeding heart and a watering mouth, that 
dear breakfast, and wandered forth into the city, with my little 
bundle under my arm, to seek for a cheap room, while I considered 
where I was to get the money for it. 

In consequence of the violent coming in contact of hope and reality 
I had a little headache. But when I saw upon my ramble a gentle¬ 
man, ornamented with ribbons and stars, alight from a magnificent 
carriage, who had a pale-yellow complexion, a deeply-wrinkled brow, 
and above his eyebrows an intelligible trace of ill-humour; when I 
saw a young count, with whom I had become acquainted in the 
University of Upsala, walking along as if he were about to fall on his 
nose from age and weariness of life, I held up my head, inhaled the 
air, which accidentally (unfortunately) at this place was filled with 
the smell of smoked sausage, and extolled poverty and a pure heart. 

I found at length, in a remote street, a little room, which was more 
suited to my gloomy prospects than to the bright hopes which I 
cherished two hours before. 

I had obtained permission to spend the winter in Stockholm, and 
had thought of spending it in ways quite different from what now was 
to be expected. But what was to be done ? To let the courage 
sink was the worst of all; to lay the hands in the lap and look up to 
heaven, not much better. " The sun breaks forth when one least 
expects it,” thought I, as heavy autumn clouds descended upon the 
city. I determined to use all the means I could to obtain for myself 
a decent subsistence, with a somewhat pleasanter prospect for the 
future, than was opened to me under the miserable protection of 
Pastor G., and, in the meantime, to earn my daily bread by copying 
—a sorrowful expedient in a sorrowful condition. 

Thus I passed my days amid fruitless endeavours to find ears 
which might not be deaf, amid the heart-wearing occupation of 
writing out fairly the empty productions of empty heads, with my 
dinners becoming more and more scanty, and with ascending hopes, 
until that evening against whose date I afterwards made a cross in 
my calendar. 

My host had just left me with the friendly admonition to pay the 
first quarter's rent on the following day, if I did not prefer (the polite- 
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ness is French) to march forth again with bag and baggage on a voyage 
of discovery through the streets of the city. 

It was just eight o’clock, on an indescribably cold November 
evening, when I was revived with this affectionate salutation on my 
return from a visit to a sick person, for whom I, perhaps really some¬ 
what inconsiderately, had emptied my purse. 

I snuffed my sleepy, thin candle with my fingers, and glanced 
around the little dark chamber, for the further use of which I must 
soon see myself compelled to gold-making. 

“ Diogenes dwelt worse,” sighed I, with a submissive mind, as I 
drew a lame table from the window where the wind and rain were 
not contented to stop outside. At that moment my eye fell upon a 
brilliantly blazing fire in a kitchen, which lay, Tantalus-like, directly 
opposite to my modest room, where the fireplace was as dark as 
possible. 

" Cooks, men and women, have the happiest lot of all serving 
mortals ! ” thought I, as, with a secret desire to play that fire-tending 
game, I contemplated the well-fed dame, amid iron pots and stewpans, 
standing there like an empress in the glory of the firelight, and with 
the fire-tongs sceptre rummaging about majestically in the glowing 
realm. 

A story higher, I had, through a window, which was concealed 
by no envious curtain, the view into a brightly lighted room, where a 
numerous family were assembled round a tea-table covered with cups 
and bread baskets. 

I was stiff in my whole body, irom cold and damp. How empty 
it was in that part which may be called the magazine, I do not say; 
but, ah, good Heavens! thought I, if, however, that pretty girl, 
who over there takes a cup of tea-nectar and rich splendid rusks to 
that fat gentleman who, from satiety, can hardly raise himself from 
the sofa, would but reach out her lovely hand a little further, and 
could—she would with a thousand kisses—in vain !—ah, the satiated 
gentleman takes his cup; he steeps and steeps his rusk with such 
eternal slowness—it might be wine. Now the charming girl caresses 
him. I am curious whether it is the dear papa himself or the uncle, 

or, perhaps- Ah, the enviable mortal! But no, it is quite 

impossible; he is at least forty years older than she. See, that 
indeed must be his wife—an elderly lady, who sits near him on the 
sofa, and who offers rusks to the young lady. -The old lady seems 
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very dignified; but to whom does she go now ? I cannot see the 
person. An ear and a piece of a shoulder are all that peep forth near 
the window. I cannot exactly take it amiss that the respectable 
person turns his back to me; but that he keeps the young lady a 
quarter of an hour standing before him, lets her curtsy and offer her 
good things, does thoroughly provoke me. It must be a lady—a 
man could not be so unpolite towards this angelic being. But—or— 
now she takes the cup; and now, oh, woe! a great man's hand 
grasps into the rusk-basket—the savage! and how he helps himself 
—the churl! I should like to know whether it is her brother—he 
was perhaps hungry, poor fellow ! Now come in, one after the other, 
two lovely children, who are like the sister. I wonder now, whether 
the good man with one ear has left anything remaining. That most 
charming of girls, how she caresses the little ones, and kisses them, 
and gives to them all the rusks and the cakes that have escaped the 
fingers of Monsieur Gobble. Now she has had herself, the sweet 
child ! of the whole entertainment, no more than me—the smell. 

What a movement suddenly takes place in the room ! The old 
gentleman heaves himself up from the sofa ; the person with one ear 
starts forward, and in so doing gives the young lady a blow (the 
dromedary I) which makes her knock against the tea-table, whereby 
the poor lady, who was just about springing up from the sofa, is 
pushed down again; the children hop about and clap their hands; 
the door flies open; a young officer enters—the young girl throws 
herself into his arms. So, indeed! Aha, now we have it i I put 
to my shutters so violently that they cracked, and seated myself on 
a chair, quite wet through with rain, and with my knees trembling. 

What had I to do at the window ? That is what one gets when 
one is inquisitive. 

Eight days ago, this family had removed from the country into 
the handsome house opposite to me; and it had never yet occurred 
to me to ask who they were, or whence they came. What need was 
there for me to-night to make myself acquainted with their domestic 
concerns in an illicit manner ? How could it interest me ? I was in 
an ill-humour; perhaps, too, I felt some little heartache. But for 
all that, true to my resolution, not to give myself up to anxious 
thoughts when they could do no good, I seized the pen with stiff 
fingers, and, in order to dissipate my vexation, wished to attempt a 
description of domestic happiness, of a happiness which I had never 
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enjoyed. For the rest, I philosophised whilst I blew ujfon my stiffened 
hands. “ Am I the first who, in the hot hour of fancy, has sought 
for a warmth which the stem world of reality has denied him ? 
Twenty-five shillings for a measure of firewood. Yes, prosit, thou 
art not likely to get it before December ! I write! 

“ Happy, threefold happy, the family, in whose narrow, contracted 
circle no heart bleeds solitarily, or solitarily rejoices! No look, no 
smile, remains unanswered ; and where the friends say daily, not with 
words but with deeds, to each other,' Thy cares, thy joys, thy happi¬ 
ness, are mine also !' 

" Lovely is the peaceful, the quiet home, which closes itself protect- 
ingly around the weary pilgrim through life—which, around its 
friendly blazing hearth, assembles for repose the old man leaning on 
his staff, the strong man, the affectionate wife, and happy children, 
who, shouting and exulting, hop about in their earthly heaven, and 
closing a day spent in the pastimes of innocence, repeat a thanks¬ 
giving prayer with smiling lips, and drop asleep on the bosom of their 
parents, whilst the gentle voice of the mother tells them, in whispered 
cradle-tones, how around their couch— 

The little angels in a ring. 

Stand round about to keep 
A watchful guard upon the bed 
Where little children sleep.” 

Here I was obliged to leave off, because I felt something resembling 
a drop of rain come forth from my eye, and therefore could not any 
longer see clearly. 

" How many," thought I, as my reflections, against my will, 
took a melancholy turn—" how many are there who must, to their 
sorrow, do without this highest happiness of earthly life—domestic 
happiness! " 

For one moment I contemplated myself in the only whole glass 
which I had in my room—that of truth —and then wrote again with 
gloomy feeling: " Unhappy, indeed, may the forlorn one be called, 
who, in the anxious and cool moments of life (which, indeed, come so 
often), is pressed to no faithful heart, whose sigh nobody returns, 
whose quiet grief nobody alleviates with a * I understand thee, I suffer 
with thee I' 

“ He is cast down, nobody raises him up; he weeps, nobody sees 
it, nobody will see it; he goes, nobody follows him; he comes, nobody 
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goes to meet him ; he rests, nobody watches over him. He is lonely. 
Oh, how unfortunate he is 1 Why dies he not ? Ah, who would weep 
for him ? How cold is a grave which no warm tears of love moisten I 

“ He is lonesome in the winter night; for him the earth has no 
flowers, and dark burn the lights of heaven. Why wanders he, the 
lonesome one; why waits he; why flies he not, the shadow, to the 
land of shades ? Ah, he still hopes, he is a mendicant who begs for 
joy, who yet waits in the eleventh hour, that a merciful hand may 
give him an alms. 

" One only little blossom of earth will he gather, bear it upon his 
iieart, in order henceforth not so lonesomely, not so entirely lonesome, 
to wander down to rest.” 

It was my own condition which I described. I deplored myself. 

Early deprived of my parents, without brothers and sisters, friends, 
and relations, I stood in the world so solitary and forlorn that, but for 
an inward confidence in heaven, and a naturally happy temper, I 
should often enough have wished to leave this contemptuous world. 
Till now, however, I had almost constantly hoped from the future, 
and this more from an instinctive feeling that this might be the best, 
than to subdue by philosophy every too vivid wish for an agreeable 
present time, because it was altogether so opposed to possibility. 
For some time, however, alas! it had been otherwise with me; I 
felt, and especially this evening, more than ever an inexpressible 
desire to have somebody to love—to have some one about me who 
would cleave to me—who would be a friend to me—in short, to have 
(for me the highest felicity on earth) a wife—a beloved, devoted 
wife! Oh, she would comfort me, she would cheer me! Her affec¬ 
tion, even in the poorest hut, would make of me a king. That the 
love-fire of my heart would not ensure the faithful being at my side 
from being frozen was soon made clearly sensible to me by an involun¬ 
tary shudder. More dejected than ever, I rose up and walked a few 
times about my room (that is to say, two steps right forward, and 
then a turn back again). The sense of my condition followed me like 
the shadow on the wall, and for the first time in my life I felt myself 
cast down, and threw a gloomy look on my dark future. I had no 
patron, therefore could not reckon upon promotion for a long time; 
consequently, also, not upon my own bread—on a friend—a wife, I 
mean. 

“ But what in all the world," said I yet once more seriously to 
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myself, " what helps beating one's brains ? ” Yet onte more I tried 
to get rid of all anxious thoughts. " If, however, a Christian soul 
could only come to me this evening! Let it be whoever it would— 
friend or foe—it would be better than this solitude. Yes, even if an 
inhabitant of the world of spirits opened the door, he would be welcome 
to me 1 What was that ? Three blows on the door 1 I will not, 
however, believe it—again three ! " I went and opened; there was 
nobody there; only the wind went howling up and down the stairs. 
I hastily shut the door again, thrust my hands into my pockets, and 
went up and down for a while, humming aloud. Some moments 
afterwards I fancied I heard a sigh. I was silent, and listened. 
Again there was very evidently a sigh—and yet once again, so deep 
and so mournful, that I exclaimed with secret terror, “ Who is there ? " 
No answer. 

For a moment I stood still, and considered what this really could 
mean, when a horrible noise, as if cats were sent with yells lumbering 
down the whole flight of stairs, ended with a mighty blow against my 
door, and put an end to my indecision. I took up the candle, and a 
stick, and went out. At the moment when I opened the door my 
light was blown out. A gigantic white figure glimmered opposite to 
me, and I felt myself suddenly embraced by two strong arms. I 
cried for help, and struggled so actively to get loose that both myself 
and my adversary fell to the ground, but so that I lay uppermost. 
Like an arrow I sprang again upright, and was about to fetch a light, 
when I stumbled over something—Heaven knows what it was (I 
firmly believe that somebody held me fast by the feet), by which 
I fell a second time, struck my head on the comer of the table, and 
lost my consciousness, while a suspicious noise, which had great 
resemblance to laughter, rung in my ears. 

When I again opened my eyes, they met a dazzling blaze of light. 
I closed them again, and listened to a confused noise around me— 
opened them again a very little, and endeavoured to distinguish the 
objects which surrounded me, which appeared to me so enigmatical 
and strange that I almost feared my mind had wandered. I lay 
upon a sofa, and—no, I really did not deceive myself—that charming 
girl, who on this evening had so incessantly floated before my thoughts, 
stood actually beside me, and with a heavenly expression of sympathy 
bathed my head with vinegar. A young man whose countenance 
seemed known to me held my hand between his; I perceived also 
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the fat gentleman, another thin one, the lady, the children, and in 
distant twilight I saw the shimmer of the paradise of the tea-table; 
in short, I found myself by an incomprehensible whim of fate amidst 
the family which an hour before I had contemplated with such lively 
sympathy. 

When I again had returned to full consciousness, the young man 
embraced me several times with military vehemence. 

" Do you then no longer know me ? " cried he indignantly, as he 
saw me petrified body and soul. " Have you then forgotten August 

D-, whose life a short time since you saved at the peril of your 

own ? whom you so handsomely fished up, with danger to yourself, 
from having for ever to remain in the uninteresting company of fishes ? 
See here, my father, my mother, my sister, Wilhelmina 1 " 

I pressed his hand; and now the parents embraced me. With a 
stout blow of the fist upon the table, August's father exclaimed, 
" And because you have saved my son’s life, and because you are 
such a downright honest and good fellow, and have suffered hunger 
yourself—that you might give others to eat—you shall really have 

the parsonage at H-Yes, you shall become clergyman, I say I— 

I have jus patronatwn, you understand 1 ’* 

For a good while I was not at all in a condition to comprehend, 
to think, or to- speak; and -before all had been cleared up by a 
thousand explanations, 1 could understand nothing clearly excepting 
that Wilhelmina was not—that Wilhelmina was August's sister. 

He had returned this evening from a journey of service, during 
which, in the preceding summer, chance had given to me the good 
fortune to rescue him from a danger, into which youthful heat and 
excess of spirit had thrown him. I had not seen him again since this 
occurrence; earlier, I had made a passing acquaintance with him, 
had drunk brotherhood with him at the university, and after that 
had forgotten my dear brother. 

He had now related this occurrence to his family, with the easily 
kindled-up enthusiasm of youth, together with what he knew of me 
beside, and what he did not know. The father, who had a living in 
his gift, and who (as I afterwards found) had made from his window 
some compassionate remarks upon my meagre dinner-table, deter¬ 
mined, assailed by the prayers of his son, to raise me from the lap 
of poverty to the summit of good fortune. August would in his rap¬ 
ture announce to me my good luck instantly, and in order, at the same 
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time, to gratify his passion for merry jokes, made himself known 
upon my stairs in a way which occasioned me a severe, although not 
dangerous, contusion on the temple, and the unexpected removal 
across the street, out of the deepest darkness into the brightest 
light. The good youth besought a thousand times forgiveness for his 
thoughtlessness; a thousand times I assured him that it was not 
worth the trouble to speak of such a trifling blow. And, in fact, 
the living was a balsam which would have made a greater wound than 
this imperceptible also. 

Astonished, and somewhat embarrassed, I now perceived that the 
ear and the shoulder, whose possessor had seized so horribly upon the 
contents of the rusk basket, and over whom I had poured out my 
gall, belonged to nobody else than to August's father, and my patron. 
The fat gentleman who sat upon the sofa was Wilhelmina’s uncle. 

The kindness and gaiety of my new friends made me soon feel at 
home and happy. The old people treated me like a child of the house, 
the young ones as a brother, and the two little ones seemed to 
anticipate a gingerbread-friend in me. 

After I had received two cups of tea from Wilhelmina’s^ pretty 
hand, from which I almost feared taking, in my abstraction of mind, 
more rusks than my excellent patron, I rose up to take my leave. 
They insisted absolutely upon my passing the night there; but I 
abode by my determination of spending the first happy night in my 
old habitation, amid thanksgiving to the lofty Ruler of my fate. 

They all embraced me afresh; and I now also embraced all 
rightly, from the bottom of my heart, Wilhelmina also, although not 
without having gracious permission first. “ I might as well have 
left that alone," thought I afterwards, " if it is to be the first and 
last time! ” August accompanied me back. 

My host stood in my room amid the overturned chairs and tables, 
with a countenance which alternated between rain and sunshine; 
on one side his mouth drew itself with a reluctant smile up to his ear, 
on the other it crept for vexation down to his double chin ; the eyes 
followed the same direction, and the whole had a look of a combat, 
till the tone in which August indicated to him that he should leave 
us alone, changed all into the most friendly, grinning mien, the pro¬ 
prietor of which vanished from the door with the most submissive 
bows. 

August was in despair about my table, my chair, my bed. and so 
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on. It was with difficulty that I withheld him from cudgelling the 
host who would take money for such a hole. I was obliged to satisfy 
him with the most holy assurances that, on the following day, I 
would remove without delay. “ But tell him,” prayed August, 
“ before you pay him, that he is a villain, a usurer, a cheat, a—or if 
you like, I will-” 

" No, no ; heaven defend us 1 ” interrupted I, ” be quiet, and let 
me only manage.” 

After my young friend had left me, I passed several happy hours 
in thinking on the change in my fate, and inwardly thanking God 
for it. My thoughts then rambled to the parsonage; and heaven 
knows what fat oxen and cows, what pleasure grounds, with flowers, 
fruits, and vegetables, I saw in spirit surrounding my new paradise, 
where my Eve walked by my side, and supported on my arm; and 
especially what an innumerable crowd of happy and edified people 
I saw streaming from the church when I had preached. I baptized, 
I confirmed, I comforted my beloved community in the zeal and 
warmth of my heart—and forgot only the funerals. 

Every poor clergyman who has received a living, every mortal, 
especially any one to whom unexpectedly a long-cherished wish has 
been accomplished, will easily picture to himself my state. 

Later in the night it sunk at last like a veil before my eyes, and 
my thoughts fell by degrees into a bewilderment which exhibited on 
every hand strange images. I preached with a loud voice in my 
church, and the congregation slept. After the service, the people 
came out of the church like oxen and cows, and bellowed against me 
when I would have admonished them. I wished to embrace my 
wife, but could not separate her from a great turnip, which increased 
every moment, and at last grew over both our heads. I endeavoured 
to climb up a ladder to heaven, whose stars beckoned kindly and 
brightly to me; but potatoes, grass, vetches, and peas entangled 
my feet unmercifully, and hindered every step. At last I saw myself 
in the midst of my possessions walking upon my head, and whilst in 
my sleepy soul I greatly wondered how this was possible, I slept 
soundly in the remembrance of my dream. Yet then, however, I 
must unconsciously have continued the chain of my pastoral thoughts, 
for I woke in the morning with the sound of my own voice loudly 
exclaiming, “ Amen.” 

That the occurrences of the former evening were actual truth, 

VOL. xix c 
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and no dream, I could only convince myself with* difficulty, till August 
paid me a visit, and invited me to dine with his parents. 

The living Wilhelmina, the dinner, the new chain of hopes for the 
future which beamed from the bright sun of the present, all surprised 
me anew with a joy which one can feel very well, but never can 
describe. 

Out of the depths of a thankful heart, I saluted the new life which 
opened to me, with the firm determination that, let happen what 
might, yet always to do the right, and to hope for the best. 

Two years after this, I sat on an autumn evening in my beloved 
parsonage by the fire. Near to me sat my dear little wife, my sweet 
Wilhelmina, and spun. I was just about to read to her a sermon 
which I intended to preach on the next Sunday, and from which I 
promised myself much edification, as well for her as for the assembled 
congregation. While I was turning over the leaves, a loose paper 
fell out. It was the paper upon which, on that evening two years 
before, in a very different situation, I had written down my cheerful 
and my sad thoughts. I showed it to my wife. She read, smiled 
with a tear in her eye, and with a roguish countenance which, as I 
fancy, is peculiar to her, took the pen and wrote on the other side of 
the paper: 

“ The author can now, thank God, strike out a description which 
would stand in perfect contrast to that which he once, in a dark 
hour, sketched of an unfortunate person, as he himself was then. 

“ Now he is no more lonely, no more deserted. His quiet sighs 
are answered, his secret griefs shared, by a wife tenderly devoted to 
him. He goes, her heart follows him; he comes back, she meets 
him with smiles; his tears flow not unobserved, they are dried by 
her hand, and his smiles beam again in hers; for him she gathers 
flowers, to wreathe around his brow, to strew in his path. He has 
his own fireside, friends devoted to him, and counts as his relations 
all those who have none of their own. He loves, he is beloved; he 
can make people feel happy, he is himself happy." 

Truly had my Wilhelmina described the present; and, animated 
by feelings which are gay and delicious as the beams of the spring 
sun, I will now, as hitherto, let my little troop of light hopes bound 
out into the future. 

I hope, too, that my sermon for the next Sunday may not be 
without benefit to my hearers; and even if the obdurate should sleep, 
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I hope that neither this nor any other of the greater or the less un¬ 
pleasantness which can happen to me may go to my heart and disturb 
my rest. I know my Wilhelmina, and believe also that I know 
myself sufficiently, to hope with certainty that I may always make 
her happy. The sweet angel has given me hope that we may soon 
be able to add a little creature to our little happy family, I hope, 
in the future, to be yet multiplied. For my children I have all kinds 
of hopes in petto. If I have a son, I hope that he will be my successor; 
if I have a daughter, then—if August would wait—but I fancy that he 
is just about to be married. 

I hope in time to find a publisher for my sermons. I hope to live 
yet a hundred years with my wife. 

We—that is to say, my Wilhelmina and I—hope, during this time, 
to be able to dry a great many tears, and to shed as few ourselves as 
our lot, as children of the earth, may permit. 

We hope not to survive each other. 

Lastly, we hope always to be able to hope; and when the hour 
comes that the hopes of the green earth vanish before the clear light 
of eternal certainty, then we hope that the All-good Father may pass 
a mild sentence upon His grateful and, in humility, hoping children. 
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LOVE AND BREAD 


W HEN young Gustaf Falk, the assistant councillor, made his 
ceremonial proposal for Louise’s hand to her father, the 
old gentleman's first question was: “ How much are 

you earning ? ” 

“ Not more than a hundred knonor 1 a month. But Louise-” 

" Never mind the rest,” interrupted Falk's prospective father-in- 
law ; ” you doij’t earn enough.” 

" Oh, but Louise and I love each other so dearly ! We are so sure 
of one another.” 

“ Very likely. However, let me ask you : is twelve hundred a 
year the sum total of your resources ? 

*' We first became acquainted at Lidingo.” 

“ Do you make anything beside your Government salary ? " 
persisted Louise’s parent. 

“ Well, yes, I think we shall have sufficient. And then, you see, 

our mutual affection-” 

“ Yes, exactly; but let’s have a few figures.” 

" Oh,” said the enthusiastic suitor, " I can get enough by doing 
extra work I ” 

" What sort of work ? And how much ? ” 

" I can give lessons in French, and also translate. And then I 
can get some proof-reading.” 

“ How much translation ? ” queried the elder, pencil in hand. 

" I can’t say exactly, but at present I am translating a French 
book at the rate of ten kronor per folio.” 

" How many folios are there altogether ? ” 

“ About a couple of dozen, I should say.” 

“ Very well. Put this at two hundred and fifty kronor. Now, 
how much else ? ” 

" Oh, I don’t know. It's a little uncertain.” 

** What, you are not certain, and you intend to marry ? You 

1 A krone is worth about is. ijd. 
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seem to have queer notions of marriage, young man I Do you realise 
that there will be children, and that you will have to feed and clothe 
them, and bring them up ? " 

" But," objected Falk, " the children may not come so very soon. 
And we love each other so dearly, that-" 

“ That the arrival of children may be prophesied quite safely." 
Then, relenting, Louise's father went on : 

“ I suppose you are both set on marrying, and I don't doubt but 
what you are really fond of each other. So it seems as though I should 
have to give my consent after all. Only make good use of the time 
that you are engaged to Louise by trying to increase your income." 

Young Falk flushed with joy at this sanction, and demonstratively 
kissed the old man’s hand. Heavens, how happy he was—and his 
Louise, too I How proud they felt the first time they went out walking 
together arm in arm, and how everybody noticed the radiant happiness 
of the engaged couple ! 

In the evenings he came to see her, bringing with him the proof- 
sheets he had undertaken to correct. This made a good impression 
on papa, and earned the industrious young man a kiss from his 
betrothed. But one evening they went to the theatre for a change, 
and drove home in a cab, the cost of that evening’s entertainment 
amounting to ten kronor. Then, on a few other evenings, instead of 
giving the lessons, he called at the young lady's house to take her 
for a little walk/ 

As the day set for the wedding drew near, they had to think about 
making the necessary purchases to furnish their flat. They bought 
two handsome beds of real walnut, with substantial spring mattresses 
and soft eiderdown quilts. Louise must have a blue quilt, as her 
hair was blond. They, of course, also paid a visit to the house- 
furnishers', where they selected a lamp with a red shade, a pretty 
porcelain statuette of Venus, a complete table service with knives, 
forks, and fine glassware. In picking out the kitchen utensils they 
were benefited by mamma’s advice and aid. It was a busy time for 
the assistant councillor—rushing about to find a house, looking after 
the workmen, seeing that all the furniture was got together, writing 
out cheques, and what not. 

Meanwhile it was perfectly natural that Gustaf could earn nothing 
extra. But when they were once married he would easily make it 
up. They intended to be most economical—only a couple of rooms 
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to start with. Anyhow, you could furnish a small apartment better 
than a large one. So they took a first-floor apartment at six hundred 
kronor, consisting of two rooms, kitchen, and larder. At first Louise 
said she would prefer three rooms on the top landing. But what did 
it matter, after all, so long as they sincerely loved each other ? 

At last the rooms were furnished. The sleeping chamber was like 
a small sanctuary, the beds standing side by side like chariots taking 
their course along life’s journey. The blue quilts, the snowy sheets, 
and the pillow-spreads embroidered with the young people's initials 
amorously intertwined, all had a bright and cheerful appearance. 
There was a tall, elegant screen for the use of Louise, whose piano— 
costing twelve hundred kronor—stood in the other chamber, which 
served as sitting-room, dining-room, and study, in one. Here, too, 
stood a large "walnut writing-desk and dining-table, with chairs to 
match; a large gilt-framed mirror, a sofa, and a bookcase added to 
the general air of comfort and coziness. 

The marriage ceremony took place on a Saturday night, and late 
on Sunday morning the happy young couple were still asleep. Gustaf 
rose first. Although the bright light of day was peering in through 
the shutters, he did not open them, but lit the red-shaded lamp, which 
threw a mysterious rosy glow over the porcelain Venus. The pretty 
young wife lay there languid and content; she had slept well, and had 
not been awakened—as it was Sunday—by the rumbling of early 
market waggons. Now the church bells were ringing joyfully, as if 
to celebrate the creation of man and woman. 

Louise turned over, while Gustaf retired behind the screen to put 
on a few things. He went out into the kitchen to order lunch. How 
dazzlingly the new copper and tin utensils gleamed and glistened I 
And all was his own—his and hers. He told the cook to go to the 
neighbouring restaurant, and request that the lunch be sent in. The 
proprietor knew about it; he had received full instructions the day 
before. All he needed now was a reminder that the moment had come. 

The bridegroom thereupon returns to the bedchamber and taps 
softly : " May I come in ? " 

A little scream is heard. Then: " No, dearest; just wait a 
minute! ” 

Gustaf lays the table himself. By the time the lunch arrives from 
the restaurant, the new plates and cutlery and glasses are set out on 
the fresh, white linen cloth. The bridal bouquet lies beside Louise's 
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place. As she enters the room in her embroidered morning wrapper, 
she is greeted by the sunbeams. She still feels a little tired, so he 
makes her take an arm-chair, and wheels it to the table. A drop or 
two of liqueur enlivens her; a mouthful of caviare stimulates her 
appetite. Fancy what mamma would say if she saw her daughter 
drinking spirits I But that’s the advantage of being married, you 
know ; then you can do whatever you please. 

The young husband waits most attentively upon his fair bride. 
What a pleasure, too ! Of course he has had good luncheons before, 
in his bachelor days; but what comfort or satisfaction had he ever 
derived from them ? None. Thus he reflects while consuming a 
plate of oysters and a glass of beer. What numskulls they are, 
those bachelors, not to marry ! And how selfish ! Why, there ought 
to be a tax on them, as on dogs. Louise is not quite so severe, urging 
gently and sweetly that perhaps the poor fellows who elect the single 
state are subjects of pity. No doubt, if they could afford to many 
they would—she thinks. Gustaf feels a slight pang at his heart. 
Surely happiness is not to be measured by money. No, no; but, 
but— Well, never mind, there will soon be lots of work, and then 
everything will run smoothly. For the present there is this delicious 
roast partridge with cranberry sauce to be considered, and the 
Burgundy. These luxuries, together with some fine artichokes, cause 
the young wife a moment's alarm, and she timidly asks Gustaf if 
they can afford living on such a scale. But Gustaf pours more wine 
into the glass of his little Louise, reassuring her and softening those 
groundless fears. ** One day is not every day,” he says; " and 
people ought to enjoy life when they can. Ah, how beautiful life is ! ” 

At six o'clock an elegant carriage, with two horses, pulls up before 
the door, and the bridal pair take a drive. Louise is charmed as they 
roll along through the park, reclining there so comfortably, while they 
meet acquaintances on foot, who bow to them in obvious astonish¬ 
ment and envy. The assistant councillor has made a good match, 
they must think; he has chosen a girl with money. And they, poor 
souls, have to walk. How much pleasanter to ride, without effort, 
leaning against these soft cushions! It is symbolical of agreeable 
married life. 

The first month was one of unceasing enjoyment—balls, parties, 
dinners, suppers, theatres. Still, the time they spent at home was 
really the best of all I It was a delightful sensation to cany Louise 
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off home, from her parents, at night, when they would do as they 
pleased under their own roof. Arriving at the flat, they would make 
a little supper, and then they would sit comfortably, chatting until a 
late hour. Gustaf was all for economy—the theory of it, that is to 
say. One day the young bride and housekeeper tried smoked salmon 
with boiled potatoes. How she relished it, too 1 But Gustaf demurred, 
and when smoked salmon day came round again he invested in a 
brace of partridges. These he bought at the market for a krone, 
exulting over the splendid bargain, of which Louise did not approve. 
She had once bought a pair for less money. Besides, to eat game was 
extravagant. However, it would not do to disagree with her husband 
about such a trifling matter. 

After a couple of months more Louise Falk became strangely in¬ 
disposed. Had she caught cold ? Or had she perchance been poisoned 
by the metal kitchen utensils ? The doctor who was called in merely 
laughed, and said it was all right—a queer diagnosis, to be sure, when 
the young lady was seriously ailing. Perhaps there was arsenic in 
the wall-paper. Falk took some to a chemist, bidding him make a 
careful analysis. The chemist's report stated the wall-paper to be 
quite free from any harmful substance. 

His wife's sickness not abating, Gustaf began to investigate on his 
own account, his studies in a medical book resulting in a certainty as 
to her ailment. She took warm foot-baths, and in a month's time her 
state was declared entirely promising. This was sudden—sooner 
than they had expected; yet how lovely to be papa and mamma I 
Of course the child would be a boy—no doubt of that; and one must 
think of a name to give him. Meanwhile, though, Louise took her 
husband aside, and reminded him that since their marriage he had 
earned nothing to supplement his salary, which had proved far from 
sufficient. Well, it was true they had lived rather high, but now a 
change should be made, and everything would be satisfactory ! 

Next day the assistant councillor went to see his good friend the 
barrister, with a request that he endorse a promissory note. This 
would allow him to borrow the money that would be needed to meet 
certain unavoidable forthcoming expenses—as Falk made clear to 
his friend. “ Yes," agreed the man of law, " marrying and raising a 
family is an expensive business. I have never been able to afford it.” 

Falk felt too much ashamed to press his request, and when he 
returned home, empty-handed, was greeted with the news that two 
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strangers had been to the house, and had asked for him. They must 
be lieutenants in the army, thought Gustaf, friends belonging to the 
garrison of Fort Vaxholm. No, he was told, they could not have been 
lieutenants; they were much older-looking men. Ah, then they 
were two fellows he used to know in Upsala; they had probably heard 
of his marriage, and had come to look him up. Only the servant said 
they were not from Upsala, but were Stockholmers, and carried sticks. 
Mysterious—very; but no doubt they would come back. 

Then the young husband went marketing again. He bought 
strawberries—at a bargain, of course. 

“ Just fancy," he triumphantly exclaimed to his housewife, “ a 
pint of these large strawberries for a krone and a half, at this time 
of year I " 

“ Oh, but Gustaf dear, we can't afford that sort of thing 1 ” 

" Never mind, darling; I have arranged for some extra work.’* 

** But what about our debts ? " 

" Debts ? Why, I’m going to make a big loan, and pay them all 
off at once that way." 

" Ah," objected Louise, “ but won't this simply mean a new debt ? ** 

" No matter if it does. It will be a respite, you know. But why 
discuss such unpleasant things ? What capital strawberries, eh, dear ? 
And don’t you think a glass of sherry would go well now after the 
strawberries ? " 

Upon which the servant was sent out for a bottle of sherry—the 
best, naturally. 

When Falk's wife awoke from her afternoon nap on the sofa that 
day, she apologetically reverted to the subject of debt. She hoped 
he would not be angiy at what she had to say. Angry ? No, of 
course not. What was it ? Did she want some money for the house ? 
Louise explained: 

" The grocer has not been paid, the butcher has threatened us, 
and the livery-stable man also insists on having his bill settled." 

" Is that all ? " replied the assistant councillor. " They shall 
be paid at once—to-morrow—every farthing. But let's think of 
something else. How would you like to go out for a little drive to 
the park ? You'd rather not take a carriage ? All right, then, there's 
the tramway ; that will take us to the park." 

So they went to the park, and they had dinner in a private room 
at the Alhambra Restaurant. It was great fun, too, because the 
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people in the general dining-room thought they were a frisky young 
pair of lovers. This idea amused Gustaf, though Louise seemed a 
trifle depressed, especially when she saw the bill. They could have 
had a good deal at home for that amount. 

The months go by, and now arises the need for actual preparation 
—a cradle, infant’s clothing, and so forth. 

Falk has no easy time raising the money. The livery-stable man 
and the grocer refuse further credit, for they, too, have families to 
feed. What shocking materialism ! 

At length the eventful day arrives. Gustaf must secure a nurse, 
and even while holding his new-bom daughter in his arms is called 
out to pacify his creditors. The fresh responsibilities weigh heavily 
upon him; he almost breaks down under the strain. He succeeds, 
it is true, in getting some translation to do, but how can he perform 
the work when at every touch and turn he is obliged to run errands ? 
In this frame of mind he appeals to his father-in-law for help. The 
old gentleman receives him coldly : 

" I will help you this once, but not again. I have little enough 
myself, and you are not my only child.” 

Delicacies must be provided for the mother, chicken and expensive 
wine. And the nurse has to be paid. 

Fortunately, Falk’s wife is soon on her feet again. She is like a 
girl once more, with a slender figure. Her pallor is quite becoming. 
Louise's father talks seriously to his son-in-law, however: 

“ Now, no more children, if you please, unless you want to be 
ruined." 

For a brief space the junior Falk family continued to live on love 
and increasing debts. But one day bankruptcy knocked at the door. 
The seizure of the household effects was threatened. Then the old 
man came and took away Louise and her child, and as they rode off 
in a cab he made the bitter reflection that he had lent his girl to a 
young man, who had given her back after a year, dishonoured. Louise 
would willingly have stayed with Gustaf, but there was nothing more 
to subsist upon. He remained behind, looking on while the bailiffs 
—those men with the sticks—denuded the flat of everything, furniture, 
bedding, crockery, cutlery, kitchen utensils, until it was stripped bare. 

Now began real life for Gustaf. He managed to get a position as 
proof-reader on a newspaper which was published in the morning, so 
that he had to work at his desk for several hours each night. As he 
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bad not actually been declared a bankrupt, he was allowed to keep 
his place in the Government service, although he could hope for no 
more promotion. His father-in-law made the concession of letting 
him see his wife and child on Sundays, but he was never permitted to 
be alone with them. When he left, in the evening, to go to the news¬ 
paper office, they would accompany him to the gate, and he would 
depart in utter humiliation of soul. It might take him perhaps twenty 
years to pay off all his obligations. And then—yes, what then? 
Could he then support his wife and child ? No, probably not. If, 
in the meantime, his father-in-law should die, they would be left 
without a home. So he must be thankful even to the hard-hearted 
old man who had so cruelly separated them. 

Ah, yes, human life itself is indeed hard and cruel I The beasts 
of the field find maintenance easily enough, while of all created beings 
man alone must toil and spin. It is a shame, yes, it is a crying shame, 
that in this life everybody is not provided with gratuitous partridges 
and strawberries. 
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A ROYAL SALUTE 


H OW long and hard the waiting was! 

For half an hour he had walked the floor of the hall. 
At every turn he had stopped at her bedroom door and 
listened. Not a sound ! Again he would take up his monotonous 
pace, would again stop at the small, mysterious arras door and again 
listen, listen, breathless, with fear in his eyes. Never a sound I It 
was becoming hnendurable. 

He went to the window and looked out. It was a clear, sunny 
spring morning. The river rushed by; the water sparkled and 
glittered. Here and there the sunshine played on a belated cake of 
floating ice, which drifted slowly out from under the bridge. Sea¬ 
gulls circled around it and dived shrieking for fish. 

Painters and other working men were preparing the ships for 
their first spring sailing; they were making everything new and 
shining. A number of tramps had come out from their winter 
refuges in cellars and garrets to earn a little money by working in the 
harbour. Even bad whisky is not to be had for nothing ! 

The young husband opened the window and drew a deep breath. 
Oh, how good it felt to inhale the bracing air 1 The drawn look left 
his face and his pulse beat more quietly. 

From the far-away barracks on the other side of the river the 
bugle sounded. Its tones came clear and distinct through the pure, 
thin spring air. Then the sounds were lost in the noise of the street, 
and the man closed the window. • 

He went to the dining-room and inspected the table carefully. 
His good friend, the doctor, deserved a good luncheon after every¬ 
thing was over. 

" Y,ou are sure it is from the oldest bottle ? " he inquired of the 
maid, indicating the decanter, whose contents shone in the sun. 

“ From the one on the right-hand side ? " 

“ Yes, sir." 
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“ Go and order some good, strong coffee. Tell the cook to be sure 
to have it strong. Dr. Wetterling must have some good coffee.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

He arranged things here and there on the table, taking the decanter 
and holding it up to the light. The thought struck him that this 
was the wine his wife liked best. She always enjoyed it with him 
at dinner. He remembered their standing jokes about this wine; 
how he had toasted her as “ Lady Tipsy,” and how his wife had 
answered him, shaking a threatening finger: ” Yes, this old, fiery 
wine has brought forth many a little difference of opinions, but the 
end has always been a laugh and a kiss.” 

And now the doctor and he would drink together, after she- 

Two big round tears rolled down his bearded cheeks. 

" Curse it! Why should I feel like this ? ” he murmured, and 
again went into the anteroom to take up his walking and waiting. 

Again the same fear, the same painful certainty assailed him 
that in there a desperate struggle was going on, and that in some way, 
while it did not touch him directly, it was all for his sake. 

It was his adored wife who had to suffer this. With insistent 
force the thought possessed him that love was a responsibility as well 
as a joy. For her it meant now life or death. 

“ Life ? Oh, my God, if she should lose her life! ” 

How fervently he loved his Astri I From the very first moment 
he had met her in Lysekil, where the swift days of his courtship had 
passed, how beautiful, how eternally beautiful it had been! When 
they were married, during the days of their honeymoon—could any¬ 
thing be better, could any love reach higher than this? he had 
thought. Yet now, as he waited before her door, he told himself 
that something greater, mightier, holier, had come into his life. He 
felt as if the sensitive strings of his heart had been cut. And yet 
this waiting, this consuming longing for her! If he could only kiss 
her hand—the hand of the woman who now meant more to him than 
his own life, more than all else in the world I 

” You must have patience,” the doctor had said. 

Patience! But how could he be patient, with so much at stake ? 
To know how terribly she was suffering, how she fought death to give 
life, and outside he stood, a useless creature, unable to shield her from 
the curse of fate! 

" In sorrow thou shalt bring forth children 1 ” Slowly he repeated 
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the words. How often he had read them when he was a boy at 
school. Then they had meant nothing to him; and now, what an 
eternity of meaning the words held—his wife’s martyrdom, her maternal 
love, her joy bought by her agony. And even when God uttered the 
curse He held the man responsible for the woman. 

Absorbed in his thoughts he paced back and forth. Suddenly 
a heartrending cry, another one, a despairing groan—then silence. 

Numb with fright, pale as death, a pitiful, helpless figure, he 
staggered to the door and listened. 

Sight and feeling seemed to have left him ; but the faintest sounds 
burst on his ears like peals of thunder. He heard the low, swift 
orders of his friend, the muffled sound of feet, the voice of the nurse 
in quiet question—and through it all the painful moaning of his 
wife. 

” My poor Astri! My poor, sweet love,” he whispered. 

In a paroxysm of grief he flung himself on a divan and moaned. 

” Save her, my God, save her ! I will believe in Thee if Thou art 
merciful! ” 

• •••••• 

A deep sigh, as of one suddenly freed from an intolerable burden, 
and then a feeble cry came to his ears. 

*' It is over,” he dried, leaping up. " We have a child 1 My 
Astri and I —we have a child ! ” 

Then came the reaction. The excitement had been too great. 
The change from boundless fear and uncertainty to intoxicating joy 
was too much for him. He sank down in a chair and wept like a 
child, smothering his sobs so that the patient should not hear him. 

Then his heart Med with unspeakable bliss. The overstrained 
nerves gave way; he felt numb, as if he had been drugged. His 
brain seemed to stand still. 

The door opened and the doctor entered. 

He rose quickly. ” How is she ? ” 

** All right; she only needs rest, much rest.” 

“ Is it a boy or a girl ?—quick, tell me.” 

The doctor in his shirt sleeyes, perspiring from his work, smiled 
at his friend’s impatience and hesitated a moment. At last he said: 

” It is a boy; how could it be otherwise ? ” 

“ Really ? Is it really ? ” 

He peered over the physician’s shoulders toward the bedroom. 
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“ May I go in now ? Only a minute, please ? " he asked like a 
pleading child. 

“Yes, but only for one look," the doctor joked. 

He opened the door and stood on the threshold. There in the 
broad white bed, exhausted and pale, lay his young wife, and beside 
her a little form wrapped in soft blankets. 

Motionless, he stared at his wife. He could not utter a word, 
but the great tears that rolled down his cheeks told of his emotion. 

She opened her eyes, which in the dim light seemed even darker 
and bigger than before, but with an abundance of bliss and tender¬ 
ness. With feeble hand she motioned to the slumbering little one, 
her face expressing supreme happiness. 

" Goran." 

“ Astri.” 

He opened wide his arms, as if to enfold wife and child. Then he 
fell on his knees at the bedside, kissed her hand in adoration, as if 
the young mother were a queen, and rested his head on the edge of 
the bed as if in prayer. 

“ Goran,” she repeated softly, pressing her hand feebly against 
his cheek ; then she lay still, her fingers resting on his brown curls. 

“ Are you sleepy, my child ? " he asked. 

There was no answer. He looked up. She was asleep. 

Carefully and tenderly he kissed her hand and laid it gently on 
the blue silk coverlet. For a long time he looked at her. Her sleep 
seemed to be quiet. Only the comers of the mouth moved nervously. 
He touched the little one with his lips and stole out, slowly, softly, 
as he had come in. 

Dr. Wetterling met him at the door. “ Well, is everything all 
right ? " he asked. 

" She is asleep." 

“ Good ; then I can go now. All she needs is sleep and—no excite¬ 
ment. And now tell me what you think of your boy. Isn't he a fine 
youngster ? " 

" Yes, he looks like his mother." 

“ That’s what fathers say always; they're astonishingly modest.” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense 1 " said Bergh as he led the way to the lunch 
table. “ Let's have a bite to eat; we deserve it," he went on. 

“ Why, you had nothing to do but to wait." 

“ That was enough. I never went through such an ordeal in my life,” 
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“ Well, you know there must always be a first time.* 

They seated themselves. With his watch on the table Dr. Wetter- 
ling started to eat, hastily and silently, while his host poured the wine. 
The physician replied briefly to his questions regarding the condition 
of the young mother. No, she was not exactly exhausted—but care 
must be taken. Would it be necessary to send her to some watering- 
place ? Oh, no, one of the little islands near Stockholm would do 
just as well. Good ; then the husband might remain near Astri. 

Dr. Wetterling took up his watch, rose and held out his hand. 

“ Good-bye, and thank you," said Bergh. 

" In case anything should happen send for me at once,” the doctor 
admonished as he left. 

Bergh walked to the window and smoked silently for a time. It 
was just noon. The spring sun shone warm through the glass, and 
the pure air restored his shattered nerves. Ships were passing to and 
fro on the river. 

Suddenly there came, a flash from the castle on the island, a thick 
white cloud of smoke and a loud report, that set the windows shaking. 

Bergh started. His first thought was of his wife. 

Again the window-panes rattled. They were firing the royal 
salute. 

He threw aside his cigar, and hurried to the bedroom. 

The patient was awake and moved restlessly about. The nurse 
tried to calm her, but at every report of the guns she started up with 
a violent effort. 

" Something must be done,” cried the nurse. “ If we can’t keep 
her quiet-” 

" Astri, Astri, for God’s sake, calm yourself." 

He took her in his arms and kissed her. 

“ My child,” she cried. “ I want my child 1 ” 

** Send for a doctor—Dr. Wetterling—quick; send both girls,” 
Bergh commanded in a panic of fear. He left the room, pale and 
helpless, feeling rather than seeing the flashes from the heavy guns, 
and shuddering at the loud reports that followed. He drew the 
curtains, placed pillows and cushions in the windows, but without 
result. He shook his fists in helpless rage and cursed the brutal 
noise. 

When he returned to the room he found it in confusion. The child 
cried unheeded, while the nurse struggled by main force to keep the 
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sick woman in her bed. Tlie man ran to and fro, distraught, uttering 
unintelligible cries. 

" Stop, don't lose your head,” the nurse commanded curtly. He 
turned to the bed, and seized his wife's hands. His touch seemed to 
quiet her ; she moaned faintly. Then she slowly opened her eyes. 

" Don't cry, my Goran,” she said, as she saw the tears rolling 
down his cheeks. " It will soon be over.” 

Then her mind wandered again. She asked to be propped up 
with pillows ; she would suffocate there, she cried. Her husband 
kissed her on the forehead, and she turned on him angrily. He did 
not love her any more, he was brutal, he had come there to torment 
her. He had stolen her child. He was a brute, a devil ! For a time 
she became still, and Bergh held her quietly in his arms. Suddenly 
she Hung out’her hands with a sharp cry. Her body stiffened a, 
moment, and then fell back limply. Outside a gun boomed sullenly. 
It was the royal salute. To Bergh's ears it was indeed a royal salute 
—to the queen who had given her life to give a new life to the 
fatherland. 
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THE SECRET OF THE WOOD 


I T was a long way to the Reed Marsh. First one had to follow 
a narrow path through the heart of the wood, a path that 
wound in and out of tall pine trees, and now and again led 
over bare rocky slopes. Just where these rocky slopes ended the 
Peat Bog began. 

The small hillocks were crowned with dwarf fir trees, and when 
the bog-myrtle bloomed, the air was filled with an aromatic scent 
that attracted insects to the spot. 

It was quite a long way over the Bog too ; for even when one had 
crossed it, and ascended the hill (from the top of this hill one could 
see the lake lying as calm and clear as a mirror between its fir-clad 
shores), one had not yet reached the end of one’s journey. 

For the cottage stood on the farther shore of the lake. If one 
wished to reach it on foot, there was still a long way to go. 

Otherwise, if one just stood on the shore and shouted loud enough, 
after a short interval there would appear on the opposite side a little 
bent old man with a red pointed cap on his head, who would walk 
cautiously down the stony slope to the water's edge, where he would 
get into a ramshackle old punt and start off to fetch the waiting visitor. 

It would be difficult to understand why this little lake was called 
the Reed Marsh, for there was no marsh visible anywhere, nothing 
at all but the cheery waters of the little lake, that looked so bright 
and pleasant after the long walk through the shadowy wood. 

There were no reeds to be seen either, at first. The only reeds 
there were were hidden away in a creek, and in this bed of reeds every 
springtime some ducks would build their nests, and, as soon as the 
young one9 were hatched, swim about in undisputed possession of 
the calm waters. Jacob, the old boatman, says that he could never 
shoot with a gun. " When I was young," he said, " I tried all I could, 
but never managed it, and now I am too old to learn, so it can’t be 
helped.” Jacob has rowed many travellers over the lake, and this 
is nothing to wonder at seeing that he has lived so long in the cottage 
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by the Reed Marsh that no one knows just whert he moved into it, 
not even he himself. 

Jacob and his wife were a strange couple. Martina had seen both 
the Lady of the Woods and the Water-sprite; she knew, too, what 
it meant when the Will-o’-the-wisp flickered over the peat-moss, and 
all the sounds of the woods were understood by her. 

Jacob had been a charcoal-burner in his youth, and had been able 
to earn enough to keep himself. Martina had gathered berries, sold 
chip-baskets, and helped in the houses down in the village at Christ¬ 
mas or Easter time. She was known far and wide, for she always 
gave full measure, her berries were always fresh and newly-gathered, 
and there was no fear of finding unripe ones at the bottom of the 
basket. 

There had been three sons in the little cottage by the Reed Marsh, 
but they had all gone out as workmen in the villages where there 
was a chance of earning more money, and where the whispering of 
the wood could not be heard. 

Martina and Jacob used to sit and talk about these sons in the 
long winter evenings when they were alone. But as the years passed, 
it became still ever quieter round the old couple, and as the quiet 
and the solitude made themselves more and more felt, Martina and 
Jacob drew closer to one another, and forgot the outside world, and 
felt no wonder at being forgotten in their turn. The wood sang its 
song to them, and the little they asked of life was granted to them, 
up to the day on which Jacob found himself unable to leave his bed. 

“ You will have to see to things for a bit, Martina." he said, “ and 
when I am up and about again you can take a rest." 

They had to do without many things while Jacob was ill. There 
was no one to bring home game from the wood, or fish from the lake. 
The worst of all for Martina was providing fodder for the cow. She 
worked away with the sickle, and carried home as much as she could 
manage. But very often she had to sit down and rest, and then she 
would have a good cry, alone in the wood, for she never allowed the 
tears to come when she was at home. 

Then one winter, while Jacob was still confined to his bed, the 
greatest misfortune of all came to them. Their one and only cow 
died for lack of food, and after this happened there was no alternative 
for poor old Martina but to go to the village and beg. It was terribly 
hard for her, she who had never asked for charity from any one before. 
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She walked along quickly, carrying a milk-can in one hand and a 
beggar’s wallet on her back, and there was a worried expression on 
her wrinkled old face. She never lingered anywhere, for was not 
Jacob lying at home alone and helpless. 

Things went on in this way for two years, but Jacob did not get 
better. Neither did he get worse. At last it got so that it made no 
difference to him whether it was summer or winter, sunshine or rain. 
It was just one long day of misery that never seemed to end. 

“ If I could only die,” Jacob used to say, " it would be easier for 
you.” 

And Martina would say with tears in her eyes, “ What would 
become of me if you died ? ” 

In her heart of hearts she knew very well that things could never 
be worse than they were, but she could not say so to poor Jacob 
while he lay there helpless. . . . 

Then there came a day in summer when Martina was trudging 
along on her way home from the village. She had not much to 
carry, as people were tired of giving, arid the wallet on her back was 
very light, and so was the milk-can she carried. The sun was shining 
brilliantly when she came to the Peat Bog. A little farther on she 
stopped to look at the whortleberries ; there were so many of them, 
though they were not ripe yet. How quiet and lonely it was just 
there. Martina let her wallet slip off her back, stood the milk-can 
on the ground, and sat down. She was so tired, tired of everything. 
If only the Lady of the Woods would come now and give her some¬ 
thing ! Or the One, whose name she hardly dared even whisper to 
herself, He who was always at hand when any one was in real distress ! 
Why didn’t He come now ? 

And how was it that she saw nothing, she who used to see so 
much ? Why was the wood silent ? And why was there no one to 
go back with her to the cottage and see how things were, and help 
an old woman to carry a load that was too heavy for her unaided 
strength ? 

But the wood remained silent round about Martina, and she 
began to feel frightened. For the first time in her whole life she 
was afraid of being alone in the wood. It was as if the trees were 
closing in on her, and, trembling all over, she rose from her seat on the 
ground, hung the wallet over her shoulders and took hold of the 
milk-can. For a moment she stood there trembling, listening to the 
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deep silence that sounded to her like one long, heavy sigh. Then 
she went on her way, and never stopped until she reached the spot 
by the lake where the old punt lay, into which she stepped without 
loss of time, and began to row across to the opposite side. She was 
afraid to look behind her, because it seemed to her that there were 
hands stretched out ready to seize her if she did. The roots of the 
trees, the moss-covered stones, the old rotten trees, and the tree- 
stumps all seemed to be alive, but they all kept silent, and their 
silence filled the air. She heard the ducks quacking, but she would 
not turn her head to look at them, only rowed on rapidly, never stop¬ 
ping till she reached the shore, where she left the punt and hurried 
up to the cottage. 

Jacob lay in his bed, he had lain there for two years now. When 
Martina came in he did not open his eyes, and, still trembling from 
her fright in the wood, she gathered an armful of sticks from the floor, 
and lighted a fire in the stove. The firelight did not reach as far as 
the comer where Jacob's bed was, and from where she sat, Martina 
could not see whether he was asleep or awake. 

" Is that you, Martina ? " sounded suddenly from the corner behind 
the window. " You have been a long time." 

" I was tired and rested awhile in the wood,” answered the wife. 

“ How have you been to-day ? " 

. “ Just the same as other days," Jacob answered. His voice was 

so clear and so gentle that Mirtina got up and went over to him. 

“ I think I must have slept a little," went on the old man, " and 
I have been thinking.” 

“ What about ? " asked Martina. How strange it was !—she felt 
as if the wood had followed her right into the cottage, and brought 
fear with it. 

Jacob moved his head, and the light fell on his face. It was thin 
and colourless, but the old eyes were shining. 

" I would like to see the sun once more before I die," he said. 

" I have always loved the sunshine, and the calm lake and the wood 
by it. Do you think you could manage to carry me so far, if I helped 
a little ? " 

Martina sat down on the side of the bed. 

" What do you want to go out there for ? " she said. Jacob looked 
at her with eyes that had grown wonderfully clear and bright all of 
a sudden. 
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" I want to die," he said. "And you must help me. *It cannot 
be very difficult to die. I can’t go on living any longer. And when 
I am gone there will be no need for you to go to the village and beg 
for food for me.” 

It seemed to Martina, once again, as if the fear she had felt in the 
wood had followed her into the cottage. She understood the sick 
man’s wish—long before he spoke of it she knew—it was as if she had 
heard it all before. 

" You must help me into the punt," said the old man, “ and 
push it away from the shore. Then you must come up here again 
and not see any more." 

Jacob's eyes sought his wife's with an expression in them like to 
that in the eyes of a child when it begs for the realisation of its dearest 
wish. And as she sat there, Martina felt that it was meant to be, it 
was this that had caused her to feel afraid in the wood. 

" When do you want to go ? " she said, and her old eyes were full 
of tears. 

“ The sun is shining now," said Jacob. And his voice was like 
that of an impatient child that will not wait. 

" I have lain here for two years and thought of nothing else," 
continued Jacob. 

Then Martina went over to the window, and sat down and tried 
to think. She had not read much, and she did not know much 
either. She sat quite still for some time, and Jacob never said a 
word to disturb her in her thinking. At last she got up from her 
seat, and, looking out, saw that the sun was still shining. And then, 
without another word, she lifted the old man from his bed, carried 
him outside, and seated him on the doorstep. He had grown so thin 
and fragile that he was no weight to carry. And Jacob sat there 
and looked at the sunshine, and the wood, and the lake, and every¬ 
thing that had once been his. “ Help me farther now, if you can," 
he said at last. 

Then Martina took him up in her arms and carried him down to 
the punt, but when she had placed him in it her head drooped, and 
she stood there dumbly, holding Jacob's hand. 

“ Now push out the punt," said the old man in a low voice, “ and 
when you have done so, go back to the cottage, don't stay here. 
Take down the Bible and read it. God certainly understands all 
about this ; He knows how things have been with us.” 
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Then Martina gave his hand a farewell pressure, and, after pushing 
the punt out from the shore, stood watching until it had got into 
deep water, after which she returned alone to the cottage. There 
she sat down and began to read, not the Bible, but Thomas k Kempis. 
She had never possessed other books than thefie two, and one was the 
same as the other to her. When she had read as much as she wanted 
to, she replaced the book carefully on the shelf. Then she went out, 
and saw that the punt was empty, and, sitting down on the shore, 
Martina thought over many things, and finally she repeated the 
Lord’s Prayer while she gazed out over the calm waters of the lake. 

Back once more in her cottage, the old woman hung clean sheets 
in front of the windows, and strewed the path down to the lake with 
spruce-twigs. And then she went to bed, and for the first time in 
her life slept alone in the cottage by the Reed Marsh. 

• • • • • • 

When Martina went down to the village afterwards to get some 
one to help find Jacob’s body, and arrange about the funeral, she 
just related the facts as they were, exactly as she knew them. 

But no one believed she was telling the truth, until some of them, 
returning with her to the cottage, saw the clean sheets at the windows 
and the fir-strewn path, and were convinced of the truth of her story. 

And when Jacob's body had been found and laid ready for burial 
on the bed on which, during his lifetime, he had spent so many weary 
years, there were quite a lot of mourners present. And every one 
understood that that which had happened should be kept secret, for 
it was the secret of the wood, and Martina had not really known what 
she was doing when she helped Jacob to his death. 
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A PEASANT had killed a monk and fled to the woods. He 
became an outlaw, upon whose head a price was set. In 
- the forest he met another fugitive, a young fisherman from 
one of the outermost islands, who had been accused of the theft of a 
herring net. The two became companions, cut themselves a home in 
a cave, laid their nets together, cooked their food, made their arrows, 
and held watch one for the other. The peasant could never leave the 
forest. But the fisherman, whose crime was less serious, would now 
and then take upon his back the game they had killed, and would creep 
down to the more isolated houses on the outskirts of the village. In 
return for milk, butter, arrow-heads, and clothing he would sell his 
game, the black mountain cock, the moor hen with her shining feathers, 
the toothsome doc, and the long-eared hare. 

The cave which was their home cut down deep into a mountain¬ 
side. The entrance was guarded by wide slabs of stone and ragged 
thorn-bushes. High up on the hillside there stood a giant pine, and 
the chimney of the fireplace nestled among its coiled roots. Thus 
the smoke could draw up through the heavy hanging blanches and 
fade unseen into the air. To reach their cave the men had to wade 
through the stream that sprang out from the hill slope. No pursuer 
thought of seeking their trail in this merry brooklet. At first they 
were hunted as wild animals are. The peasants of the district gathered 
to pursue them as if for a baiting of wolf or bear. The bowmen sur¬ 
rounded the wood while the spear carriers entered and left no thicket 
or ravine unsearchcd. The two outlaws cowered in their gloomy 
cave, panting in terror and listening breathlessly as the hunt passed on 
with noise and shouting over the mountain ranges. 

• • • i « • • • 

Tord was the name of the fisherman. He was but sixteen years 
old, but was strong and brave. He had now lived for a whole year 
in the wood. 

The peasant’s name was Berg, and they had called him " The Giant.” 

4° 
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He was handsome and well-built, the tallest and strongest man in the 
entire county. He was broad-shouldered and yet slender. His hands 
were delicate in shape, as if they had never known hard work, his hair 
was brown, his face soft-coloured. When he had lived for some time 
in the forest his look of strength was awe-inspiring. His eyes grew 
piercing under bushy brows wrinkled by great muscles over the fore¬ 
head. His lips were more firmly set than before, his face more haggard, 
with deepened hollows at the temples, and his strongly marked cheek¬ 
bones stood out plainly. All the softer curves of his body disappeared, 
but the muscles grew strong as steel. His hair turned grey rapidly. 

Tord had never seen any one so magnificent and so mighty before. 
In his imagination, his companion towered high as the forest, strong 
as the raging surf. He served him humbly, as he would have served a 
master, he revered him as he would have revered a god. It seemed 
quite natural that Tord should carry the hunting spear, that he should 
drag the game home, draw the water, and build the fire. Berg the 
Giant accepted all these services, but scarce threw the boy a friendly 
word. He looked upon him with contempt, as a common thief. 

The outlaws did not live by pillage, but supported themselves by 
hunting and fishing. Had not Berg killed a holy man, the peasants 
would soon have tired of the pursuit and left them to themselves in 
the mountains. But they feared disaster for the villages if he who 
had laid hands upon a servant of God should go unpunished. When 
Tord took his game down into the valley they would offer him money 
and a pardon for himself if he would lead them to the cave of the Giant, 
that they might catch the latter in his sleep. But the boy refused, 
md if they followed him he would lead them astray until they gave 
up the pursuit. 

Once Berg asked him whether the peasants had ever tried to 
persuade him to betrayal. When he learned what reward they had 
promised, he said scornfully that Tord was a fool not to accept 
such offers. Tord looked at him with something in his eyes that 
Berg the Giant had never seen before. No beautiful woman whom 
he had loved in the days of his youth had ever looked at him like that; 
not even in the eyes of his own children, or of his wife, had he seen 
such affection. “ You are my God, the ruler I have chosen of my own 
free will." This was what the eyes said. “You may scorn me, or 
beat me, if you will, but I shall still remain faithful.” 

After this Berg gave more heed to the boy and saw that he was 
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brave in action but shy in speech. Death seemed to have no terrors 
for him. He would deliberately choose for his path the fresh-formed 
ice on the mountain pools, the treacherous surface of the morass in 
springtime. He seemed to delight in danger. It gave him some 
compensation for the wild ocean storms he could no longer go out to 
meet. He would tremble in the night darkness of the wood, however, 
and even by day the gloom of a thicket or a deeper shadow could 
frighten him. When Berg asked him about this he was silent in 
embarrassment. 

Tord did not sleep in the bed by the hearth at the back of the 
cave, but every night when Berg was asleep the boy would creep to 
the entrance and lie there on one of the broad stones. Berg dis¬ 
covered this, and although he guessed the reason he asked the boy 
about it. Tord would not answer. To avoid further questions he 
slept in the bed for two nights, then returned to his post at the 
door. 

One night, when a snow-storm raged in the tree-tops, piling up 
drifts even in the heart of the thickets, the flakes swirled into the cave 
of the outlaws. Tord, lying by the entrance, awoke in the morning 
to find himself wrapped in a blanket of melting snow. A day or two 
later he fell ill. Sharp pains pierced his lungs when he tried to draw 
breath. He endured the pain as long as his strength would stand it, 
but one evening, when he stooped to blow up the fire, he fell down 
and could not rise again. Berg came to his side and told him to lie 
in the warm bed. Tord groaned in agony, but could not move. 
Berg put his arm under the boy’s body and carried him to the bed. 
He had a feeling while doing it as if he were touching a clammy 
snake ; he had a taste in his mouth as if he had eaten unclean horse¬ 
flesh, so repulsive was it to him to touch the person of this common 
thief. Berg covered the sick boy with his own warm bear-skin rug 
and gave him water. This was all he could do, but the illness was 
not dangerous, and Tord recovered quickly. But now that Berg 
had had to do his companion’s work for a few days, and had had to 
care for him, they seemed to have come nearer to one another. Tord 
dared to speak to Berg sometimes, as they sat together by the fire 
cutting their arrows. 

“ You come of good people, Berg," Tord said one evening. “ Your 
relatives are the richest peasants in the valley. The men of your name 
have served kings and fought in their castles.” 
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“ They have more often fought with the rebels and done damage 
to the king’s property," answered Berg. 

" Your forefather had great banquets at Christmas time. And you 
held banquets too, when you were at home in your house. Hundreds 
of men and women could find place on the benches in your great hall, 
the hall that was built in the days before St. Olaf came here to Viken 
for christening. Great silver urns were there, and mighty horns, 
filled with mead, went the rounds of your table.” 

Berg looked at the boy again. " Were there no banquets in your 
home ? " he asked. 

Tord laughed : “ Out there on the rocks where father and mother 
live ? Father plunders the wrecks and mother is a witch. When 
the weather is stormy she rides out to meet the ships on a seal's back, 
and those who are washed overboard from the wrecks belong to her." 

" What does she do with them ? " asked Berg. 

“ Oh, a witch always needs corpses. She makes salves of them, 
or perhaps she eats them. On moonlit nights she sits out in the 
wildest surf and looks for the eyes and fingers of drowned children." 

" That is horrible ! " said Berg. 

The boy answered with calm confidence, " It would be for others, 
but not for a witch. She can’t help it." 

This was an altogether new manner of looking at life for Berg. 
" Then thieves have to steal, as witches have to make magic ? " he 
questioned sharply. 

" I suppose so,” answered the boy. " Every one has to do the 
thing he was born for." But a smile of shy cunning curled his lips, 
as he added, “ There are thieves who have never stolen." 

" What do you mean by that ? " spoke Berg. 

The boy still smiled his mysterious smile and seemed happy to 
have given his companion a riddle. " There are birds that do not 
fly; and there are thieves who have not stolen," he said. 

Berg feigned stupidity, in order to trick the other’s meaning: 
“ How can any one be called a thief who has never stolen ? ” he said. 

The boy's lips closed tight as if to hold back the words. “ But 
if one has a father who steals-" he threw out after a'short pause. 

" A man may inherit house and money, but the name thief is 
given only to him who earns it." 

Tord laughed gently. *' But when one has a mother—and that 
mother comes and cries, and begs one to take upon one’s self the 
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father’s crime—and then one can laugh at the hangman and run away 

into the woods. A man mav be outlawed for the sake of a fish net 

•/ 

he has never seen.” 

Berg beat his fist upon the stone table, in great anger. Here this 
strong, beautiful boy had thrown away his whole life for another. 
Neither love, nor riches, nor the respect of his fellow-men could ever 
be his again. The sordid care for food and clothing was all that 
remained to him in life. And this fool had let him, Berg, despise an 
innocent man. He scolded sternly, but Tord was not frightened 
any more than a sick child is frightened at the scolding of his anxious 
mother. 

High up on one of the broad wooded hills there lay a black 
swampy lake.' It was square in shape, and its banks were as straight, 
and their corners as sharp as if it had been the work of human hands. 
On three sides steep walls of rock rose up, with hardy mountain pines 
clinging to the stones, their roots as thick as a man's arm. At the 
surface of the lake, where the few strips of grass had been washed 
away, these naked roots twisted and coiled, rising out of the water 
like myriad snakes that had tried to escape from the waves but had 
been turned to stone in their struggle. 

At the entrance to the lake there was a forest of rushes as high as 
a man's head, through which the sunlight fell as green upon the water 
as it falls on the moss in the true forest. There were little clearings 
among the reeds, little round ponds where the water-lilies slumbered. 
The tall rushes looked down with gentle gravity upon these sensitive 
beauties, who closed their white leaves and their yellow hearts so 
quickly in their leather outer dress as soon as the sun withdrew his 
rays. 

One sunny day the outlaws came to one of these little ponds to 
fish. They waded through the reeds to two high stones, and sat there 
throwing out their bait for the big green, gleaming pike that slumbered 
just below the surface of the water. These men, whose life was now 
passed entirely among the mountains and the woods, had come to 
be as completely under the control of the powers of nature as were 
the plants or the animals. When the sun shone they were open- 
hearted and merry, at evening they became silent, and the night, 
which seemed to them so all-powerful, robbed them of their strength. 
And now the green light that fell through the weeds and drew out 
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from the water stripes of gold, brown, and black-green, smoothed 
them into a sort of magic mood. They were completely shut out 
from the outer world. The reeds swayed gently in the soft wind, 
the rushes murmured, and the long, ribbon-like leaves struck them 
lightly in the face. They sat on the grey stones in their grey leather 
garments, and the shaded tones of the leather melted into the shades 
of the stones. Each saw his comrade sitting opposite him as quietly 
as a stone statue. 

The green light pierced through their eyes into their brains like a 
mild intoxication. They saw visions among the reeds, visions which 
they would not tell even to each other. There was not much fishing 
done. The day was given up to dreams and visions. 

A sound of oars came from among the reeds, and they started up 
out of their dreaming. In a few moments a heavy boat, hewn out 
of a tree trunk, came into sight, set in motion by oars not much 
broader than walking sticks. The oars were in the hands of a young 
girl who had been gathering water-lilies. She had long, dark brown 
braids of hair, and great dark eyes, but she was strangely pale, with a 
pallor that was not grey, but softly pink tinted. Her cheeks were 
no deeper in colour than the rest of her face; her lips were scarce 
redder. She wore a bodice of white linen and a leather belt with a 
golden clasp. Her skirt was of blue with a broad red hem. She 
rowed past close by the outlaws without seeing them. They sat 
absolutely quiet, less from fear of discovery than from the desire to 
look at her undisturbed. When she had gone, the stone statues 
became men again and smiled : 

" She was as white as the water-lilies," said one. *' And her eyes 
were as dark as the water back there under the roots of the pines." 

They were both so merry that they felt like laughing, like really 
laughing as they had never laughed in this swamp before, a laugh 
that would echo back from the wall of rock and loosen the roots of 
the pines. 

• * • • • » t 

While a child, Tord had once seen a drowned man. He had found 
the corpse on the beach in broad daylight, and it had not frightened 
him, but at night his dreams were terrifying. He had seemed to be 
looking out over an ocean, every wave of which threw a dead body 
at his feet. He saw all the rocks and islands covered with corpses 
of the drowned, the drowned that were dead and belonged to the sea. 
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but that could mow, and speak, and threaten him wi*h their white 
stiffened fingers. 

And so it was again. The girl whom he had seen in the reeds 
appeared to him in his dreams. He met her again down at the 
bottom of the swamp lake, where the light was greener even than in 
the reeds, and there he had time enough to see that she was beautiful. 
He dreamed that he sat on one of the great pine roots in the midst 
of the lake while the tree rocked up and down, now under, now over 
the surface of the water. Then he saw her on one of the smaller 
islands. She stood under the red mountain ash and laughed at 
him. In his very last dream it had gone so far that she had kissed 
him. But then it was morning, and he heard Berg rising, but he kept 
his eyes stubbornly closed that he might continue to dream. When 
he did awake he was dazed and giddy from what he had seen during 
the night, tie thought much more about the girl than he had done 
the day before. Toward evening it occurred to him to ask Berg if 
he knew her name. 

Berg looked at him sharply. “ It is better for you to know it at 
once,” he said. " It was Unn. We are related to each other." 

And then Tord knew that it was this pale maiden who was the 
cause of Berg’s wild hunted life in forest and mountain. He tried 
to search his memory for what he had heard about her. 

Unn was the daughter of a free peasant. Her mother was dead, 
and she ruled in her father's household. This was to her taste, for 
she was independent by nature, and had no inclination to give herself 
to any husband. Unn and Berg were cousins, and the rumour had 
long gone about that Berg liked better to sit with Unn and her maids 
than to work at home in his own house. One Christmas, when the 
great banquet was to be given in Berg’s hall, his wife had invited a 
monk from Draksmark, who, she hoped, would show Berg how wrong 
it was that he should neglect her for another. Berg and others 
besides him hated this monk because of his appearance. He was very 
stout and absolutely white. The ring of hair around his bald head, 
the brows above his moist eyes, the colour of his skin, of his hands, 
and of his garments, were all white. Many found him very repulsive 
to look at. 

But the monk was fearless, and as he believed that his words 
would have greater weight if many heard them, he rose at the table 
b< lore all the guests, and said : 
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“ Men call the cuckoo the vilest of birds because he brings up his 
young in the nest of others. But here sits a man who takes no care 
for his house and his children, and who seeks his pleasure with a strange 
woman. Him I will call the vilest of men.” 

Unn rose in her place. 

“ Berg, this is said to you and to me,” she cried. “ Never have I 
been so shamed, but my father is not here to protect me.” 

She turned to go, but Berg hurried after her. “ Stay where you 
are,” she said. “ I do not wish to see you again.” 

He stopped her in the corridor, and asked her what he should do 
that she might stay with him. Her eyes glowed as she answered that 
he himself should know best what he must do. Then Berg went into 
the hall again and slew the monk. 

Berg and Tord thought on awhile with the same thoughts, then 
Berg said, “You should have seen her when the white monk fell. 
My wife drew the children about her and cursed Unn. She turned the 
faces of the children toward her, that they might always remember 
the woman for whose sake their father had become a murderer. But 
Unn stood there so quiet and so beautiful that the men who saw her 
trembled. She thanked me for the deed, and prayed me to flee to 
the woods at once. She told me never to become a robber, and to 
use my knife only in some cause equally just.” 

" Your deed had ennobled her,” said Tord. 

And again Berg found himself astonished at the same thing that 
had before now surprised him in the boy. Tord was a heathen, or 
worse than a heathen ; he never condemned that which was wrong. 
He seemed to know no sense of responsibility. What had to come, 
came. He knew of God, of Christ, and the Saints, but he knew them 
only by name, as one knows the names of the gods of other nations. 
The ghosts of the Scheeren Islands were his gods. His mother, 
learned in magic, had taught him to believe in the spirits of the dead. 
And then it was that Berg undertook a task which was as foolish as 
if he had woven a rope for his own neck. He opened the eyes of this 
ignorant boy to the power of God, the Lord of all justice, the avenger 
of wrong who condemned sinners to the pangs of hell everlasting. 
And he taught him to love Christ and His Mother, and all the saintly 
men and women who sit before the throne of God praying that His 
anger may be turned away from sinners. He taught him all that 
mankind has learned to do to soften the wrath of God. He told him 
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of the long trains of pilgrims journeying to the holy places; he told 
him of those who scourged themselves in their remorse; and he told 
him of the pious monks who flee the joys of this world. 

The longer he spoke the paler grew the boy and the keener his 
attention as his eyes widened at the visions. Berg would have 
stopped, but the torrent of his own thoughts carried him away. 
Night sank down upon them, the black forest night, where the scream 
of the owl shrills ghostly through the stillness. God came so near to 
them that the brightness of His throne dimmed the stars, and the 
angels of vengeance descended upon the mountain heights. And 
below them the flames of the underworld fluttered up to the outer 
curve of the earth and licked greedily at this last refuge of a race 
crushed by sin and woe. 

• • 

Autumn came, and with it came storm. Tord went out alone 
into the woods to tend the traps and snares, while Berg remained at 
home to mend his clothes. The boy's path led him up a wooded 
height along which the falling leaves danced in circles in the gust. 
Again and again the feeling came to him that some one was walking 
behind him. He turned several times, then went on again when he 
had seen that it was only the wind and the leaves. He threatened 
the rustling circles with his fist, and kept on his way. But he had 
not silenced the sounds of his vision. At first it was the little dancing 
feet of elfin children ; then it was the hissing of a great snake moving 
up behind him. Beside the snake there came a wolf, a tall, grey 
creature, waiting for the moment when the adder should strike at 
his feet to spring upon his back. Tord hastened his steps, but 
the visions hastened with him. When they seemed but two steps 
behind him, ready for the spring, he turned. There was nothing 
there, as he had known all the time. He sat down upon a stone to 
rest. 

Then he went on again, while the forest beneath him waved like a 
sea in storm, although it was still and calm on the path around him. 
But he heard something he had never heard before. The wood was 
full of voices. Now it was like a whispering, now a gentle plaint, now 
a loud threat, or a roaring curse. It laughed, arid it moaned. It was 
as the voice of hundreds. This unkriown something that threatened 
and excited, that whistled and hissed, a something that seemed to 
be, and yet was not, almost drove him mad. He shivered in deadly 
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terror, as he had shivered before, the day that he lay on the floor of 
his cave, and heard his pursuers rage over him through the forest. 
He seemed to hear again the crashing of the branches, the heavy 
footsteps of the men, the clanking of their arms, and their wild, blood¬ 
thirsty shouts. 

It was not alone the storm that roared about him. There was 
something else in it, something yet more terrible; there were voices 
he could not understand, sounds as of a strange speech. 

Then suddenly he knew who was speaking to him in the storm. 
It was God, the Great Avenger, the Lord of all Justice. God pursued 
him because of his comrade. God demanded that he should give up 
the murderer of the monk to vengeance. 

Tord began to speak aloud amid the storm. He told God what 
he wanted to do, but that he could not do it. He had wanted to 
speak to the Giant and to beg him make his peace with God. But 
he could not find the words ; embarrassment tied his tongue. When 
I learned that the world is ruled by a God of Justice,” he cried, “ I 
knew that he was a lost man. I have wept through the night for 
my friend. I know that God will find him no matter where he may 
hide. But I could not speak to him ; I could not find the words 
because of my love for him. Do not ask that I shall speak to him. 
Do not ask that the ocean shall rise to the height of the mountains.” 

He was silent again, and the deep voice of the storm, which he 
knew for God’s voice, was silent also. There was a sudden pause 
in the wind, a burst of sunshine, a sound as of oars, and the gentle 
rustling of stiff reeds. These soft tones brought up the memory of 
Unn. 

Then the storm began again, and he heard steps behind him, 
and a breathless panting. He did not dare to turn this time, for he 
knew that it was the white monk. He came from the banquet in 
Berg’s great hall, covered with blood, and with an open axe-cut in 
his forehead. And he whispered : “ Betray him. Give him up, that 
you may save his soul.” 

Tord began to run. All this terror grew and grew in Tiim, and he 
tried to flee from it. But as he ran he heard behind him the deep, 
mighty voice, which he knew was the voice of God. It was God 
Himself pursuing him, demanding that he should give up the mur¬ 
derer. Berg's crime seemed more horrible to him than ever it had 
seemed before. A weaponless man had been murdered, a servant of 
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God cut down by the steel. And the murderer still dared to live. 
He dared to enjoy the light of the sun and the fruits of the earth. 
Tord halted, clinched his fists, and shrieked a threat. Then, like a 
madman, he ran from the forest, the realm of terror, down into the 
valley. 

• •••••• 

When Tord entered the cave the outlaw sat upon the bench of 
stone, sewing. The fire gave but a pale light, and the work did not 
seem to progress satisfactorily. The boy's heart swelled in pity. 
This superb Giant seemed all at once so poor and so unhappy. 

" What is the matter ? ” asked Berg. " Are you ill ? Have you 
been afraid ? ” 

Then for the first time Tord spoke of his fear. “ It was so strange 
in the forest. I.heard the voices of spirits and I saw ghosts. I saw 
white monks.” 

" Boy! ” 

" They sang to me all the way up the slope to the hilltop. I 
ran from them, but they ran after me, singing. Can I not lay the 
spirits ? What have I to do with them ? There are others to whom 
their appearance is more necessary.” 

" Are you crazy to-night, Tord ? ” 

Tord spoke without knowing what words he was using. His shy¬ 
ness had left him all at once, speech seemed to flow from his lips. 
" They were white monks, as pale as corpses. And their clothes are 
spotted with blood. They draw their hoods down over their fore¬ 
heads, but I can see the wound shining there. The great, yawning, 
red wound from the axe.” 

" Tord," said the giant, pale and deeply grave, " the Saints alone 
know why you see wounds of axe-thrusts. I slew the monk with a 
knife.” 

Tord stood before Berg trembling and wringing his hands. “ They 
demand you of me. They would compel me to betray you.” 

" Who ? The monks ? ” 

"Yes, yes, the monks. They show me visions. They show me 
Unn. They show me the open, sunny ocean. They show me the 
camps of the fishermen, where there is dancing and merriment. I 
close my eyes, and yet I can see it all. ‘ Leave me,’ I say to them. 

‘ My friend has committed a murder, but he is not bad. Leave me 
alone, and I will talk to him, that he may repent and atone. He will 
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see the wrong he has done, and he will make a pilgrimage to the Holy 
Grave.’ ” 

" And what do the monks answer ? ’’ asked Berg. " They do not 
want to pardon me. They want to torture me and to bum me at 
the stake.” 

“ ' Shall I betray my best friend ? * I ask them. He is all that I 
have in the world. He saved me from the bear when its claws were 
already at my throat. We have suffered hunger and cold together. 
He covered me with his own garments while I was ill. I have 
brought him wood and water, I have watched over his sleep, and led 
his enemies off the trail. Why should they think me a man who 
betrays his friend ? My friend will go to the priest himself, and will 
confess to him, and then together we will seek absolution ? ” 

Berg listened gravely, his keen eyes searching in Tord’s face. 
“ Go to the priest yourself, and tell him the truth. You must go 
back again among mankind.” 

" What does it help if I go alone ? The spirits of the dead follow 
me because of your sin. Do you not see how I tremble before you ? 
You have lifted your hand against God Himself. What crime is like 
unto yours ? Why did you tell me about the just God ? It is you 
yourself who compel me to betray you. Spare me this sin. Go to 
the priest yourself.” He sank down on his knees before Berg. 

The murderer laid his hand on his head and looked at him. He 
measured his sin by the terror of his comrade, and it grew and grew 
to monstrous size. He saw himself in conflict with the Will that rules 
the world. Remorse entered his heart. 

“ Woe unto me that I did what I did,” he said. ” And is not this 
miserable life, this life we lead here in terror, and in deprivation, is it not 
atonement enough ? Have I not lost home and fortune ? Have I not 
lost friends, and all the joys that make the life of a man ? What more ? ” 

As he heard him speak thus, Tord sprang up in wild terror. ” You 
can repent! ” he cried. " My words move your heart ? Oh, come 
with me, come at once. Come, let us go while yet there is time.” 

Berg the Giant sprang up also. “ You—did it— ? ” 

“ Yes, yes, yes. I have betrayed you. But come quickly. Come 
now, now that you can repent. We must escape. We will escape.” 

The murderer stooped to the ground where the battle-axe of his 
fathers lay at his feet. “ Son of a thief,” he hissed. " I trusted you 
—I loved you.” 



52 


SELMA LAGERLOF 


But when Tord saw him stoop for the axe, he knew that it was 
his own life that was in peril now. He tore his own axe from his 
girdle, and thrust at Berg before the latter could rise. The Giant 
fell headlong to the floor, the blood spurting out over the cave. 
Between the tangled masses of hair Tord saw the great, yawning, 
red wound of an axe-thrust. 

Then the peasants stormed into the cave. They praised his deed 
and told him that he should receive full pardon. 

Tord looked down at his hands, as if he saw there the fetters that 
had drawn him on to kill the man he loved. Like the chains of the 
Fenrir wolf, they were woven out of empty air. They were woven 
out of the green light amid the reeds, out of the play of shadows in 
the woods, out of the song of the storm, out of the rustling of the 
leaves, out of the magic vision of dreams. And he said aloud : " God 
is great.” 

He crouched beside the body, spoke amid his tears to the dead, 
and begged him to awake. The villagers made a litter of their 
spears, on which to carry the body of the free peasant to his home. 
The dead man aroused awe in their souls, they softened their voices 
in his presence. When they raised him on to the bier, Tord stood 
up, shook the hair from his eyes, and spoke in a voice that trembled: 

" Tell Unn, for whose sake Berg the Giant became a murderer, 
that Tord the fisherman, whose father plunders weeks, and whose 
mother is a witch—tell her that Tord slew Berg because Berg had 
taught him that justice is the corner-stone of the world.” 
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T HE uneven suburb street, slippery from the autumn rain, 

echoed with voices. Doors stood open, windows were filled, 

heads were bent together with significant nods. “ He has 

run away." This was what the women whispered, what the sparrows 

twittered, what the wooden shoes pattered. “ He has run away. 

The old shoemaker has run away. The owner of the little house, 

the husband of the young wife, the father of the pretty child, has 

run away. Who can understand it ? " 

There is an old song : 

Beside the hearth a husband old, 

Far from his side the young wife cold ; 

The lovers roam the forest deep. 

While children for their mother weep. 

The song is old and often sung ; many knovv it. 

But this was a new song. The old husband was the fugitive. On 
his work-table lay his farewell message. A letter had lain beside it, 
which the young wife had read, but no one else had seen. 

The young wife was in the kitchen idle. A neighbour passed to 
and fro, arranging the table, laying out coffee-cups, making every¬ 
thing ready, and dropping a tear betimes, which she would wipe away 
with the towel in her hand. 

The wise women of the suburb sat ranged stiffly about the walls. 
They knew what was suitable in a house of mourning, and they 
cherished the sorrow in stony silence. They had made themselves 
free for the day to stand by the forsaken wife in her grief. Their 
work-roughened hands lay quiet in their laps, their weather-worn 
skin fell into deep furrows as thin lips closed tight over toothless jaws. 
Among these bronze statues sat the blonde housewife with her 
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sweet dove’s face. She did not weep, but she sat trembling, so 
frightened that she seemed-about to die of fear. She clenched her 
teeth hard, that none might hear their chattering. She started in 
terror at a step, a knock at the door, or the voice of any one addressing 
her. 

She had her husband's letter in her pocket, and thought of 
sentence after sentence in it. One read: “ I can no longer endure 
to see you two together." And again : " I know now that you intend 
to run away with Erikson.” And still again : " I do not want you 
to do that, for the evil talk would make you unhappy. I will go 
away so that you can be free and marry again in honour. Erikson 
is a good workman ; he will provide well for you." And still further : 
" They can say of me what they will. I am happy so long as they 
cannot say evil of you, for you could not endure it." 

She could not understand it. She had never thought of deceiving 
him. She had liked to chat with the young journeyman, but how 
could that harm her husband ? Love is a disease, but it is not fatal. 
She could have endured it patiently all her life. How could her 
husband have guessed-her most secret thoughts ? 

The thought of him tortured her. He must have watched her 
with tom soul. He had wept because of his years, maddened at the 
strength and courage of the younger man. He had trembled at 
every whispered word, at every smile, at every handshake. His 
burning jealousy, his growing madness had made an entire love 
tragedy of something that had no form or life. 

She thought of how old he was, as he went away that night. His 
back was bent, his hands shook, the torture of many nights had 
wrecked him. He had gone away to escape this life of wearing doubt. 

And she remembered other sentences of the letter. “ I will not 
expose you to shame. I have always been too old for you.” And 
then another: “You will be respected and honoured. Keep your own 
counsel, and all the shame will fall on me." 

The woman shook with growing terror. Was it then possible to 
deceive others—to deceive even God ? Why should she sit here, 
receiving the pity accorded to a sorrowing mother, honoured like a 
bride on her wedding day ? Why was she not the homeless, the 
friendless and des* sed one ? Could God be thus deceived ? 

Above the big de;k hung a little bookshelf, and on it was a great 
book with brass clasps. The book contained the story of a man and 
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a woman who had lied to God and to man. “ How is it that ye have 
agreed together to tempt the Spirit of the Lord ? Behold, the feet 
of them which have buried thy husband are at the door, and shall 
carry thee out.” 

Thus she sat, staring at the book, listening for the feet of the young 
men. She started at every sound. She was ready to stand up and 
confess, ready to fall down and die. 

The coffee was ready. The women moved gravely, with noiseless 
steps, around the table. But the housewife took no heed of their 
actions. She was beside herself with terror. 

One of the women began to talk. She knew what was suitable in 
a house of mourning and that the time for breaking the long silence 
had now come. But the housewife started up as if stung by a whip¬ 
lash. What would the woman say ? “ Anna Wik, wife of Matthias 
Wik, confess! You have lied to God and to us long enough. We 
are your judges, we will pronounce your sentence and we will tear 
you to pieces." 

But no, the women began to talk of men, and all spoke in their 
turn. It was no praise of men they sang. Every evil ever done by 
men was dragged to the light of day, as soothing balm for the forsaken 
wife. Wrong following injury—strange creatures, these men ! 

The wife of the fugitive felt the sting of this talk. She attempted 
to defend the incorrigibles. “ My husband is good,” she said. 

The women started up in anger. ” He has run away. He is no 
better than the others. An old man like that has no right to forsake wife 
and child. Do you really believe him to be better than the others ? ” 

The woman trembled. She felt as if she were being dragged 
through a hedge of thorns. She turned red and tried to speak, but 
she could not. Why did God let such things be ? 

What if she should take out the letter and read it aloud ? Then 
this stream of venom would be turned on her. Deadly terror clutched 
her heart. She half wished some daring hand would draw the letter 
from her pocket in spite of her; she herself was not capable of doing 
it. The sound of a hammer came in from the workroom. Could 
no one hear the note of victory in the blows ? All day long this 
hammering had angered her, but no one else understood it. All¬ 
knowing God, hast Thou no servant who can read the heart ? She 
was ready for her sentence, if only she herself need not confess. She 
listened for the feet of the young men, ready to fall dead at the sound. 
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Several years later a certain divorced wife married a shoemaker 
who had been journeyman to her husband. She had not desired it, 
but had been drawn into it, as the fish on the line is drawn into the 
boat of the angler. She had sent away the journeyman and had 
tried to live alone. She had wished to show her husband that she was 
innocent. But where was this husband, so indifferent to her fidelity ? 
She suffered poverty, her child was in rags. How long did he think 
she could wait ? 

Erikson was successful. He had a shop in the town, rented an 
apartment and bought velvet furniture for the parlour. All stood 
ready, waiting for her. At last she came, when poverty had broken 
her courage. 

At first she could not shake off her terror. But nothing happened, 
and each day saw her happier and more secure. She enjoyed the 
respect of all about her, while she knew that she did not deserve it. 
It kept her conscience awake and made her a good wife. 

After several years her first husband returned to his house in the 
suburb. It was his property, and he settled down there and began 
work anew. But no customers came and decent people would have 
nothing to do with him. He was despised, while his wife grew in 
honour and position. And yet he had done right and she wrong. 

The man kept his secret, but it was nigh to choking him. He felt 
himself sinking into sin because every one thought him a bad man. 
He took up with whatever companions he could find, and began to 
drink. 

When he had sunk thus far, the Salvation Army came to town. 
A large hall was hired and meetings were held. From the very first 
evening all the scum of the streets met there to play their pranks. 
After a week Matthias Wik decided to join the fun. 

There was jostling in the street and crowding at the door; 
pushing from strong elbows, words from sharp tongues; there were 
street urchins and soldiers, servant girls and charwomen ; peaceful 
police and noisy ruffians. The Salvation Army was new and very 
modern. Before its attraction the dance-halls emptied, the wine¬ 
shops languished. 

The hall was low-roofed, the benches were rough, the floor splint¬ 
ered, the ceiling hung damp in spots and the lamps smelled rancid. 
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The platform was empty, for the performance had not yet begun. 
There were whistling and laughing and breaking of benches. The 
War Cry flew from group to group like a kite; the audience was 
enjoying itself. 

Then a side door opened and cold air streamed into the hall. 
Sudden attentive expectation succeeded the noise. At last they 
appeared, three young girls with tambourines and dark blue bonnets 
almost covering their faces. They fell on their knees as soon as they 
had climbed to the platform. One of them began to pray aloud, 
with raised head and closed eyes. Her voice cut like a knife. The 
silence was intense during the prayer. The street ruffians were not 
yet ready for their fun ; they were waiting for the confessions and 
the singing. 

The young girls “ laboured ” vigorously. They sang and prayed, 
and sang and preached. Smilingly they told of their happiness. 
Before them sat an audience of ruffians, who now began to stand on 
the benches and fill the hall with their noise. Through the heavy, 
noisome air the girls on the platform could see hideous faces rise and 
fall. How brave was this little army, how proud its consciousness 
of having God on its side ! It was of little avail to mock and jeer 
at these girls in the great hats, they would remain the victors over all 
the work-hardened hands, the cruel faces and the cursing lips. 

“ Sing with us,” they cried. " Sing with us, it is good to sing." 
They intoned a well-known melody, accompanying themselves on 
their tambourines and repeating the first verse several times. Some 
of those nearest the platform joined in. But an obscene street rhyme 
sounded from the door, words fought against words, whistling against 
the music. The girls' strong, well-trained voices combated the 
quavering boys’ tones and the men's growling basses. But the 
stamping and shouting in the doorway drowned their words, and 
their singing succumbed like a wounded warrior. The uproar was 
hideous. The girls fell on their knees and lay as if helpless, with 
closed eyes and bodies swaying in silent agony. 

Slowly the noise died away, and at once the captain began to 
speak. “ O Lord, Thou wilt make all these Thine own. We thank 
Thee, O Lord, that Thou wilt take them all into Thine army. We 
thank Thee, O Lord, that we may lead them to Thee.” 

The crowd hissed and howled in anger, as if protesting against 
their surrender. They seemed to have forgotten that they had come 



58 


SELMA LAGERLOF 


of their own free will. But the girl continued to speak, and her 
sharp, clear voice pierced the noise and conquered it. 

She ordered one of her comrades to step forward and tell her 
story. The girl came forward with a smile, and fearlessly, in the face 
of all this scorn and laughter, she told the story of her sin and her 
conversion. Where had this former kitchen-maid learned thus to 
brave scorn and jeers ? Some of those who had come to scoff grew 
pale. Whence had these girls their power and their courage ? Some¬ 
thing Higher was behind them. 

Matthias Wik stood by the door, in the very thickest of the crowd. 
He looked drink-sodden, but he was sober this evening. As he stood 
there, he thought again and again : " If I could but speak ; if I could 
but speak! ” 

This was the strangest place and the strangest company he had 
ever seen. A voice seemed to be saying to him, “ This is the reed 
into which you may whisper; these are the waves that will carry 
your voice afar." 

Suddenly the singing crowd started, for they seemed to hear the 
roar of a lion. A strong and terrible voice spoke terrible words. 
The voice mocked at God. " Why should men serve God ? God 
deserted His servants. He had deserted even His own Son. God helps 
no one." 

The voice grew stronger and louder every minute. No one of 
those present had ever heard such anger bursting from a crushed 
and broken heart. The hearers bowed their heads, like travellers in 
the desert when the storm-wind blows. 

The mighty words thundered against God's throne like blows of 
a giant hammer. They thundered against Him who had tortured 
Job ; who had allowed the martyrs to suffer ; who had allowed His 
followers to burn at the stake. When would He cease giving the 
victory to Evil ? 

Some had tried to laugh at first. They had thought it a joke, 
but they saw now that it was bitter earnest. Several rose to go to 
the platform. They sought refuge with the Salvation Army, shelter 
from him who would draw down God’s wrath on their heads. 

In sharp, penetrating tones, the voice questioned them and asked 
what reward they awaited from their service of God. They need 
not be too sure of heaven—God was miserly with His heaven. 

There was a man who had done more good than was necessary 
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to win eternal salvation. He had made greater sacrifice than God 
demands. But he fell into sin later, and life is long. He had squan¬ 
dered his salvation here in this world, and would go the way of the 
damned. 

The voice roared like one of the terrible northern storms before 
which the ships flee into the harbours. While the blasphemer spoke 
women hurried, trembling, to the platform. They seized and kissed 
the hands of the Salvation Army soldiers. One conversion followed 
another; the soldiers could scarce receive all who thronged. Boys 
and old men praised God on their knees. 

The speaker went on. His words intoxicated him. He said 
repeatedly to himself : " I speak, I speak—at last I speak ! I tell 
them my secret—and yet I do not tell it." And for the first time 
since his great sacrifice he felt free from sorrow. 

m 

It was a Sunday afternoon in summer. The town lay like a wilder¬ 
ness of stone, like a moon-illumined landscape, silent and deserted. 
On the roads leading out to the forest pedestrians carrying baskets 
mingled with cyclists, schoolboys with knapsacks, and dancing chil¬ 
dren. The rearing horses of a brake flung out their hoofs over the 
groups of wandering families. A daring apprentice climbed on the 
hub of the wheel, and daintily gloved hands thrust him back amid 
shouts and laughter. 

In the forest the nightingales sang, the oaks mourned with their 
black trunks, while the beeches reared high temples, story on story 
of glancing green. The troop of wanderers seated themselves in the 
grass around their baskets, shining beetles crawled about them, 
chattering crickets helped to make joyous their Sunday outing. 

Suddenly the crickets vanished in the grass and the nightingale 
sang louder, as the sound of tambourines approached. The Salvation 
Army marched in under the beeches, starting the people up from their 
lazy comfort. The dancing floor and the croquet ground were for¬ 
saken, the swings and the carrousel emptied themselves of their gay 
visitors. The crowd pushed toward the camp of the Salvation Army, 
the benches were soon filled, and every little hummock held a group 
of listeners. 

The Army had now grown strong and mighty. The blue bonnet 
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framed many a pretty face, and many a strong pair of shoulders 
wore the red coat. The cobbler Matthias Wik, the mighty blas¬ 
phemer, now stood as ensign on the platform steps, while the red 
flag drooped gently over his gray head. The soldiers of the Army had 
not forgotten the old man to whom they owed their first victory. 
They sought him out in his solitude, they were not afraid to talk to 
him, they swept his floor and mended his clothes. And they let him 
speak in their meetings. 

And he was happy now that his long silence was broken. He stood 
no longer solitary, an enemy of God. Fresh, surging power pulsed 
through him, he was happy when he could find an outlet for it, happy 
when the hall resounded to the roar of his leonine voice. 

He spoke always of himself, told each time his own story. He 
painted the fate 6f the misunderstood, he spoke of sacrifices to the 
blood, sacrifices left unrewarded and unknown. He disguised his 
story, he told his secret and yet did not tell it. He became a poet, 
he won power to move the heart. For his sake many a hearer 
gathered before the platform. The rich, fantastic pictures drawn by 
his sick brain held them spellbound, listening enthralled to the words 
of heart-moving lamentation in which his grief found vent. 

Where had he learned the power to bring proud men to their 
knees at his feet ? He trembled when he began to speak. But then 
calmness came over him, and wave after wave of grief-heavy words 
rose from the untouched depths of his great sorrow. 

His speeches were never printed. They were like the cry of the 
hunter, like the blast of a horn, awakening, exciting, startling and 
encouraging—something that could not be caught, that could not be 
reproduced. They were like quivering lightning and rolling thunder 
and set all hearts quaking in gloomy terror. The last drop of the 
cataract may be counted, or the whirling play of surf-foam painted, 
more easily than the mocking, whirling, swelling, mighty stream of 
these speeches could be caught and held. 

While Matthias Wik spoke, that Sunday in the forest, his divorced 
wife sat among the audience. She had wandered out to the woods 
in the morning on her husband’s arm, matronly and respectable. 
Her daughter and the apprentice carried the picnic baskets, and the 
servant followed with the youngest child. All were cheery, contented 
and happy. Anna's conscience slumbered like a satisfied child. 
When, not long ngo, she had seen her first husband stagger, half 





A DETHRONED KING 


61 


drunk, past her window, she had felt an ugly sting at her heart. Then 
she heard that he had become the idol of the Salvation Army. This 
had quieted her, and now she was come to hear him. And she under¬ 
stood him. It was not Uriah he spoke of, it was himself. He writhed 
under the thought of his own sacrifice; he tore pieces from his own 
heart and threw them to the crowd. And the depths of this unceasing 
sorrow yawned before her like an open grave. 


IV 

Anna Erikson was a frequent attendant at the meetings now, 
listening often to her husband. It was always of himself that he 
spoke, and though he disguised his story she understood it. Now he 
was Abraham ; now Job ; now Jeremiah, whom the people cast 
into a well; now Elisha, mocked at by the children on the high road. 

His grief appeared bottomless to her, borrowing every shade of 
meaning, masking itself in every guise. She did not understand that 
the man was healing himself through his words ; that his soul danced 
and laughed for joy of the poet's power within him. 

She had taken her daughter to the meetings. The girl had not 
wished to go. She was dutiful, virtuous, severe ; no spark of youth 
fired her blood, she had been bom old. She had grown up ashamed 
of her father. She held herself straight and unbending, as one who 
would say: " Look on me, the daughter of the despised man 1 Is 
there one spot on my robe ? ” 

Her mother was proud of her, but she sighed sometimes and 
thought: “ If my daughter’s hands were less white, their caresses 
might be warmer." 

The girl entered the meeting-hall with a mocking smile. She hated 
everything theatrical. When her father stepped to the platform she 
turned to go, but Anna Erikson’s hand clasped hers firmly as a vice. 
The girl sat still, and the stream of words began to pour over her. 
But more than the words was what spoke to her through her mother's 
hand. 

This hand cried out aloud in pain and writhed in agony. Then 
again it lay still and dead, then pressed and pressed her own in feverish 
wildness. Her mother's face betrayed nothing; the hand alone 
struggled and suffered. 
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The old speaker described the martyrdom of silence. 

Anna Erikson’s hand lay in that of her daughter. The hand said : 
“ This man is himself a martyr to his silence; he has been falsely 
accused ; with a single word he might free himself.” 

The girl accompanied her mother home. They walked in silence, 
the younger woman’s face hard as stone. She was trying to call 
back all that her memory held of those days. Her mother looked 
at her anxiously. What could she know ? 

The next day Anna Erikson invited her old friends to drink a cup 
of coffee with her. They were the same women who had sat with her 
that day of her loneliness in the suburb. One new friend was there, 
Maria Anderson, Captain of the Salvation Army. 

The conversation turned on simple things ; the women sat chatting 
and laughing, gentle and care-free. Anna Erikson could not under¬ 
stand why she had ever feared them or thought they would condemn 
her. 

When she had given each her second cup of coffee, and they 
sat contented and happy behind the plates piled high with cake, 
she began to speak. Her words were solemn, but her voice was 
steady. 

" One is careless when one is young. A girl who marries without 
thinking carefully of what she is about to do can bring great unhappi¬ 
ness to herself. Who could have had a harder fate than I ? ” 

They all understood this, for they had all mourned with her. 

” When one is young, one has little wisdom. One is silent from 
shame when it were better to have spoken. She who does not speak 
at the right moment may repent it all her life.” 

They all believed this to be true. 

She had heard Matthias Wik speak yesterday, as often before, 
she said. She must talk to them of him now, she could not endure 
the pain she felt when she thought of what he had suffered for her 
sake. And yet she felt that it had not been wise of him, old as he 
was, to marry such a young girl as she had been then. 

” In my youth I did not dare tell you. He left me from pity, 
for he thought I loved Erikson. He left me a letter telling me this.” 

She read them the letter, a tear rolling down her cheek. 

“ His jealousy had deceived him. There was nothing between 
Erikson and myself then ; we did not marry until four years later. 
But I must tell you this now—Wik is too good to be misunderstood 
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any longer. He left his wife and child, not from wickedness, but 
because he loved them. I wish every one to know this. Captain 
Anderson will, perhaps, read this letter aloud in the Army meeting. 
I wish that Wik shall be restored to respect and honour. I know I 
have kept silence long, but one does not want to betray oneself for a 
drunkard. Now it is different." 

The women sat as if dazed. Anna Erikson’s voice trembled a 
little as she added, smiling weakly: 

“ I suppose now you will not want to visit me ? ” 

" Oh, yes, of course—you were so young, Mrs. Erikson. It was 
not your fault; it was his fault in letting himself be deceived.” 

She smiled to herself. Were these the sharp beaks that were to 
tear her flesh ? The truth was not dangerous, nor was a lie dangerous. 
The feet of the young men were not without her door. 

Did she know that on that very morning her eldest daughter had 
left her home to go to her father's house ? 


The sacrifice Matthias Wik had made for the sake of his wife's 
honour became known. He was admired, although some laughed at 
him. His letter was read aloud at the Army meeting. Several in 
the audience wept in pity; people pressed his hand in the street. 
His daughter came to live with him. 

The next few evenings he was silent at the meetings. He felt 
no impulse to speak. Then he was asked to speak again. 

He mounted the platform, folded his hands, and began. When he 
had spoken a few words he halted in confusion. He scarce knew his 
own voice again. Where was its leonine strength ? Where was the 
roaring of the northern storm, the mighty, swelling outpour of words ? 
He could not understand it. 

He staggered back. “ I cannot speak," he murmured. " God has 
taken from me the power." 

He sat down on his bench and rested his head on his hands. He 
concentrated all his will power on thinking out a subject on which he 
should speak. Had that ever been necessary before ? His thoughts 
whirled in confusion. 

Perhaps if he stood up again, in his accustomed place, and began 
with his accustomed prayer, he might find the words again. He 
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attempted it. His face was ashen grey, sweat stood out on his brow 
as the eyes of the crowd were turned on him. 

Not a word came to his lips. He sank down on his seat, weeping 
and moaning in pain. His gift had been takep from him. 

Deadly fear gripped him. It was a fight for his very life. He tried 
to hold fast what had already fled beyond recall. He wanted his 
sorrow back again, that he might be able to speak once more. 

As if drunk, he staggered again to the platform, stammering 
senseless words. He tried to remember what he had heard others 
say, what he himself had said before. He stared eagerly around for 
the attention, the trembling, the breathless awe ; but it was no longer 
there. His greatest happiness had been taken from him. 

He fled back into his darkness. He cursed his fate, cursed because 
he had converted his wife and daughter through his words. He had 
possessed a priceless treasure and had lost it. His grief was heart¬ 
rending, but it is not on such grief that genius feeds. 

He was a painter without hands, a singer who had lost his voice. 
He had spoken only of his sorrow ; of what could he speak now ? 

He prayed : " 0 God, if to be honoured is to be dumb, and to be 
despised is to have the power of speech, then let me be despised 
again ! If happiness is silent and sorrow alone has words, then give 
me back my sorrow 1 ” 

But he had lost his crown. He was more miserable than the 
lowest, for he had fallen from the heights. He was a dethroned king. 
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OLD AGNETA 

SELMA LAGEItLOF 

AN old woman, who w’as small and thin, and whose face, though 
colourless and faded, was neither hard nor wrinkled, went 
lightly up a mountain path. She wore a long cloak and a 
frilled cap, and carried a prayer-book, and there was a sprig of lavender 
in her folded neckerchief. 

She lived in a cottage far up on the mountain-side, where the trees 
left off growing. It stood right on the edge of a broad glacier, that 
carried its ice-stream down from the snow-clad mountain tops above, 
to the depths of the valley below. And there the old woman lived 
quite alone, for all those who had belonged to her were dead. 

It was Sunday, and she had been to church. But somehow, instead 
of feeling the happier for her pilgrimage, she felt sad. The minister 
had preached about death and the souls of the damned, and it had 
made a great impression on her. For she had suddenly recalled having 
heard in her childhood how numbers of lost souls wandered in the 
everlasting cold of the heights above her dwelling. She remembered 
story after story about these wanderers on the glaciers, indefatigable 
shadows, hunted by the icy mountain winds A great dread of the 
mountain seized her, and it seemed to her that her cottage lay terribly 
high up. Fancy, if those invisible ones on the heights descended the 
glacier ! And she was quite alone up there ! As she thought of her 
loneliness, which caused her much sorrow and preyed upon her mind 
unceasingly, old Agneta became more melancholy still. It was hard 
to be so far away from everybody. 

Then she began to talk to herself. It had become a habit with 
her up there in the solitude of the mountains. “ Old Agneta," she said, 
" you sit up there in your cottage and spin and spin. You have to 
toil and moil every hour of the day so as not to die of hunger. But 
is there any one who is the happier' for your being alive ? Is there 
any one, old Agneta ? It might be so, if you had one of your own 
people still living; and if you lived farther down, nearer the village, 
you might be of use to some one ! You are too poor to keep a dog 
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or a cat, but you could give a night's lodging to a beggar now and then. 
You shouldn’t live so far from the high road. Why, if you could just 
once give a drink of water to a thirsty tramp, you would feel that you 
were of some use in the world, old Agneta !’* 

And sighing, she thought to herself that not even the peasant 
women, who gave her flax to spin, would grieve if she were to die. 
Certainly, she had tried to do her work well and conscientiously, but 
probably there were many others who could do it still better ! 

And here she began to cry, for the thought had come into her mind 
that perhaps the minister, who had seen her sitting in her place in 
church for so many years, didn’t really care whether she were there 
or not! 

“ I am like a dead person," she said; “ nobody cares whether I 
live or die ! v I am already frozen with the cold and the loneliness— 
at least, my heart is ! If only some one needed me ! I tell you,” she 
went on,raising her hand toward heaven, “unless you find me some one 
to whom I can be of use, I shall just lay me down and die I " 

At that moment, a tall, grave-faced monk came along the path 
towards her. Seeing that she was unhappy, he turned and walked 
with her, and she told him what was troubling her. She said that if 
God did not send her something to live for, she would become as one 
of those unhappy wanderers on the glacier. 

“ God can certainly do that," said the monk. 

" Don’t you see that God is powerless up here ? " exclaimed old 
Agneta; " there is nothing here save cold, empty solitude ! " 

They climbed higher and still higher to where the moss covered 
the rocky slopes, and mountain plants with hairy leaves grew along the 
side of the path. And then the monk caught sight of Agneta's cottage, 
under the glacier. 

“ Oh ! ” said he, " is that where you live ? Then you are not 
lonely, for you have company enough. Just look ! ” 

And speaking thus, he formed a circle with two of his fingers, and 
holding it in front of the old woman’s left eye, bade her look through 
it at the mountain. But old Agneta only shuddered and closed her 
eyes. “ If there is anything to be seen up there," she said, “ I would 
rather not see it. Things are quite bad enough as it is up here ! " 

“ Well, good-bye, then," said the monk. “ I do not think you will 
have a second opportunity of seeing such a sight! " 

Moved by curiosity at these words, the old woman opened her 
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eyes, and gazed through the circle at the snow-covered mountain. To 
begin with, she saw nothing out of the ordinary, then she could dis¬ 
tinguish something white moving on the snow. And then she saw 
that what she had taken for mist, and fog, and light-blue shadows, 
were in reality hosts of lost souls ! 

Little old Agneta stood there shaking like a leaf. This was just 
what she had heard told as a child. The dead, who died unshriven, 
wandered up there in the everlasting cold, suffering untold agonies! 
Looking again, she perceived that most of them were wrapped in 
something long and white, but that all were barefooted and bare¬ 
headed. There were countless numbers of them, and more and more 
kept coming while she looked. Some walked with a proud and haughty 
step, and others so lightly that they appeared to be dancing over the 
ice-fields; but old Agneta noticed that the feet of every one of them 
were cut and bleeding from contact with jagged pieces of ice. 

She saw, too, how they ceaselessly pressed close one to another as 
if to get some warmth, but almost immediately resumed their solitary 
way, scared by the chill of death that came from their bodies. One 
might have thought the cold that reigned on the mountain emanated 
from them, and that it was they who kept the snow unmelted, and 
made the mists so chilly 1 

And then old Agneta noticed that all were not moving, but that 
some of the lost ones were standing still, as if frozen into rigidity, and 
that they appeared to have been standing in this way for years, as only 
the upper part of their bodies was visible above the snow and ice in 
which they were well-nigh buried. 

The longer she looked, the calmer did the little old woman become. 
Her fears left her, and instead of feeling afraid as before, now she felt 
heartily sorry for all these tormented souls, whose pain never ceased, 
and who had no resting-place for their poor, bleeding feet. And how 
they shook and shivered with the cold too, the terrible, biting, piercing, 
intolerable cold! 

There were many young ones among them, but there was no youth 
in their faces, which were blue with cold. They appeared to be playing, 
but all their joy was dead. They shivered unceasingly, and walked 
as if they were old men and women, instead of girls and boys, while 
their feet seemed to seek out the sharpest ice-fragments to tread 
upon. 

Then the monk took his hand away, and old Agneta saw nothing 
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but the bare, empty, snow-covered waste. A few heavy blocks of ice 
lay scattered about, but they contained no frozen spirits of the dead, 
and the blue gleam on the glacier did not come from bodies embedded 
in the ice. The wind was chasing some snowflakes. Nevertheless, she 
was certain that what she had seen through the circle was real, and she 
said to the monk : 

“ Is it permitted to do something for those unhappy ones ? ” 

He answered : " When did God deny to Love the right to do good, 
or to Compassion the right to comfort ? ” 

With these words he left her, and old Agneta went quickly in to 
her cottage, and sat herself down to think. 

She spent the whole evening trying to think of some way to help the 
unhappy wanderers on the glacier. She didn’t have time to remember 
that she was lonely. 

The following morning she went down to the village. She was 
smiling to herself, and the burden of her old age seemed to have grown 
lighter ; and as she walked along, she talked to herself. 

“ The dead do not care about red cheeks and a light step,” she said ; 
“ they only ask for a little warmth, but the young ones do not think of 
that! Where would the souls of the departed find a refuge from the 
boundless cold of Death, if the old ones here on earth did not throw 
open their hearts to them ? ” 

She bought a big bundle of candles at the general shop in the village, 
and ordered a cartload of firewood from a peasant, but in order to pay 
for all this, she had to take back double as much flax as usual to spin. 

Towards evening, when she was back in her cottage, she repeated 
many prayers, and endeavoured to keep up her courage by singing 
hymns, but in spite of this, it sank lower and lower. However, this 
did not prevent her from doing what she had set her heart on doing. 
She made up her bed in the inner room of the cottage ; in the fireplace 
in the outer one she placed a great armful of wood and set it alight. 
She put two lighted candles in the window, and opened the outer door 
as wide as it would go. Then old Agneta retired to bed. 

She lay in the dark, listening. 

Yes, those were certainly footsteps 1 

Some one seemed to be sliding down the glacier, some one who 
moaned and crept with halting steps around the cottage, not daring 
to enter. 

r 

This was more than old Agneta could bear. She jumped out of 
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bed, rushed into the outer room, banged the door to, and locked it. 
It was really too much, flesh and blood could not stand it! 

She heard the sound of heavy sighing outside the cottage, and of 
uneven steps, as of one whose feet were sore and bleeding. They 
seemed to be going farther and farther away towards the glacier. 
She heard the sound of sobbing too, but soon all was quiet again. 
And then old Agneta was terribly distressed. 

“ What a coward you are, you old duffer,” she said, apostrophising 
herself as was her wont. “ The fire will go out, and the candles that 
cost such a lot too. Is everything to be wasted just because you are 
a miserable coward ? ” 

She left her bed once again, and, with her body shaking, and her 
teeth chattering with fear, went into the outer room and opened 
wide the cottage door. Then she lay down again and waited. 

She was not afraid now. She was only fearful that she might have 
frightened the wanderers away, and that they would net attempt to 
come back. 

And then she began to call them in the dark, just as she used to 
call when she was out with her flock of sheep as a girl. 

“ My little white lambs in the mountains, come down from the 
heights ; come, little lambs, come, come, come I ” 

Then it was as if a mighty wind rushed down from the mountain- 
top, right into the cottage. 

The old woman heard no footsteps, nor any sighing, only the shriek 
of the wind as it entered her dwelling. But she thought she heard 
some one whispering, " Hush, hush, do not frighten them ! ” 

She felt, without seeing it, that the outer room was packed to 
overflowing, and that the walls were well-nigh giving way under the 
pressure. And then old Agneta became happy and contented, and, 
folding her hands, she fell asleep. 

When the morning came, she thought it was all a dream, for every¬ 
thing was as usual in the outer room. The fire had burned itself out, 
the candles likewise. There was not even so much as a drop of tallow 
left in the candlesticks. 

* #•••••• 

As long as she lived, old Agneta continued to care for the dead in 
this way. She worked hard at her spinning all through the day, in 
order to be able to have a fire burning in the outer room every night. 

And she was happy, for she knew that some one needed her. 
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There came a Sunday when she was not in her usual place in church. 
Some men from the village went up to her cottage to see if anything 
was the matter. They found her already dead, so they took the corpse 
with them back to the village for burial. 

Very few people followed old Agneta to the grave on the following 
Sunday. And those who were there did not look at all sorrowful. 
But suddenly, just as the coffin was about to be lowered, a tall, grave- 
faced monk appeared in the cemetery, and, standing still, he pointed 
to the snow-clad mountain above. And they who stood by the grave 
saw the whole mountain bathed in a rose-coloured radiance, and right 
across it they saw a procession of tiny yellow flames, like those of 
burning candles, winding along. And there were as many of these 
tiny yellow flames as there had been candles bought by the dead woman 
for the unhappy wanderers on the glacier. 

Then the people said, “ Praise be to God! For she, who had 
none to mourn her down here, succeeded in finding friends up there in 
the great solitude of the mountains 1" 
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H ATTO, the hermit, stood in the desert and prayed to God. 

The storm was on, and his long hair and beard blew about 
him as wind-whipped grass blows about an old ruin. But 
he did not brush back the hair from his eyes, nor did he fasten his 
long beard to his girdle, for his arms were raised in prayer. Since 
sunrise he had held his gaunt, hairy arms outstretched toward heaven, 
as untiring as a tree stretching out its boughs, and thus he would 
remain until evening. It was a great thing for which he was praying. 

He was a man who had suffered much from the wickedness and 
dishonesty of the world. He himself had persecuted and tortured 
others, and persecution and torture had been his portion, more than 
he could endure. Therefore he had gone forth into the wilderness, had 
digged himself a cave on the river bank, and had become a holy man 
whose prayers found hearing at the throne of God. 

Hatto, the hermit, stood on the river bank before his cave and 
prayed the great prayer of his life. He prayed God to send down the 
Day of Judgment upon this wicked world. He cried to the angels 
of the trumpets, who are to herald the end of the reign of sin. He 
prayed for the waves of the sea of blood, in which all injustice 
should be overwhelmed. He prayed for a pestilence that should fill 
the churchyard with rotting heaps of corpses. 

Round about him was the wilderness, barren and desolate. But 
a little farther up the bank stood an old willow with shortened trunk, 
which swelled out at the top to a round hump, like a queer head, and 
from it new, freshly-green twigs were sprouting. Every autumn the 
peasants from the unwooded flatlands robbed the willow of her fresh 
new shoots. But every year the tree put forth new ones, and on stormy 
days the slender, flexible twigs whipped about the old willow as hair 
and beard whipped about Hatto, the hermit. 

It was just on this da^ 'that a pair of water thrushes, who usually 
built their nest on the trunk of the old willow between the new twigs, 
had decided to begin their work. But the wild whipping of the twigs 
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disturbed the birds. They flew up with their bits of dried grass and 
root fibres and had to turn away with nothing accomplished. Then 
it was that they caught sight of old Hatto. 

No one now living can picture to himself how moss-grown and dried- 
up, how gnarled and black and generally unlike a human being such 
an old desert hermit can become. His skin clung so close to forehead 
and cheekbones that his head looked like a skull, and only a tiny gleam 
down in the depths of his eyeballs showed that there was still life in him. 
The dried-up muscles gave no curve to the body; the outstretched 
naked arm was merely a couple of narrow bones, covered with hard, 
wrinkled, bark-like skin. He wore an old, black cloak, clinging close to 
his body. He was tanned brown by the sun and black with dirt. His 
hair and beard alone were of a lighter shade, for rain and sunshine had 
faded them to the grey-green hue of the under side of willow leaves. 

The birds, flying about uneasily and seeking a place for their nest, 
took Hatto, the hermit, to be another old willow, cut off by axe and 
saw in its heavenward striving. They flew about him many times, 
flew away and returned again, took note of the guide-posts on the way 
to him, calculated his position in regard to protection from storm and 
birds of prey, found it rather unfavourable, but decided to build there 
on account of the close vicinity of the stream and the reeds, their chief 
source of supply. One of the birds shot down suddenly and laid a bit 
of grass in the hermit's outstretched hand. 

The storm had abated a little, so that the straw was not blown from 
his hand at once, but the hermit did not pause in his prayer. “ Come 
soon, O Lord, come to destroy this world of sin, that mankind may 
not still more increase its load of guilt. Release those still unborn 
from the burden of life 1 For the living there is no salvation.” 

The storm roared out again, and the bit of grass fluttered out of 
the hermit's great, bony hand. But the birds came again and en¬ 
deavoured to erect the corner-stone of their new home between his 
fingers. Suddenly a dirty, clumsy thumb laid itself over the grass 
spears and held them in firm position, while four fingers arched over 
the palm, making a peaceful niche where a nest would be safe. The 
hermit continued his untiring supplications, and before his eyes danced 
fever visions of the Day of Judgment. The earth trembled, the skies 
shot fire. He saw black clouds of hurrying birds beneath the glowing 
firmament; herds of fleeing animals spread over the earth. But while 
his soul was filled with these visions of fever, his eyes began to watch 
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the flight of the tiny birds that came and went with lightning dashes, 
laying new straws in the nest with little chirps of pleasure. 

The old man did not move. He had made a vow to stand the 
entire day with outstretched arms, in order to force God to hear him. 
As his body grew weaker the visions in his brain took on more vivid 
form and colour. He heard the walls of the cities falling and the crash 
of tumbling houses. Crowds of people fled in screaming terror before 
him, and behind them came the Angels of Vengeance and of Destruc¬ 
tion, tall figures in silver harness with stern, beautiful faces, riding on 
night-black horses and swinging scourges of braided white lightning. 

The little thrushes built and built busily all the day, and their work 
progressed finely. There was no lack of material in this wilderness of 
rolling ground with stiff grass and brush, and on the river bank, with 
its reeds and rushes. They could not take time for dinner or supper. 
They flew back and forth, glowing with interest and pleasure, and when 
dusk came they had reached the peak of their roof. 

But before evening fell the hermit’s eyes had come to rest on their 
labour more and more. He watched them in their flight; he scolded 
them when they were clumsy ; he grieved when the wind spoiled their 
efforts, and he became almost angry when they stopped a moment to 
rest. Then the sun sank and the birds sought their accustomed resting- 
place among the reeds, safe from all harm, for no enemy could approach 
without a warning splash of the water or a quivering of the reeds. 

When morning broke the thrushes thought at first that the events 
of the preceding day had been but a beautiful dream. 

They found their guide-posts and flew straight to their nest; but 
the nest had disappeared. They peered out over the moors and flew 
high up to gain a wider view. But there was no sign of nest or tree. 
Finally they sat down on a stone by the w'ater and thought the matter 
over. They wagged their tails and turned their heads to right and left. 
Where were nest and tree ? 

But scarcely had the sun raised itself a hand's breadth over the belt 
of woods beyond the stream when their tree suddenly came wandering 
up and stood itself upon the self-same place it had occupied the day 
before. It was as black and as gnarled as before, and it carried their 
nest on the tip of something that was probably a thin, upright bough. 

The birds began to build again, without attempting to ponder 
further over the many miracles of nature. 

Hatto, the hermit, who chased the little children from his cave and 
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told them that it were better for them if they had never seen the light 
of day ; he who waded out deep into the mud of the river to hurl curses 
after the flagged boats filled with gay young people rowing past; he 
from whose evil glance the shepherds carefully'guarded their flocks; 
he did not return to his place on the river bank because of thought for 
the little birds. But he knew that not only every letter in the Holy 
Book has its own mystical meaning, but that everything that God 
allows to happen in the natural world has its significance also. And 
he had discovered what it might mean, this sign of the birds building 
in his hand : God had willed that he should stand with outstretched 
arm until the birds had raised their young—could he do this, then 
would his prayer be heard. 

But on this day the visions of the Last Judgment came to him less 
and less. Instead, his glance followed the motions of the birds with 
greater attention. He saw the rapid completion of the nest. The tiny 
builders flew around it and examined it carefully. They brought a few 
rags of moss from the real willow and plastered them on the outside 
as a finishing decoration. They brought the softest young grass, and 
the female bird pulled the down from her breast to furnish the inside. 

The peasants of the neighbourhood, who feared the evil power 
which the prayers of the hermit might have with God, were used to 
bring him bread and milk to soften his anger. They came now and 
found him standing motionless, the bird's nest in his hand. 

“ See how the holy man loves the little creatures," they said, and 
feared him no longer. They raised the milk can to his lips, and fed 
him with the bread. When he had eaten and drunk he drove them 
away with curses, but they smiled at his anger. 

His body had long since become the servant of his will. He had 
taught it obedience by hunger and scourge, by days of kneeling and 
sleepless nights. Now his muscles of steel held his arms outstretched 
days and weeks, and, while the mother bird sat on her eggs and did 
not leave the nest, he would not go to his cave, even to sleep at night. 
He learned how to sleep standing, with outstretched arms. 

He grew accustomed to the two uneasy little eyes that peered 
down at him over the edge of the nest. He watched for rain and hail 
and protected the nest as well as he could. 

One day the little mother left her place. Both thrushes sat on the 
edge of the nest, their tails moving rapidly, holding great consultation 
and looking very happy, although the whole nest seemed filled with a 
frightened squeaking. After a little they set out upon an energetic 
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gnat-hunt. One gnat after another fell before them and was brought 
home to that which squeaked and peeped up there in his hand. And 
the peeping grew more intense whenever the food was brought in. 
It disturbed the holy man at his prayers. Gently, very gently, his 
arm sank down on joints that had almost lost the power of motion, 
until his deep-set, glowing eyes peered into the nest. 

Never had he seen anything so ugly and so miserable—naked little 
bodies, with a few scattered down-tufts, no eyes, no strength to fly, 
nothing but six great open beaks. 

He could not understand it himself, but he liked them just as they 
were. He had not thought to make an exception of the old birds in 
his prayers for the great Doom, but when he now implored God to 
release the world through utter destruction, he made a silent exception 
in favour of these six little helpless creatures. 

When the peasant women brought him food he no longer rewarded 
them with curses. As he was necessary for the little ones up there in 
his hand, he was glad that the people did not let him starve. 

Soon six little round heads peered all day over the edge of the nest. 
Old Hatto's arm sank to the level of his eyes more and more frequently. 
He saw the feathers grow out of the red skin; he saw the eyes open 
and the little bodies round out. The fortunate inheritors of all the 
beauty with which nature endows the feathered denizens of the air 
came early into their heritage. 

And meanwhile the prayers for the great destruction came more 
and more slowly from Hatto's lips. He believed he had God’s promise 
that it should come as soon as the little birds were able to fly. And 
now he stood there, seeking an escape from God. For he could not 
sacrifice these six little ones, whom he had watched and cared for. 

It had been different before, when he had had nothing of his own 
to care for. Love of the small and the helpless—that love which every 
little child must teach to the dangerous grown man—this love came 
over him and made him hesitate. 

Sometimes he wished that he could throw the entire nest into the 
stream, for he still believed that those alone are to be envied who die 
without having known care or sin. Was it not his duty to save these 
little ones from beasts of prey, from cold and hunger and all the many 
ills of life ? But as he was pondering on this a hawk swooped down on 
the nest to kill the little ones. Hatto caught the robber in his left hand, 
whirled him around his head and threw him far out into the stream. 

Then came the day when the little ones were ready to fly. One 
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of the old birds sat inside the nest, trying to push the young ones out 
on to the edge, while the other flew about and showed them how easy 
it was if they would only try. But as the young ones would not over¬ 
come their fear, both old birds flew out before them, showing off all 
their prettiest arts and tricks. They turned and twisted in the air, 
they shot up straight as does the lark, or they hung motionless on 
rapidly fluttering wings. 

But the little ones would not move, and then Hatto decided to 
interfere in the matter himself. He gave them a careful push with one 
finger, and thus ended the dispute. They tumble out, trembling and 
uncertain, hitting at the air as bats do; they sink down, but rise up 
again, they find the proper motion and use it at once to regain the 
nest. The old birds come back to them in happy pride, and Hatto 
chucjdes. 

It was he who had brought the matter to such a happy conclusion. 
And now he pondered most seriously the question as to whether a 
loophole of escape could be found for God. 

Perhaps, when one comes to think of it, perhaps God holds this 
earth like a bird's nest in His right hand, and perhaps He loves those 
within it—all the helpless children of earth. Perhaps He is merciful 
to them whom He had vowed to destroy, just as the hermit was merciful 
to the little birds. Of course, the hermit's birds were much better 
than God’s human beings, but he could still understand that God 
might have pity for them in His heart. 

Next day the nest was empty, and the bitterness of loneliness came 
over the hermit. His arm sank slowly down at his side, and it seemed 
to him that all nature held its breath to hear the roar of the trumpets 
announcing the Last Judgment. But in the same moment all the birds 
returned and settled down on his head and shoulders, for they had no 
fear of him. And a light shot through the tortured brain of the old 
hermit. He had lowered his arm every day to look at the birds ! 

And then, as he stood there, the six young birds flying about him, 
he nodded, smiling, to some one whom he could not see. 

" Thou art free," he said, “ Thou art free. I did not keep my vow, 
therefore Thou need’st not keep Thine.” 

And it seemed to him that the hills ceased from trembling and that 
the river sank quietly into its bed to rest. 
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SWEDISH 


THE LION S CAGE 


N UM EDDAULA was Head of the Brotherhood of The Truth- 
tellers. The brethren, who were either merchants or learned 
interpreters of the most ancient writings, lived apart in their 
homes, but once every year, at the first new moon after the Feast of 
Beiram, they assembled by night in a distant mountain gorge, clothed 
in wliite garments and carrying torches. 

One night, when Num Eddaula was returning from one of these 
annual assemblies, he said to the servant who carried his torch : 

" We have just taken the oath of our Brotherhood to speak the 
truth in every case except one, namely, the one in which it is a ques¬ 
tion of our own good deeds. For these we are to keep secret, even at the 
cost of a lie, and we are to make it our aim to die forgotten. What 
reflects the calm grandeur of Eternity more beautifully than Oblivion ? 

“ There is no more beautiful spot on the whole Earth them a 
forgotten grave 1 There the grass whispers differently from other 
places. The twittering of the birds has a different note in it. 
Hearken to me, my friend 1 The Sultan is so enraged with The Truth- 
tellers, because of their outspokenness, that he has sworn to exter¬ 
minate them with the sword, unless I pay the penalty with my head ; 
and I am easily recognised by the star-shaped birthmark near my 
eye. I myself will carry mine own head to the Sultan. But a good 
deed is one no longer when it is commended. Were the Brethren to 
suspect my intention, they would bind me hand and foot and hide 
me, and defend me to the uttermost. 

“ Therefore shalt thou follow me secretly, and when I have suffered, 
thou shalt bury my body in some unknown spot; after which thou 
shalt noise it abroad that I was overpowered and taken, when I was 
trying to escape.” 

As soon as it was light the servant threw down the torch, and they 
descended to the flowery field by the Castle of Timurtasch, where the 
Sultan's pleasure camp was situated. 

Num Eddaula was bewildered at the sight of all the splendour. 
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He listened eagerly to the words of a slave who told him that the 
Swedish king lived in the castle, half prisoner and half guest of 
honour, surrounded by his little band of warriors. 

“ Let us go to him,” he said to his servant, “ for I am weak, and 
the sight of a hero will endow me with strength. And my tired old 
eyes will gladly close for ever when they have seen him.” 

They went through the garden, where the summer sun shone 
through the leaves of fig and mulberry trees. When they reached the 
castle steps they met some Turks who had been to look at the king, and 
among these they saw the Sultan himself disguised as a janissary. 

Num Eddaula squeezed himself close against the wall and pulled 
his hair over the birthmark near his eye, but he felt on his wrist the 
breath from the mouth which that very same evening would pro¬ 
nounce his death sentence ! A hero, he must see a hero, or his courage 
would begin to waver. 

A door was opened. He took a few hasty steps forward and bent 
down, and gazing through a hole in a screen he beheld the King. . . . 
The spacious chamber, the carpets of which had often been trod by 
the feet of the Sultan’s dancing-girls, was so lavishly decorated with 
many-coloured arabesques that Num Eddaula thought he was look¬ 
ing into a bower, where enchanted spiders had spun their golden webs 
between flowers and creeping vines. 

Against the farthest wall a narrow camp bedstead was placed, 
and on it lay the King. Without soldiers and without power, he was 
nevertheless still the absolute Ruler over a distant kingdom, yet he did 
not even possess sufficient money to pay for the gifts that were indis¬ 
pensable would one have an interview with the Sultan. 

He could not humble himself in the presence of the foreign 
ambassadors, and present himself before the Sultan as a defeated 
and destitute fugitive. He blushed at appearing to his lackeys and 
grooms as a disarmed prisoner, obliged to submit to the will of another, 
however often and however eagerly it was repeated that, whatever 
happened, it was always in accordance with his gracious commands. 

It was because of this that he had retired to his bed, although 
it was not health he lacked, but money; and had remained there month 
after month, refusing even to put his foot to the ground, and having 
himself carried to a couch in a sheet, when the bed had to be re¬ 
made. His two physicians-in-ordinary, Skraggenstjema and Neuman, 
noticed with alarm that his limbs were growing stiff and paralysed 
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like a fakir’s, who, in order to glorify his Maker, remains seated on a 
rubbish-heap in the same position for a lengthened period of time ! 

In vain they begged him to leave his bed at least once every 
twenty-four hours, and walk a few steps on the carpet! 

To Num Eddaula it seemed that he beheld one of the holy men 
who, seated beneath some shady oak tree or on the sunny side of some 
remote “ turba,” received respectful greetings from the passers-by. 

Between his fits of coughing, Professor Eneman, who suffered from 
weak lungs, had just finished an account of his travels. Out of two 
bottles he had brought with him, he extracted some young crocodiles, 
and while they were being burned alive on a heap of glowing coals 
placed on a brass tray before the bed, he showed how they threw out 
green and black venom. 

The King rested his arm on the pillows and looked down on the 
writhing reptiles. “ I wonder if one could kill a full-grown crocodile 
with a sword,” he said; “one can do anything, if only one has the will.” 

Chancellor von Miillem, whose clothes were very shabby, and who 
had just begun to act as head-cook, there being no one else, passed 
his hand over the faded skirts of his coat with a simper. 

“ Can one also, if one only have the will, make curd-cake without 
eggs or cream ? ” he asked. 

“ One can get that which is required ... if necessary, with the 
sword,” answered the King. 

Grothusen sniffed and drummed with his fingers on his gold-laced 
hat; then, addressing himself to Mullem, he said in a low voice : 
“ If the worst comes, one can get the needful by paying 40 per cent.” 

“ Of what do they speak that they appear so light-hearted,” asked 
Num Eddaula of a lackey who stood near, but the man looked con¬ 
fused and answered at random : “ They are talking about one of the 
most beautiful passages in the Gospels,”—saying which he slipped on 
the polished floor and knocked aside the screen, disclosing as he did 
so the presence of Num Eddaula to the King, who, as soon as he 
caught sight of the venerable old man, beckoned to him to come 
nearer, and ordered Grothusen to act as Master of Ceremonies. 

“ Thou art of a surety a wise man,” said the King. " Wouldst thou 
have the courage to stand where the bullets whistle through the air ? ” 

Num Eddaula’s head drooped, and he stroked the white beard 
wliich reached to his waist reflectively. 

" I belong to the Truthtellers’ Brotherhood,” he replied, “ and 
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may not credit myself with any virtues, but answer me this, thou 
who art a hero! 

“ If thy earliest teachers had said to thee, * Thou shalt not kill, 
not even the cruellest and most loathsome of reptiles I * . . . If 
the great ones who surround thee, and all the people were to say to 
thee every morning, * Thou shalt not kill, for to take life is a sin. 
Remain in thy kingdom and watch over the harvests, although by 
so doing thou reapest no applause.’—Hast thou the courage to do 
this ? Hast thou the courage to humble thyself in adversity and 
confess thyself beaten, and to forgive thine enemies ? " 

The King's brow contracted, and he frowned. “ But ought not a 
good soldier rather to resist to the end ? ” he asked. 

“ Thou who hatest lies and who wouldst never let others make 
thee out to be more perfect than thou wast,” said Num Eddaula in 
reply, “ lofty and noble is thy brow, and large thine eyes ; but there are 
ugly lines around thy tightly-closed lips. They appear to be smiling, 
but it is not so. It is something very different! They tempt God. 
They say that thy will is His. Thou broughtest thy people together 
and they were beaten in the fight. When God has vanquished a 
people, He rolls a heavy piece of rock over the grave, and ordains 
silence. He wishes to see once again yellow fields and playing 
children. But thou continuest the strife alone—and against Him. 

' All witnesses to the truth, all they who endure, and all those 
who are humble in adversity and proud in misfortune, all these came 
forth to see thee, but now they have turned away from thee. 

" Maybe there have been many great men and kings bom of 
thy people, but was ever one of these more fitted to be a soldier of 
light than thou wast from the very beginning ? But thou fearedst 
oblivion. A star should have been lighted and remained burning on 
thy grave for a thousand years! But misfortune overtook thee, 
for God desired the overthrow of thyself and thy people 

“ And now complete thy work as a hero 1 Put aside vain applause 
as thou hast put aside wine and women t Do it humbly or proudly, 
which thou canst 1 Go forth and seat thyself with those who are 
vanquished and destitute. Thou hast command over thy features; 
have command also over thyself. Thou art capable of better things 
than those thou hast accomplished, and God never forgives a hero 
for acting thus. 

“ Never did He lift up in His right hand a brighter jewel than thou, 
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and never did He in His wrath cast a work of His creation into such 

depths of darkness . . . and for this cause do I love thee—for I am 

but a mortal man. No man have I loved as I love thee. But be on 

% 

thy guard ; there are others who love thee and who are more dangerous 
than the worst enemies and slanderers.” 

" And which are these ? ” 

" The fools! They have noticed the lines round thy mouth and 
have inteipreted their meaning in their own fashion. 

“ The fools do not turn away from thee. They cling tightly to 
thy garments. They need a * fool-hero/ an arch-fool, crowned with 
laurel wreaths, and they will elect thee with shouts of joy. 

" The fools will not care about thy character—they like not human 
beings 1 They resemble the little monkeys in the palm grove at 
Hidjas, squatting on the stone gods and eating dates in the sunshine ; 
as soon as they hear a human being’s footstep, they begin to jump 
from branch to branch, screaming shrilly while they give chase. 

“ O King, thou fearest not death! God will stretch out His 
hand and give it thee one day in pity, when He remembers how thy 
boyish hand wielded the sword of the Cherubims. His vengeance will 
strike deeper still. He will give thee to the fools.” 

" Thou goest far in thine outspokenness.” 

" I would only probe the depths of thy courage, seeing that thou 
art a hero. Hast thou the courage to die forgotten ? ” 

The King's brow contracted still more as he sought for an answer. 
He sat crosswise on the bed with the coverlet wrapped tightly round 
his legs and feet. 

Num Eddaula crossed his hands on his breast and bowed himself. 

" There remaineth therefore much for which thou lackest courage,” 
he said. 

Grothusen smote the brass tray with his bat. 

“ Thou who art a Truth-teller . . . who can say whether thou 
dost not glory in thy humility ? Who can say that to die remembered 
does not demand courage too ? ” 

Num Eddaula closed his eyes and his thin fingers clutched the 
empty air around him as if in agony. 

“ There spokest thou the truth, O noble one,” he replied. “ Fame 
is impure slander, impure honour I It is a false glitter, which causes 
the proud man to appear humble and the humble man to appear 
proud. King, who read thy last thought before sleep came to thee ? 
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Who saw thee alone and in darkness, when sleep forsook thee ? Who 
will one day be able to place his hand on thy bier and say, ‘ Such a 
man was he !' Only the fools will dare to say, * Ask us, for he was 
like unto us.’ When they weary of singing thy praises, they will 
throw stones and mock at thee and point their fingers at thy sword. 

" Thy grave will be their favourite meeting-place. They will 
stand round it in such numbers that the wise men will not be able to 
approach thy mouldering bones. But this one thing I say unto thee : 
Shouldst thou be chosen by the fools, and in spite of this, find the 
courage in thyself to rise and gather round thee the wise ones, the 
witnesses to the Truth, the enduring ones, those who are humble in 
adversity and proud in misfortune—then hast thou stood the test. 

" And then wilt thou be such as I would have thee.” 

Num Eddaula threw himself on to his knees and touched the 
carpet with his forehead. 

“ I am a weak man who has been made strong through beholding 
thee, O King ! I have sinned much in my life, and if I have no scars 
on my flesh, I have many on my soul. I wish to be forgotten, to be 
forgotten. And to sleep, to sleep. He who is famous is the slave of 
others. There is no love powerful enough to bring peace to his ashes. 
Over his grave grows a tree with strangely knotted branches, and 
whose leaves murmur ceaselessly of unrest." 

No one answered him. . . . 

There was silence in the spacious chamber, until suddenly some¬ 
thing fell with a clatter on to the brass tray, and the next minute the 
King held out a shining coin to the white-bearded fortune-teller, 
who, creeping on his knees to the bedside, pressed his face against 
the sheet, but refused to take the proffered coin. 

" Whether thou livest or whether thou diest,” he said, “ always 
wilt thou be in the midst of strife. I go to my rest.” 

Early on the following morning Num Eddaula was executed out¬ 
side the Sultan's tent. The certain assurance of oblivion spread a 
calm over his last moments. 

His servant buried the body ii\ a lonely spot between two cypresses. 

When the grave was filled in, he strewed it with maize for the 
pigeons that came in hundreds from the trees and groves near by. 
Very soon bushes covered with white blossoms grew up out of the 
earth. Tired soldiers and shepherds found there a shady resting- 
place. It was a sacred spot, for there slept a man who was forgotten ! 
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T HIS is the story of how Raymond Lully became the man 
whose fame spread with paralysing power over the Christian 
world, and to whom travellers came from afar for the healing 
of their souls. 

They would stand before him spellbound under the death-like 
calm of his gaze, but nevertheless, in spite of this, and of the awe that 
filled them when they sought to fathom the mystery of his life, they 
felt a half-contemptuous pity for his self-imposed poverty. 

This is the story as it appeared to Raymond in wakeful visions of 
the night during the first years of his life as a recluse ; and the story 
still burned on the funeral-pyre of sorrow, and the colour of it was that 
of roses that have been caught by the flames, and its scent that of 
incense and black mould, and the sound was that of weeping and 
of breathless words—with the steel-blue sky and starlit spaces as a 
background. It is also the story of a woman. 

Her name was Cameola, and her eyes were like fluttering black 
butterflies; when she was silent, her lips remained half-open, still 
quivering as if with an unspoken word, a word that might have turned 
laughter into tears. She liked to clasp her hands when sitting still, 
and they showed blue-white and slender against the purple velvet of 
her gown. 

Although it was no longer the fashion to have it so, the under¬ 
bodice of her gown fastened closely up round her beautiful throat; 
and the gown itself was cut in such a way as to reveal the perfect lines 
of her waist and hips. It was fastened at her breast with a clasp 
which held a red stone, that might have been a drop of blood from 
the Holy Chalice when the light played upon it. Upon her head she 
wore a black kerchief with a gold border. 

Round about her, the happy little kingdom of Majorca glowed and 
glittered in care-free happiness, gazing idly into the blue atmosphere 
through the green leaves of the trees, or dozing peacefully within high 
garden walls, so gleaming warm in the sunlight, that the breeze when 
it touched them was whirled up and scattered like smoke over their 
flowering crests. 
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In the background the round towers of the Castle stretched their 
watchful, peak-capped heads towards the blue silk of the sea; other¬ 
wise, it was nothing but a mass of ornamented doors and cornices 
which were the colour of old gold in the noonday light—a palace that 
a giant child might have built of glittering shells and flints while play¬ 
ing on the sea-shore. 

Within its walls life went merrily. Zither music floated like 
bursting bubbles round the heads of those who whispered and laughed 
together. The gilded balls of the jugglers, thrown into the air and 
caught and thrown up again by swift hands, appeared proper time- 
gauges. If at times the wind waxed strong and pressed its lips against 
the walls, it was only to warn jestingly, " Remain inside, oh, ye 
children; warm yourselves in the warmth of one another’s glances; 
press one another's hands; remain where you are for ever.” 

There were no enemies to fight against on the islands, and no game 
to hunt. But like every one else, they had falcons, and these they 
taught to catch the bats, that when driven out of their hiding-places, 
and blinded by the light, flew wildly about; or they let out pigeons 
and amused themselves looking at their pink feet pressed against their 
bodies, at their soft wings caressing the air, and the blue shadows they 
cast on the ground when they sought protection near the aviary. 

Or one let oneself be caught in love’s toils, or become ensnared by 
fleeting dreams, or absorbed with varied griefs and triumphs; just 
as one enjoyed listening to songs that had a note of sorrow in them. 

Raymond fell in love with Cameola one evening, when he was tired 
of the way his latest mistress walked ; for her figure never showed the 
harmonious lines that embody all the expectant happiness of nature 
and carve it out against the golden sky beneath the careless folds of a 
garment. 

But Cameola stood leaning against a balustrade; and from where 
Raymond sat, a little way from her feet, he could see her cheek with 
its amber shadows, and the graceful folds of the kerchief on her head, 
sharply outlined against the orange and green of the sunset sky, and 
he could not understand how it was he had ever looked at anything 
else than the dark head-covering where the gold embroidery gleamed 
dully like the golden border on the velvety wings of a butterfly. 

Black butterflies I Ah, now he understood the expression in her 
eyes! Longing ? It was too deep for that! Sorrow ? She had 
never complained. Maybe it was only a feeling of loneliness, and the 
consciousness that, amongst all this crowd of weak-winged creatures 
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around her, there was not one who could follow her soul in its flight 
over the purple sea of passion. Raymond knew that he could do so. 
He was made of different stuff from those others with whom he had 
played for a short while; and he pressed his clenched hand against 
the warm earth, and vowed to himself that, with this woman at his 
side, he would attain the uttermost limits of bliss. 

She was young, and her husband had been dead several years. 
People did not understand why she still wore a widow’s veil, for she 
could not have loved him so intensely. Neither could they under¬ 
stand the reserved expression in her eyes, for there where the laughter 
was loudest and the play merriest, her voice would always be heard, 
but with a break in its tones as if she were listening for an echo of them 
with her inward ear. 

Some said she was trying to stifle her conscience with silken ribbons 
—but what could have troubled her conscience ? 

At confession the priest’s blessing followed as rapidly on the 
rustling of her dress when she knelt down as the myrtle lifts itself 
after the wind has passed, and no one had ever seen a guilty blush 
on her cheek, or the curl of jealousy on her lip. 

But Raymond thought he had solved the problem. It was love she 
was waiting for, a great love, like the winged flight of two spirits through 
air that grew brighter and more buoyant every moment—like the 
drinking of two red ihouths side by side, out of the capacious cup of 
happiness! And with his cheek close pressed against her black veil, 
he offered her his faith and strength; what she sought was not 
unattainable, it was close at hand. 

“ Love is the miracle,” he said; “ only believe, and it is there in all 
its inexplicable greatness, bending over you. Only believe and your 
feet shall tread more lightly even than they do now, for there are wings 
already folded up in your little pointed shoes. Only believe, and all 
that you desire in a man will be bom in me ; already I hear the sighing 
of the palm-trees over our heads.” 

She lifted her folded hands a little, so that her fingers touched the 
clasp on her breast, and shook her head gently. ” But there is Death,” 
she said. 

" Is that quite certain," he replied, ” for us, as we are now ? If 
we love, death does not exist for us. It lies, together with sorrow, 
deep under our feet, as far away as a vanished dream, in a world 
of unrealities.” 

Then a light came into Carneola’s eyes and the red stone at her 
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breast cast a glow over her hand ; it was as if the mystery had been 
revealed to her inner self, as if the darkness had been waveringly 
illuminated by lightning. Then it passed, and she clasped her hands 
again desperately, as if in pain. 

“ I did believe in the miracle,” she whispered, ” but my eyes were 
drawn towards the wounds instead of the glory, and I can only see that 
they are real." 

And Raymond did not dare seize hold of her hand, although, with 
a feeling of joy not unmixed with pain, he realised that she was his, 
that she believed in him, if she did not believe in love, and that it was 
just this made her suffering more intense. He did not grieve, but 
only sought to follow her thoughts, sought impatiently but with the 
sure conviction that he would succeed, and it was only when the sun 
was shining in on to his bed in the morning that sleep came to him, and 
he slumbered on happily, with an eventful day to look forward to. 

One night there was an entertainment at the castle, and they 
danced the torch-dance. It was dark where the musicians were 
placed, and it was as if the music had materialised and fluttered 
bodily towards the swaying light of the torches. 

The wavering brightness of the violins and the strong beating of 
wings of the brass instruments, the stimulating melancholy of the 
flutes and the stem voice of the drum, all seemed to have hurried to 
join the dancers, and to be crying : “ Fly, fly ! At any moment the 
draught may put out the flame. This is a world of change, of sorrow, 
and of longing, but we lift the curtain to another world, to that of love. 
Come, fly with us; fly.” 

Just before, there had been a blaze of light from a hundred wax 
candles; now only a flickering red light played on flushed cheeks, 
and the growing shadows darkened the gleam in shining eyes. 

The hands of Raymond and Cameola joined in a firm clasp each 
time they met in the dance, and they loosened their hold almost fear¬ 
fully ; for their hearts were fuller than ever of happiness, and they felt 
that this game dispersed all hindering thoughts, and joined them 
together like two frightened children in the dark, who would be ready 
to welcome the light afterwards with smiling eyes. Before the music 
had entirely ceased, and while the lights were being brought in, Cameola 
whispered a reply to Raymond’s question, “Yes, take me! Never to 
part again 1 Let us fly from here I ” 

In the clearer light he saw that her eyes were shining with happi¬ 
ness, her lips trembling with expectation, as if she had been filled with 
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exaltation ; yet at the same time it seemed as though despair still 
chained her feet. 

He left her and wandered about the passages and rooms, with his 
blood keeping time to the music and his mind full of flaming lights. 
Then his keen hearing recognised her step on the stairs and he caught 
her up as she reached her room. 

A prie-dieu was placed before the image of a saint, the red folds of 
whose draperies were lighted by the rays from a lamp. Otherwise, no 
light was there but that of the moon shining through the window of 
stained glass. He laid his head down in Carneola's lap and gave voice 
to his exultant thoughts—the miracle, the miracle ! He pressed her 
hands against his eyes and clasped her slender form in his arms. Now 
all your hesitation is ended and done away with ! ” he said. 

Carneola bent over him until her lips almost touched his hair. 
“ Yes, even if death were near us. Are you sure of your miracle ? ” 

Raymond looked up and shivered at the question, but her love 
rushed over him with intoxicating power. “ Yes,” he said firmly; 
“ love is all; everything else is but illusion. Love is happiness: the 
same arm encircles both. Everything else is outside, and can never 
come inside.” 

Carneola pressed a burning kiss on his forehead, then disengaged 
herself from his embrace, and approached the lamp with unsteady steps. 

She had thought until she was dizzy. She sang to the accompani¬ 
ment of the music that still sounded temptingly in the distance. She 
mumbled incomprehensible words. Then she lifted her trembling 
hands to her breast and loosened the clasp with the red stone in it. 

“ I believe in the miracle; I believe in the miracle! ” she 
murmured. Her voice was faint like the ring of thin glass. She 
pushed aside the garments from her neck and breast and looked down 
as if expecting to see something that would cause her inexpressible and 
infinite relief. Then, suddenly, her face grew rigid, rigid with the 
desolation of despair, and her eyes were full of a sorrow that is 
without hope. 

“ Look,” she said; ” see what I carry about with me.” 

And Raymond looked and saw something Terrible, and he felt his 
mind grow as empty as were the depths under his feet; grief, horror, 
an immense bitterness and a sickening feeling of disgust all combined 
to overwhelm him, and he felt near to swoon ; but through it all he 
heard her voice still speaking: 

“ I saw it coming several years ago,” £he said. 


“ I have cradled 
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death in my arms; I have tried to get rid of him, flee from him; I have 
prayed to God for a miracle; I have tried to forget it out there, laughing 
and playing with the others. But it only penetrated further and 
further in; I felt it. and saw it all the time. I loved you, love you 
still. I thought, I didn’t know—I thought a miracle happened just 
now. God is love, they say, and I thought—do you believe in miracles 
now, Raymond ? ” 

Raymond bowed his head ; he was-oppressed by a desire to weep, 
by pity and by something cold as well that terrified him. 

“ Our God is a God of sorrow, Cameola,” he replied. 

She spoke in the wailing voice of a frightened child : 

" I knew that before, have always known it, and have fled from Him. 
I have played like the others, repeated their words, but it was only 
a dream, and this is reality. Do they not all bear such wounds, and 
is it not for that reason that they play like that ? Hark 1 there is 
some one crying at the door.” 

Raymond did not dare to look up; she came close up to him and 
moaned like a starving creature. 

“ Can you stay with me all the same,” she said ; “ can you love me ? 
I have longed for your love, and I shall not die just yet. I am afraid 
of solitude, and I was so happy a few moments ago. I cannot live 
without love.” 

But Raymond was powerless to revive the feeling that now lay 
trampled underfoot by an inexorable Fate. When, as a child, he had 
chanced to find a wounded bird, he had felt the same thing, although 
in a lesser degree, and he had always given it the coup de gr&ce as 
quickly as possible. 

” I can weep with you,” he said gently. 

His tone brought her to herself with a shock, as of cold steel on her 
aching brow. She covered up her breast, and went towards the door, 
signing to him to follow. 

" Farewell 1 ” she said, and it was with something of her former 
pride that she now gave him her hand to kiss, and the power in her 
glance held his, while he caught a brief glimpse of regions that were 
vaster and darker than any he had ever imagined before. 

They smiled sadly at each other as the music floated up to them from 
below, and it was thus, with a sad smile on her trembling lips and her 
black butterfly eyes drowned in sorrow, thaf'Cameola always appeared 
to Raymond in after years, whenever he chanced to hear her name 
mentioned, or whenever the thought of a woman dwelt in his mind. 
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He never saw her again, or made inquiries regarding her fate. 
That same night he left the glimmering lights of Majorca behind him, 
and steered his course towards the steel-blue sea. He understood 
everything, all the treachery that lies hidden in happiness and beauty ; 
he had desired to embrace Life, and he had found that it was but a 
shadow, and his pain was great in consequence. 

The voice of pain was Truth’s voice. It was a divine voice, and it 
alone never lied. And was it not only the fright inspired by mythical 
legends that caused her to be shunned ? Was not all the beauty of 
the world embodied in her ? 

Pain was the drop sprinkled on the breast of Nature in order to 
wean the children from it, that, thirsty, they should turn to spiritual 
sources and prepare themselves for the life eternal. It were vain to 
seek for love or mercy on this earth, to try to turn the cry of a human 
heart into a divine promise 1 

When a young bird stretches its downy head out over the edge of 
the nest, and sees that underneath the blue arch, which was all it had 
hitherto known, there lies an earth all ablaze with light, it does not 
know that the hawk that is destined one day to silence its frightened 
chirp is at that moment breaking out of its shell I 

When the youth looks down from the pure heights of his boyish 
dreams on to the alluring world, then is put in movement the 
misfortune that will strike his forehead as it had been a stone 
from a sling. For the chain of events reaches very far back, and the 
black threads of Sorrow have intertwined themselves with the coloured 
ones spun by Fate ever since the beginning, and the exact moment 
when the black threads should intertwine with the coloured ones was 
also determined from the beginning of all things. 

But outside is God, Truth, where all desire and all hope are 
extinguished as sparks by the water, and the soul knows itself, for 
its greatness is enclosed in the Universe. 

And Raymond retired within the walls of a monastery, and devoted 
himself to the reading of books, and to the conversation of holy men, 
for he wanted to discover whether any one else had understood this, 
but he avoided the churches whose arches reared on high like out¬ 
stretched aims, and whose songs of praise were full of feverish longings. 

And though Raymond spoke little, he was always ready to give 
help where it was needed; and if he never prayed, all men knew 
that God was with him. 
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AN Emir of the island of Gelbes, near Tunis, had presented the 
/-% people of Florence with a handsome, full-grown lion ; he did 

^ this, either in the hope of obtaining some service in return for 
the gift, or as a mark of sympathy for Pisa's enemy. 

When it arrived, large crowds of people streamed out through the 
San Frediano gate to meet it. and, drawn by white oxen that snorted 
in a vagufe terror and hastened their slow steps, the desert king entered 
the town through rows of people in holiday garb who hailed him with 
cries of joy and a waving of caps, while the air seemed as if it would 
bubble over with the clang of the bells. 

The animal paced the floor of its cage with nervous steps that 
revealed the bluish claws, but it held its head proudly still, and looked 
disdainfully upon the people and upon all that was incomprehensible 
around it. 

The inhabitants of Florence had never seen a lion before, and they 
were filled with joy and pride over their new possession. 

It seemed to all that it was a very conqueror they were bringing 
in to their town, and all hearts swelled with the same defiance for the 
envy of their enemies, both those of the nobles in their stone nests 
which were even now threatened with destruction, and those of the 
burghers, who were conscious of a strength and desire for liberty that 
grew stronger day by day. 

On the Piazza San Giovanni, behind the octagonal church which, 
as yet, possessed neither its marble walls nor its Paradise doors, a 
strong enclosure had been built. Here they put the lion, and after 
they had gazed their fill at it, the people went back to their homes, 
leaving it there, with its eyes shining like big, yellow sparks in the 
darkness. 

• • • • ■ • 

As a rule it lay immovable on the floor of the cage, with head 
erect, and calm, wide-open eyes. It appeared unconscious of its 
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surroundings, and seemed to be seeking in dreamland a wider horizon 
and a more brilliant sun. 

The busy life of the Piazza, the cries of admiration, or the im¬ 
pertinent remarks of the curious, only caused the sinews of its paws 
to twitch, or the muscles of its hind legs to contract as if for a spring, 
but almost immediately they would relax, without a hair of its bushy 
mane having moved, or its eyes having quitted for one instant their 
far-off vision. The food that was brought to it, it would leave un¬ 
touched for hours at a time without even glancing at it, and then, when 
it was dark, devour it with a roar that caused children to wake from 
their sleep in fright, and even horses to break loose in their stables; 
sometimes, too, it would purr loudly while feeding, as if to deceive 
itself with an illusion of freedom. 

• «*•••• 

The lion became the idol of the Florentines, and, at the same time, 
a kind of symbol of future grandeur for their town. They brought it 
captive wolves, the armorial beasts of their arch-enemy Sienna, and 
rejoiced when they whined with terror like beaten pups, and took their 
death-blow without an effort of resistance. 

But the lion never touched the dead bodies of the wolves, and 
after it had killed them would sit as immovable and proudly disdainful 
as before. 

One day the guardian, in a moment of carelessness, left the door 
of the cage imperfectly closed. Slowly, without a gleam in its yellow 
eyes changing, the lion arose from its dreaming, and demolishing the 
remaining obstacles with a stroke of its paw, calmly, as if it could have 
done so any time but had disdained to, it strode out on to the Piazza, 
with head erect and far-away gaze, free once more. 

Then a terror, worse than any that had gone before, spread with 
almost supernatural rapidity through the town. 

As when a sudden gust of wind swoops down, and, whirling a 
thousand objects into the air, drives all before it in wild confusion, so 
did the terror sweep over the Piazza. No one turned to look back, 
for all, beasts and men alike, felt its awful nearness. 

With a tramp of flying feet and clatter of hoofs the Piazza was 
swept clear; the neighbouring streets were filled as with a human 
flood, and every man sought his own dwelling and only felt secure 
when within its walls. Voices that hardly dared make themselves 
heard wailed at doors, hands knocked on wooden panels until the 
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blood came, windows and doors were shut, bolts were pushed, and 
indoors there was a terrified counting to see if any of the members of 
the family were missing. 

In ever-widening circles the noise spread over the town, but in the 
centre, just where it began, there reigned a horrible, strained silence, 
as if the Piazza had been suddenly turned into a desert. Farther and 
farther it went, this silence, doubly fearsome after the noise, and 
through it, still dreaming as if amid the quiet of desert sands, walked 
the lion. As usual, his gaze glided past all that was strange and 
unknown, to seek something that was far away. 

People peeped from the top windows of their houses in doubtful 
timidity, having weapons in their hands, but being most of them 
uncertain as to their right to use them against the pride of the town ; 
others threw their javelins, but the lion did not turn its head; it just 
walked on past where the steel rattled harmlessly against the paving 
stones. . . . 

There was no church at Orto San Michele in those days, only a bit 
of green meadow with a few bushes, a little chapel to the Virgin Mary, 
and a statue of the Archangel Michael. During the various revolu¬ 
tions it had been used as a place of execution for the stiff-necked 
Florentine nobles ; now it was the children’s playground. 

They had not noticed the noise made by the flying people. On 
the outskirts of the “ Orto ” a few of the little ones had been swept 
along with the crowd in a state of dumb terror, but in the centre of the 
open space a little knot of them still romped in blissful ignorance. 

When the lion caught sight of the green grass and bushes, it stopped 
and its look changed. Perhaps it thought it was nearing home, as the 
strange streets had come to an end, and the ground was once more soft 
beneath its feet! Its big eyes left off gazing at a far-away vision, and 
fixed themselves upon the surrounding world. 

Suddenly, one of the children spied it; there was a scream and a 
wild stampede as of frightened chickens. The lion made a spring; the 
little ones fled in all directions, but one of their number, a little boy, 
was knocked down in the confusion, and was left on the ground. The 
animal placed its heavy paw on the child, and lay down beside it 
to rest. 

This little boy had a special history. HiS4iame was Orlando, and 
he was the son of a wool-dyer named Gherardo, who, during one of the 
numerous riots, had been killed by a dagger-thrust from his enemy, 
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the smith Pela. His wife Sobilia was then with child, their first, and 
it was when she was beings told about the murder of her husband, when 
despair and hatred had transformed her world into one of darkness and 
confusion, that she first felt the child move within her. She was of a 
violent and excitable nature, but at this sign she stifled her screams 
and did not shed a single tear, for she took it as a promise of vengeance, 
and felt certain that she would give birth to a son. 

When the babe was born, not a sound of complaint passed her lips. 
She lay the whole time with flushed cheeks and shining eyes, and 
sometimes she would sing wild scngs that had been sung 'mid the clash 
of arms, and by angry, excited crowds. 

The child grew to be her all-in-all. 

She held herself erect in spite of her poverty, and each time she 
met Pela the smith there was such a strange gleam in her eyes that he 
felt constrained to turn away his own in contusion. He surmised the 
nature of her thoughts, but would have been ashamed to feel 
any fear, even if the child had been a man, for he had many sons 
and numerous male relations, and was, in any case, quite able to 
defend himself. 

Orlanduccio grew, and was strong and vigorous as befitted his 
years. 

At the time of the lion's escape Sobilia was seated at her spinning- 
wheel. Hearing the noise outside, she sprang up and rushed out, 
but the people only gave her a word of warning in reply to her ques¬ 
tions, as they dashed past her into their houses, shutting the doors 
hastily after them. Her one thought was of her son, and she hurried 
off in the wake of the fast thinning stream of people, straight on 
towards the threatened danger. 

“ Bilia," the people cried, “ Bilia, the lion has got out 1 Turn 
back 1 ” but she shook her head and hurried on a little faster than 
before. 

“ Not that way, not that way," they called after her; " he is in 
the Orto San Michele.” 

As she passed Pela's house, she glanced up at the windows, as 
was her custom. There he stood, the hated ope, surrounded by his 
healthy, red-cheeked children, the door of his comfortable home shut 
tight, and a smile of conscious security on his face. It seemed to 
Sobilia that they were all laughing at her, and she felt once again the 
same anguish of heart as on the day when they brought her the news of 
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her husband’s death ; but then, consolation was near at hand, while 
now ! now !—she felt as if she could have fallen down, overcome by 
the powerlessness of her hatred. 

At this moment, while the blood throbbed in her temples and she 
gasped for breath, the thoughts which had been momentarily paralysed 
by anguish began to take shape in her brain, and her lips moved 
rapidly. She heard herself speaking, in a strangely hoarse and 
horrible voice, that broke off sharply when it would have risen to a 
shriek. 

" Maybe now, at this very minute, the beast is smashing his skull, 
as it did those of the wolves. If only I had been there, I could have 
stopped it with a shriek, I would have found breath enough for that, 
or scared it by a look, or waved my arms at it like this ! I have but 
the one—he over there has many—they stand and laugh at me. 
Heaven and Hell l what will become of my revenge ? ” 

She was at the place now. Some one lay there, Orlanduccio of 
course—who else could it be ? Was he already dead or did he still 
live ? 

In the midst of her terror she felt instinctively that she mus£ show 
calmness; otherwise she would achieve nothing! Therefore she 
controlled her feelings and slackened her steps, though her hands 
were trembling and the blood beating in her veins with a noise as 
of muffled drums, while her eyes smarted with the strain of her 
agonised effort to see if her son still lived. 

Although the child lay motionless, there trickled no red stream 
from under him, and the small, rounded limbs were not set in the 
rigidity of death. Maybe he was unhurt after all! 

Now, for the first time, she caught sight of the lion, and her eyes 
sought those of the animal. He lay as usual, with head erect, and 
his gaze directed towards some far-off vision. 

Was he dreaming as usual, or only thinking ? Had he looked 
around, and seen how all the grey nests shut him in on every side ? 
Had he realised how vain it was to seek a way out from among them, 
that the world was a different one, no longer one in which he could 
breathe freely—no longer his world, in fact 1 Was it sorrow in the big, 
yellow eyes, or a longing for a great, golden space that ended in an 
illimitable blue line that glowed and sparkled, or deepened into purple 
or the hue of burnished copper—a world which perhaps did not possess 
more reality for his clouded memory than those visions of the night 
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from which he was awakened by the cold ? Or was it pride, and pride 
alone ?—that kind of pride that lets everything go, and only dreams 
on, without even troubling to give shape to its dreams ? 

The animal had not even looked at the prey that lay beneath its 
paw. It did not move its head at Sobilia's approach, but only gazed 
at her with eyes the pupils of which appeared to grow imperceptibly 
larger. 

Sobilia began to speak to the lion : 

“ Give him to me,” she said ; “ give him to me. You don’t know 
what he is to me, nor how much I need him ! Others have so much. 
They have money, husbands, and many children ; also horses and 
mules decked with bells and red ribbons; they go to bed satisfied 
and contented; they strut about in their fine clothes, and the people 
murmur enviously when they pass.” 

The lion’s gaze had wandered back to the far-off vision of its 
dreams, and its attitude was one of proud disdain and aloofness. 

Sobilia went on talking, getting more and more excited as she 
talked, and stopping every now and then to make her meaning clearer 
by means of gestures. 

" Things were very different with me once," she said. ” I was merry 
and gay, and I had a strong, brave husband. And he was murdered 
by a scoundrel! Since then I have thought of nothing but revenge. 

I have worked at my spinning from morn till night; my fingers have 
grown as hard and smooth as wood. The wheel goes round and 
round, and each time I say to myself, if the thread holds, I shall get 
my revenge ! . . .” 

The lion’s gaze remained wonderfully calm and remote, but it 
seemed to Sobilia that it had become less unapproachable, and she 
hastened to avail herself of the opportunity : 

" You see, it is Orlanduccio there, who is to revenge his father's 
death ! He is the only one I have, and that is why you must give 
him back to me.” 

She was close to the animal now, and ready to bend down and take 
her child from it, for she thought that it must understand by now 1 

But the lion did not remove its paw, and did not move at all, 
only gazed at her, and beyond her to far-distant scenes. 

Then Sobilia got angry and shook her head threateningly at him. 

“ Are you one of those cowards that delight in trampling on the 
fallen ? Are you a dog ? Must I drive you away with blows ? You 
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might have taken Pela the murderer’s children l He has a whole 
lot of them, plump, rosy, hateful creatures 1 But that you dared 
not do! You only think you are going to rob me of my all, of my 
revenge too 1 ” 

She raised her hand to strike. The lion fumed its eyes towards 
her, and she saw them, big and yellow, and filled with dancing sparks. 
She began to tremble, and could hardly keep back her tears of terror, 
but she succeeded in doing so, for she knew that if she gave way, all 
would be lost. She kept her eyes fixed on the lion's, though they were 
again turned towards some far-distant scene. 

“ No, no, dear friend,” she went on, “ I see that you are not one 
of those. Let me take him now. Don’t show your claws ; take care 
you don't scratch him, he has such a tender skin. Now I am going 
to bend down, and trust in you that you will not hurt me—lift your 
paw a little when I draw him from underneath, so that you do not 
scratch him—that's right; now I have him ! You have not hurt him 
at all; I thank you from the bottom of my heart.” 

And kneeling down, Sobilia began to draw the child towards her, 
very slowly and gently, so as not to jerk the animal’s paw. She was 
so near that she felt its hot breath in her hair. But it never moved, 
neither did it appear to notice either mother or child. Then she 
crept backwards a few steps, holding the child on her outstretched 
hands, and at last could stand erect and clasp him to her bosom. 

And just then she realised in a flash the extent of the danger. 
Up till this moment she had only been playing with it. In truth it 
was a wonderful game, but now her knees knocked together, and 
everything turned black before her eyes. She was filled with the dread 
of her new-bom joy being, even now, reft from her. 

The lion lay so still, it might have been a bronze statue, paying 
no attention to her as she retreated slowly, holding her treasure 
with trembling arms, while her eyes still gazed as if fascinated into 
the animal's glittering yellow ones. 

At last, behind some bushes, she dared to look at her child. He 
was quite unhurt, and had not even fainted. Although not aware 
of the greatness of his danger, he had wisely kept perfectly still so as 
not to irritate the animal. Sobilia threw him up in the air and caught 
him as he fell, in an ecstasy of joy. And now her tears gushed forth 
in an irresistible flood, infinitely sweet and pleasant. Her eyes met 
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those of her son, which were darker even than was their wont, and 
they reminded her of those others, closed long since in Death, and the 
remembrance of all she had thought and of all she had said, in the 
confusion of her mind, came back to her. No weeping now ! She 
had not wept on that day, long ago, either! No tears now, only 
joy, and a triumphant hope that was now more certain to be realised 
than ever before. She gazed down into the boy’s eyes, and they 
seemed to grow deeper and larger and wiser under her gaze, and there 
were gleams of light in their depths. 

“ You heard what I said to him, Orlanduccio,” she said ; “ did 
you understand that it was for that he gave you back to me ? ” 

The child understood, and his eyes grew hard like those of his 
mother. 

With a firm, proud step, Sobilia strode out into the street, smiling 
disdainfully as she went. 

“ Bilia, Bilia,” they called from the windows, “ where have you 
been ? Did you see the lion ? ” 

“ It had taken my child, and I took him from it," she answered. 
“ It is still lying over there. Why do you creep into your homes so 
timidly, when I, a woman, have dared to approach it ? ” 

And she walked along the empty street, an object of wonder to 
all, feeling herself greater than a queen. When she came to Pela’s 
house, she glanced up at the windows again. They were still standing 
there, and they looked at her. But they smiled no longer, when she 
drew her son’s attention to them with the words : " See, Orlanduccio, 
there they are ! " 

They hardly knew what had happened, but were conscious of 
approaching misfortune. 

Sobilia went on her way homewards, and the men began to be 
ashamed of their fears, and assembled together to take counsel as to 
the steps to be taken in the matter. 

It was discovered that all the gates leading into the Orto San 
Michele could be closed ; the terror that had paralysed them was at 
an end, and they were able to act once more. 

The lion let them do as they pleased ; he lay as before, immovable, 
indifferent to everything around him, his eyes appearing only to see 
that which did not really exist, that which he had dreamed of in the 
night-time, when all that was strange and perplexing had been 
swallowed up in the darkness. He inhaled the air slowly and inquir- 
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ingly, but it brought him no message from familiar things. His 
open, yellow gaze sought no longer, but remained fixed on one spot; 
perhaps he felt there was nothing here worth seeking for, nothing 
worth wishing for. And at last, when the night fell, and they brought 
his old cage with some food in it, he sprang into it, as if his one desire 
were to get away from all that he could not understand, back to rest, 
and, maybe, his dreams once again. 

Great was then the joy of the Florentines, and Orlanduccio and 
his mother, whose wonderful experiences had been noised abroad 
through the town, were borne in triumph through its streets. They 
called the boy Orlanduccio of the Lion ever after. One might expect 
great things of such a lad, and no man would have liked to stand in 
Pela’s shoes I 

V 

• • • • • • • 

Time passed, and Orlanduccio grew from boyhood to manhood. 
He was very fond of going alone to the Square of San Giovanni to look 
at the lion. He felt that there was a special link between himself 
and the animal, and this conviction increased his courage and filled 
his soul with ambition. Sobilia was no longer poor; she obtained 
good payment for her labour, and her position was a respectable one. 
Her greatest joy was to pass the house of her enemy, Pela I Times 
had changed with him. He guessed what all those around him were 
thinking of and waiting for, and now that the strength and courage 
of his youth Were slowly but surely disappearing, the crime com¬ 
mitted so long ago stood out ever clearer and more distinct. 

Even if he had wished to commit another crime in order to ensure 
his safety, a crime to the baseness of which he might have succeeded 
in reconciling himself, it would not have remained unpunished long, 
for Orlanduccio del Leone was, in a way, the adopted child of the 
town I Pela's strong, healthy children fell victims to strange accidents; 
some were drowned in the Amo, another went mad from injuries 
received in a fire, his wife died, and his friends dropped away from 
him. Now, he trembled when he met Sobilia's gaze, and was ever 
conscious at such times of the approach of some new disaster. 

Times had changed, too, with the lion I 

It had sickened with a chill, brought on by the unaccustomed 
damp and cold of two winters f It coughed, and its strong limbs 
grew weak, while a great restlessness, stronger than ever before, 
seemed to have taken possession of it, as if memories from out the 
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past had grown clearer and more real, now that Death was gnawing 
at its vitals ! It seemed, too, as if it longed all the more passionately 
for freedom, now that it felt the near approach of an incomprehensible 
and binding force ! 

Now and then it would shake the bars of its cage with such roars 
that half the town would be wakened from its sleep. Otherwise, the 
animal appeared quieter than before sickness overtook it; its big 
yellow eyes looked upon the people outside with an expression of 
weary thoughtfulness, and no evilly glittering sparks in their depths. 
It seemed to Orlanduccio that the lion’s gaze was especially kind and 
friendly when it met his own, and he felt as if it were drawing him 
away towards grief and longing, and vague visions, of which he did 
not understand the meaning. 

He was standing before the cage on the day the lion died. It lay 
on its side, with flabby, powerless limbs, and its breast heaving 
so that it seemed as if its ribs must crack and break! The big 
yellow eyes were closed, except during the paroxysms of coughing, 
when the eyelids were drawn up mechanically. At such times one 
saw that the eyes were dull and expressionless, waiting for the final 
extinction of their light by Death 1 

Orlanduccio refused to leave the spot until he had received one 
last glance from the lion's dying eyes. At supper-time he was still 
standing there, and Sobilia, who had waited for liim to come in, but 
in vain, came to the Piazza to fetch him. 

The animal lay motionless on the floor of its cage when she came. 

" It is dead,” she said, but Orlando lifted a finger to enjoin silence, 
and then they heard a muffled rattling in the lion's breast. They saw 
how the sinews in the once powerful limbs twitched and trembled, 
how the muscles alternately expanded and contracted, as if, in the 
dream he was then dreaming, he were preparing to spring towards 
some unknown object. 

” He must look at me,” said Orlando; " wait, soon he will, look, 
now! " 

With a sudden movement, as rapid as a flash of lightning, the 
lion stood once more erect, with his head held proudly as of yore! 
His eyes were big and shining, with a wonderfully calm and proud 
expression in their depths. They seemed to see farther than they 
had ever seen before, past the grey houses with the sunlight gilding 
their tiled roofs, past the Amo too, whose waters were probably 
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dancing just then, without the wails, in the golden' light; beyond the 
silver-grey hills, beyond the distant blue mountains, farther and 
farther still 1 What was it he saw ? Was he dreaming again ? 

Ah, no ! there was no need to dream any longer now ! 

For now he knew, with no shadow of doubt, that his fleeting dream- 
visions had once been realities, that there was really a land, the glowing 
soil of which his feet had trod, that he had been created for such a 
land as this, and not for the cage and its torments 1 Yes, it was 
around him now, he saw it now as a glorious reality, and not as a vague 
dream-picture. 

The low hill upon which he stood sloped downwards towards the 
peace of the mighty desert in gentle undulations, that were blue and 
purple in the shade. The sky stretched in an unbroken line of flaming 
blue overhead ; straight in front of him, the sun poured down its rain 
of fire. The air quivered and vibrated with the heat, and there 
appeared to be a cloud of vapour rising from the burning sand. How 
is it possible to express, in human language, what it feels like for a 
lion to stand as king over such a land, with its waves of golden sand ! 

Sobilia seized her son's hand violently, filled with a sudden terror. 
“ Come away now,” she cried. But Orlando took away his hand 
from hers, and said, “ He is beautiful, I want to look at him.” 

Roused by the sound of their voices, the animal looked at them in 
surprise. 

" Where was he ? Where was the wonderful land ? And what was 
it that was burning and tearing inside him ? ” 

For one brief moment his gaze rested on Orlando ; it was wonder¬ 
fully sad and hopeless, yet at the same time commanding, and it 
filled the boy’s soul with dark foreboding. 

Then it was withdrawn, and the lion looked once again on distant 
scenes, but not the same as before I He saw much further now. 

Gigantic and menacing, vague, but deep as life itself, thus did 
realisation come to the dying animal. His mighty form trembled, 
blood spurted from his nostrils, and very soon he lay there before 
them, stiff and stark. 

" You see that he is dead,” said Sobilia; " mind you remember 
the reason why he gave you back to me that time.” 

Orlando shook himself impatiently. 

" Yes, of course, it was an understood thing. That first, and then 
all the other great ones afterwards! ” But he was very thoughtful, 
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and continually saw before him the lion's dying eyes, the expression 
of which he was unable to fathom. 

• •*•••• 

Time passed, and Orlanduccio of the Lion grew to be a strong and 
self-reliant young man, as became the bearer of such a name as his. 

Sobilia rejoiced in secret over the play of his muscles and the 
energy displayed in his movements. 

“ It will soon be time," she thought, and Orlando thought the 
same, and looked forward in proud certainty of triumph. 

The circle drawn by the hand of sorrow round Pela the Smith 
had narrowed. His fear had taken shape now—he saw it as a shadowy 
lion, watching and waiting, each time the darkness fell, crouching as 
if for a spring. He used to ask himself in the morning what would 
happen before the sun set. 

“ Maybe just now, even at this moment, it will spring," he would 
say to himself. One by one, his remaining children were taken from 
him. Each time he met Sobilia, he guessed by the gleam in her eyes 
that she was counting inwardly: “ Four left, three more than I; 
three left, still two too many.” 

He was afraid of her, but found, to his surprise, that he felt no 
hatred towards her. He had lost the power to hate ! 

Pela had liyed his life without care, with a light laugh, drinking 
deeply when occasion arose, but keeping ever a sharp eye and ready 
hand. He had been violent in his desires and violent in his anger. 
But Time and Sorrow, the great transformers, had done their work 
on him. Each time Fate had struck down one of his nearest and 
dearest, he had suffered as only a violent man can suffer. He had a 
strange sensation of having lived in a shady wood, the trees of which 
were now being cut down, and that through the clearing thus made 
a new light streamed in on to him.. It was a dreary light, a terrible 
light, but one could really see by it. 

His thoughts wandered back to the past, and came upon things 
that had been half-forgotten, and that Time hitherto had kept covered 
up under his veil, like ruins under creepers, golden sunlight and blue 
skies 1 

Each day, too, his thoughts gathered more closely round the 
murder of Orlando's father. At the time he had been conscious only 
of satisfied hate and desire for revenge 1 Now everything had gradu¬ 
ally taken on a different aspect. 



102 


PER HALLSTROM 


He had no feelings of remorse or despair, for such emotions were 
not to be found in his firmly moulded character. That which had 
happened had happened, and that was the end of it! 

He felt a strange pity for the dead man, and for himself for killing 
him, for every one who suffered, for Sobilia even 1 When his last 
remaining child died, he felt as if his sorrow had become too great to 
allow of its taking one special object into its vast embrace. His 
heart had been turned into a stone, but a stone which, like that of 
the legend, vibrates with sounds that cannot be perceived by the 
ear of an ordinary mortal. He knew that it would be his turn next; 
he knew, too, how the blow would fall, but he felt no fear. He was 
conscious instead of a longing for the end. Only from a sense of 
duty did l\e take a few simple precautions. 

When Sobilia heard of his latest bereavement, she was filled with 
joy, but also with anxiety. 

Time pressed. The slowly ripened fruit might fall to the ground 
before its time had come ! 

“ Thy father’s dagger hangs upon the wall. There is yet time. 
Maybe soon it will be too late,” she said to her son, in tones the wild 
power of which pierced his innermost soul. 

He took down the weapon and fastened it in his belt, smiling 
indifferently as he did so. 

This seemed such a small, insignificant thing compared to the 
deeds he dreamt of performing; and as he meditated on it, his love 
for his mother cooled somewhat. 

• ••»••• 

Day by day Sobilia waited for the fatal hour to strike, and Pela 
waited too. 

One evening he found himself outside the walls, on his way home 
from a walk; he had neglected his usual precautionary measures, 
and had taken no one with him. The sun was setting, and behind the 
poplar trees that lined the road the waters of the Amo glittered in 
golden light. His eyes were blinded by the glare for a moment, then, 
just as their sight was returning, from out the midst of blackening 
flames, he fancied he saw the shadow-lion, crouched ready to spring. 
He had not seen it for some time, and he wondered, in bitterness of 
heart, what it could want with him now! It had taken all he pos¬ 
sessed already! And then he remembered that still one thing 
iemained—his own life 1 
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Coming along the road from the city gates, clearly and sharply 
defined in the mellow light, Pela saw a slight figure approaching; it 
was that of Orlanduccio of the Lion ! 

And he understood, but nevertheless continued to walk with a 
firm step. He had a dagger, but felt no desire to use it, not even in 
self-defence ! He felt very old and tired, and his eyes followed 
vaguely the fines of his shadow that preceded him. 

Orlando’s step was buoyant as he came along with the golden 
sunlight on his face. He looked at the old man with cold disdain, 
and then his gaze wandered away to the blue hills and the glittering 
waters, and to that which the future hid. 

Then they began to fight, without a word having been said on 
either side. Pela only parried the thrusts of Orlando’s dagger in a 
lame fashion, and very soon he lay prone on the grass by the side of 
the road. 

The young man shivered as he felt the blood on his hand. He bent 
down to see if his eneipy had had enough—if the act of retribution 
was fully accomplished. The sunlight gleamed and glittered so that 
he could hardly see, and at the same time he felt a desire to recall 
some half-forgotten memory, lighted by the rays of the setting sun 
too, as now. 

He turned his head, and saw that Pela had had enough. But 
Orlanduccio's attention was specially drawn to the eyes of the dying 
man. There was no hate in their depths, only an infinite sadness, a 
proud and silent resignation, and a certain knowledge, and Orlanduccio 
felt a sudden chill at his heart as he looked at them. Where had he 
seen that look before ? Why, the lion—the lion's eyes were like that 
when he died, of course ! That was it I 

Orlanduccio longed and yet feared to meet his enemy’s gaze. 

“ Orlanduccio,” the dying man said, “ I am sorry for you. I did you 
an injury, you have avenged it. From year to year, the heavy 
burden made fighter, one fink the less in the endless chain, but will 
it never come to an end ? ” 

He said no more, but turned his eyes away towards some distant 
and mysterious vision. And it overwhelmed him ; his fife went to 
pieces like a bubble that has risen to a lighter and colder atmosphere. 

Orlanduccio felt bitterly cold, and was filled with sadness and 
regret as he stood there with the setting sun gilding his eyelashes; 
he was conscious of a dark foreboding that mingled with dreams and 
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memories, and overwhelmed him. He wended his way homewards, 
silent and thoughtful, after having washed the blood from his hands 
in the Arno, whose waters now flowed by grey and cold, for the 
sunlight had left them. 

Sobilia looked out of the shadowy room with eyes full of expectancy. 

Orlanduccio answered her unspoken question shortly. “ It is 
done,” he said, and threw the dagger on to the floor. She would have 
taken him in her arms and kissed him and rejoiced over him, but, 
with a gesture, he restrained her, and with the tones of his voice lie 
raised up a barrier between them. 

“ I have come to say farewell,” he said, “ but first of all, to return 
you that” 

“Yes, of course,” she answered, “ you must go away for a short 
time ; that will be easy to arrange.” 

But his next words put an end to hope. 

“ For a short time or a long time, it matters nought, for I shall 
never return here again. You have obtained your wish, let that suffice 
you. I have much to find, much to think about! Do you remember 
the lion, and how he died ? Now I have seen another death, and I 
am going, I know not whither ! ” 

He went. 

Sobilia sat still in the darkness, and played with the dagger, listen¬ 
ing absently to the noise of its falling on the tiled floor, while she tried 
to think, to understand, fumbling blindly between cold triumph and 
bitter weeping. 

The expected story of the life of Orlanduccio of the Lion remained 
unwritten, and his name never figured in Florentine history. 

It may be that he lived and worked elsewhere under another 
name, or it may be, too, that he had enough to do to find himself in 
the labyrinth of Existence i 
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N OT far from the clear stream Gudenau, in North Jutland, 
in the forest which extends by its banks and far into the 
country, a great ridge of land rises and stretches along 
like a wall through the wood. By this ridge, westward, stands a 
farmhouse, surrounded by poor land ; the sandy soil is seen through 
the spare rye and wheat-ears that grow upon it. Some years have 
elapsed since the time of which we speak. The people who lived 
here cultivated the fields, and moreover kept three sheep, a pig, 
and two oxen ; in fact, they supported themselves quite comfort¬ 
ably, for they had enough to live on if they took things as they came. 
Indeed, they could have managed to save enough to keep two horses; 
but, like the other peasants of the neighbourhood, they said, “ The 
horse eats itself up ”—that is to say, it eats as much as it earns. 
Jeppe-Jans cultivated his field in summer. In the winter he made 
wooden shoes, and then he had an assistant, a journeyman, who 
understood as well as he himself did how to make the wooden shoes 
strong, and light, and graceful. They carved shoes and spoons, and 
that brought in money. It would have been wronging the Jeppe- 
Janses to call them poor people. 

Little lb, a boy seven years old, the only child of the family, would 
sit by, looking at the workmen, cutting at a stick, and occasionally 
cutting his finger. But one day lb succeeded so well with two pieces 
of wood that they really looked like litilo wooden shues ; and these 
he wanted to give to little Christina. And who was little Christina ? 
She was the boatman's daughter, and was graceful and delicate as a 
gentleman's child : had she been differently dressed, no one would 
have imagined that she came out of the hut on the neighbouring 
heath. There lived lier father, who was a widower, and supported 
himself by carrying firewood f in his great boat out of the forest to 
the estate of Silkeborg, with ill? great e^-pond and eel-weir, and some¬ 
times even to the distant little town of Randers. He had no one 
who could take care of little Christina, and therefore the child was 
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almost always with him in his boat, or in the forest among the heath 
plants and barberry bushes. Sometimes, when he had to go as far 
as the town, he would bring little Christina, who was a year younger 
than lb, to stay with the Jeppe-Jiinses. 

Ib and Christina agreed very well in every particular: they 
divided their bread and berries when they were hungry, they dug in 
the ground together for treasures, and they ran, and crept, and 
played about everywhere. And one day they ventured together 
up the high ridge, and a long way into the forest; once they found 
a few snipe’s eggs there, and that was a great event for them. 

Ib had never been on the heath where Christina’s father lived, 
nor had he ever been on the river. But even this was to happen; 
for Christina's father once invited him to go with them, and on the 
evening before the excursion he followed the boatman over the heath 
to the house of the latter. 

Next morning early, the two children were sitting high up on 
the pile of firewood in the boat, eating bread and whortleberries. 
Christina's father and his assistant propelled the boat with staves. 
They had the current with them, and swiftly they glided down the 
stream, through the lakes it forms in its course, and which sometimes 
seemed shut in by reeds and water-plants, though there was always 
room for them to pass, and though the old trees bent quite forward 
over the water, and the old oaks bent down their bare branches, as 
if they had turned up their sleeves, and wanted to show their knotty 
naked arms. Old elder trees, which the stream had washed away 
from the bank, clung with their fibrous roots to the bottom of the 
stream, and looked like little wooded islands. The water-lilies rocked 
themselves on the river. It was a splendid excursion ; and at last 
they came to the great eel-weir, where the water rushed through the 
flood-gates; and Ib and Christina thought this was beautiful to 
behold. 

In those days there was no manufactory there, nor was there 
any town : only the old great farmyard, with its scanty fields, with 
few servants and a few head of cattle, could be seen there; and the 
rushing of the water through the weir and the cry of the wild ducks 
were the only signs of life in Silkeborg. After the firewood had been 
unloaded, the father of Christina bought a whole bundle of eels and 
a slaughtered sucking-pig, and all was put Into a basket and placed 
in the stern of the boat. Then they went back again up the stream ; 
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but the wind was favourable, and when the sails were hoisted it was 
as good as if two horses had been harnessed to the boat. 

When they had arrived at a point in the stream where the assistant- 
boatman dwelt, a little way from the bank, the boat was moored, 
and the two men landed, after exhorting the children to sit still. But 
the children did not do that, or at least they obeyed only for a very 
short time. They must be peeping into the basket in which the eels 
and the sucking-pig had been placed, and they must needs pull the 
sucking-pig out, and take it in their hands, and feel and touch it 
all over; and as both wanted to hold it at the same time, it came to 
pass that they let it fall into the water, and the sucking-pig drifted 
away with the stream—and here was a terrible event! 

Ib jumped ashore, and ran a little distance along the bank, and 
Christina sprang after him. 

“ Take me with you I ” she cried. 

And in a few minutes they were deep in the thicket, and could 
no longer see either the boat or the bank. They ran on a little 
farther, and then Christina fell down on the ground and began to cry ; 
but Ib picked her up. 

“ Follow me ! ” he cried. “ Yonder lies the house.” 

But the house was not ponder. They wandered on and on, over 
the dry, rustling, last year’s leaves, and over fallen branches that 
crackled beneath their feet. Soon they heard a loud piercing scream. 
They stood still and listened, and presently the scream of an eagle 
sounded through the wood. It was an ugly scream, and they were 
frightened at it; but before them, in the thick wood, the most 
beautiful blueberries grew in wonderful profusion. They were so 
inviting that the children could not do otherwise than stop; and 
they lingered for some time, eating the blueberries till they had 
quite blue mouths and blue cheeks. Now again they heard the cry 
they had heard before. 

“ We shall get into trouble aoout the pig,” said Christina. 

“ Come, let us go to our house,” said Ib: “it is here in the wood.” 

And they went forward. They presently came to a wood, but 
it did not lead them home; and darkness came on, and they were 
afraid. The wonderful stillness that reigned around was interrupted 
now and then by the shrill crier, of the great horrid owl, and of birds 
that were strange to them. Ac last they both lost themselves in a 
thicket. Christina cried, and Ib cried too; and after they had 
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bemoaned themselves for a time, they threw themselves down on the 
dry leaves, and went fast asleep. 

The sun was high in the heavens when the two children awoke. 
They were cold; but in the neighbourhood of this resting-place, on 
the hill, the sun shone through the trees, and there they thought 
they would warm themselves ; and from there lb fancied they would 
be able to see his parents’ house. But they were far away from the 
house in question, in quite another part of the forest. They clambered 
to the top of the rising ground, and found themselves on the summit 
of a slope running down to the margin of a transparent lake. They 
could see fish in great numbers in the pure water illuminated by the 
sun's rays. This spectacle was quite a sudden surprise for them; 
but close beside them grew a nut bush covered with the finest nuts ; 
and now they picked the nuts, and cracked them, and ate the delicate 
young kernels, which had only just become perfect. But there was 
another surprise and another fright in store for them. Out of the 
thicket stepped a tall old woman : her face was quite brown, and her 
hair was deep black and shining. The whites of her eyes gleamed 
like a negro's; on her back she carried a bundle, in her hand she 
bore a knotted stick. She was a gipsy. The children did not at 
once understand what she said. She brought three nuts out of her 
pocket, and told them that in these nuts the most beautiful, the 
loveliest things were hidden, for they were wishing-nuts. 

Ib looked at her, and she seemed so friendly that he plucked 
up courage and asked her if she would give him the nuts; and the 
woman gave them to him, and gathered some more for herself, a 
whole pocketful, from the nut bush. 

And Ib and Christina looked at the wishing-nuts with great eyes. 

“ Is there a carriage with a pair of horses in this nut ? " he asked. 

" Yes, there’s a golden carriage with two horses," answered the 
woman. 

" Then give me the nut," said little Christina. 

And Ib gave it to her, and the strange woman tied it in her pocket- 
handkerchief for her. 

“ Is there in this nut a pretty little neckerchief, like the one Chris¬ 
tina wears round her neck ? " inquired Ib. 

** There are ten neckerchiefs in it," answered the woman. “ There 
are beautiful dresses in it, and stockings, and a hat with a veil.” 

" Then I will have that one too," cried little Christina. 
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And lb gave her the second nut also. The third was a little 
black thing. 

“ That one you can keep," said Christina; " and it is a pretty 

one too.” 

“ What is in it ? " inquired lb. 

" The best of all things for you,” replied the gipsy woman. 

And lb held the nut very tight. The woman promised to lead 
the children into the right path, so that they might find their way 
home; and now they went forward, certainly in quite a different 
direction from the path they should have followed. But that is no 
reason why we should suspect the gipsy woman of wanting to steal 
the children. In the wild wood-path they met the forest bailiff, who 
knew lb ; and by his help, lb and Christina both arrived at home, 
where their friends had been very anxious about them. They were 
pardoned and forgiven, although they had indeed both deserved " to 
get into trouble " ; firstly, because they had let the sucking-pig fall 
into the water, and secondly, because they had run away. 

Christina was taken back to her father on the heath, and lb 
l^mained in the farmhouse on the margin of the wood by the great 
ridge. The first thing he did in the evening was to bring forth out 
of his pocket the little black nut, in which " the best thing of all" 
was said to be enclosed. He placed it carefully in the crack of the 
door, and then shut the door so as to break the nut; but there was 
not much kernel in it. The nut looked as if it were filled with tobacco 
or black rich earth ; it was what we call hollow or worm-eaten. 

“ Yes, that's exactly what I thought," said lb. “ How could 
the very best thing be contained in this little nut ? And Christina 
will get just as little out of her two nuts, and will have neither fine 
clothes nor the golden carriage." 

• ••#■•• 

And winter came on, and the new year began; indeed, several 
years went by. 

Ib was at last to be confirmed ; and for this reason he went during 
a whole winter to the clergyman, far away in the nearest village, 
to prepare. About this time the boatman one day visited lb's 
parents, and told them that Christina was now going into service, 
and that she had been really fortunate in getting a remarkably good 
place, and falling into worthy hands. 

“ Only think 1" he said; “ she is going to the rich innkeeper's. 
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in the inn at Horning, far towards the west, many miles from here. 
She is to assist the hostess in keeping the house ; and afterwards, 
if she takes to it well, and stays to be confirmed there, the people 
are going to adopt her as their own daughter." 

And lb and Christina took leave of one another. People called 
them “ the betrothed ” ; and at parting, the girl showed lb that 
she had still the two nuts which he had given her long ago, during 
their wanderings in the forest; and she told him, moreover, that 
in a drawer she had carefully kept the little wooden shoes which 
he had carved as a present for her in their childish days. And there¬ 
upon they parted. 

Ib was confirmed. But he remained in his mother’s house, for 
he had become a clever maker of wooden shoes, and in summer he 
looked after the field. He did it all alone, for his mother kept no 
farm-servant, and his father had died long ago. 

Only seldom he got news of Christina from some passing postilion 
or eel-fisher. But she was well off at the rich innkeeper’s ; and after 
she had been confirmed, she wrote a letter to her father, and sent a 
kind message to Ib and his mother; and in the letter there was 
mention made of certain linen garments and a fine new gown, which 
Christina had received as a present from her employers. This was 
certainly good news. 

Next spring, there was a knock one day at the door of our lb’s 
old mother, and behold, the boatman and Christina stepped into the 
room. She had come on a visit to spend the day : a carriage had to 
come from the Herning inn to the next village, and she had taken the 
opportunity to see her friends once again. She looked as handsome 
as a real lady, and she had a pretty gown on, which had been well 
sewn and made expressly for her. There she stood, in grand array, 
and Ib was in his working clothes. He could not utter a word : he 
certainly seized her hand, and held it fast in his own, and was heartily 
glad; but he could not get his tongue to obey him. Christina was not 
embarrassed, however, for she went on talking and talking, and, 
moreover, kissed Ib on his mouth in the heartiest manner. 

" Did you know me again directly, Ib ? " she asked; but even 
afterwards, when they were left quite by themselves, and he stood 
there still holding her hand in his, he could only say: 

“You look quite like a real lady, and I am so uncouth. How 
often 1 have thought of you, Christina, and of the old times I ” 
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And arm in arm they sauntered up the great ridge, and looked 
across the stream towards the heath, towards the great hills over¬ 
grown with bloom. It was perfectly silent; but by the time they 
parted it had grown quite clear to him that Christina must be his 
wife. Had they not, even in their childhood, been called the betrothed 
pair ? To him they seemed to be really engaged to each other, though 
neither of them had spoken a word on the subject. Only for a few 
more hours could they remain together, for Christina was obliged to 
go back into the next village, whence the carriage was to start early 
next morning for Heming. Her father and lb escorted her as far as 
the village. It was a fair moonlight evening, and when they reached 
their destination, and lb still held Christina's hand in his own, he could 
not make up his mind to let her go. His eyes brightened, but still 
the words came halting over his lips. Yet they came from the depths 
of his heart, when he said : 

“ If you have not become too grand, Christina, and if you can 
make up your mind to live with me in my mother's house as my wife, we 
must become a wedded pair some day; but we can wait awhile yet." 

" Yes, let us wait for a time, lb,” she replied; and he kissed 
her lips. " I confide in you, lb," said Christina: “ and I think that 
I love you—but I will sleep upon it." 

And with that they parted. And on the way home lb told the 
boatman that he and Christina were as good as betrothed; and the 
boatman declared he had always expected it would turn out so ; and 
he went home with lb, and remained that night in the young man's 
house ; but nothing further was said of the betrothal. 

A year passed by, in the course of which two letters were exchanged 
between lb and Christina. The signature was prefaced by the words, 
" Faithful till death! ” One day the boatman came in to lb, and 
brought him a greeting from Christina. What he had further to say 
was brought out in somewhat hesitating fashion, but it was to the 
effect that Christina was almost more than prosperous, for she was a 
pretty girl, courted and loved. The son of the host had been home 
on a visit: he was employed in the office of some great institution in 
Copenhagen; and he was very much pleased with Christina, and she 
had taken a fancy to him: his parents were ready to give their 
consent; but Christina was very anxious to retain lb’s good opinion; 
" and so she had thought of refusing this great piece of good fortune," 
said the boatman. 
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At first Ib said not a word, but he became as white as the wall, 
and slightly shook his head. Then he said slowly: 

" Christina must not refuse this advantageous offer.” 

" Then do you write a few words to her,” said the boatman. 

And lb sat down to write; but he could not manage it well: the 
words would not come as he wished them ; and first he altered and 
then he tore up the page; but the next morning a letter lay ready 
to be sent to Christina, and it contained the following words : 

I have read the letter you have sent to your father, and gather from it 
that you are prospering in all things, and that there is a prospect of higher for 
tune for you. Ask your heart, Christina, and ponder well the fate that await* 
you, if you take me for your husband; what I possess is but little. Do not 
think of me, or my position, but think of your own welfare. You are bound 
to me by no promise, and if in your heart you have given me one, I release you 
from it. May all treasures of happiness be poured out upon you, Christina. 
Heaven will console me in its own good time. 

Ever your sincere friend, 

Ib. 

And the letter was despatched, and Christina duly received it. 

In the course of that November her banns were published in the 
church on the heath, and in Copenhagen, where her bridegroom 
lived; and to Copenhagen she proceeded, under the protection of 
her future mother-in-law, because the bridegroom could not under¬ 
take the journey into Jutland on account of his various occupations. 
On the journey, Christina met her father in a certain village, and here 
the two took leave of one another. A few words were mentioned 
concerning this fact, but Ib made no remark upon it: his mother 
said he had grown very silent of late; indeed, he had become very 
pensive, and thus the three nuts came into hi9 mind which the gipsy 
woman had given him long ago, and of which he had given two to 
Christina. Yes, it seemed right—they were wishing-nuts, and in one 
of them lay a golden carriage with two horses, and in the other very 
elegant clothes; all those luxuries would now be Christina’s in the 
capital. Her part had thus come true. And to him, Ib, the nut 
had offered only black earth. The gipsy woman had said this was 
” the best of all for him.” Yes, it was right—that also was coming 
true. The black earth was the best for him. Now he understood 
clearly what had been the woman’s meaning. In the black earth, 
in the dark grave, would be the best happiness for him. 

-ft 

• •••••# 

And once again years passed by, not very many, but they seemed 
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long years to lb. The old innkeeper and his wife died, and the whole 
of their property, many hundreds of pounds, came tv the son. Yes, 
now Christina could have the golden carriage and plenty of fine clothes. 

During the two long years that followed no letter came from 
Christina; and when her father at length received one from her, it 
was not written in prosperity, by any means. Poor Christina! 
neither she nor her husband had understood how to keep the money 
together, and there seemed to be no blessing with it, because they 
had not sought it. 

And again the summer bloomed and faded. The winter had 
swept for many years across the heath, and over the ridge beneath 
which lb dwelt, sheltered from the rough winds. The spring sun 
shone bright, and lb guided the plough across his field, when one 
day it glided over what appeared to be a fire-stone. Something like 
a great black ship came out of the ground, and when lb took it up 
it proved to be a piece of metal; and the place from which the plough 
had cut the stone gleamed brightly with ore. It was a great golden 
armlet of ancient workmanship that he had found. He had disturbed 
a “ Hun’s Grave,” and discovered the costly treasure buried in it. 
Ib showed what he had found to the clergyman, who explained its 
value to him, and then he betook himself to the local judges, who 
reported the discovery to the keeper of the museum, and recommended 
lb to deliver up the treasure in person. 

" You have found in the earth the best thing you could find,” 
said the judge. 

" The best thing! ” thought Ib. ” The very best thing for me, 
and found in the earth 1 Well, if that is the best, the gipsy woman 
was correct in what she prophesied to me.” 

So Ib travelled with the ferry-boat from Aarhus to Copenhagen. 
To him, who had but once or twice passed beyond the river that 
rolled by his home, this seemed like a voyage across the ocean. And 
he arrived in Copenhagen. 

The value of the gold he had found was paid over to him ; it 
was a large sum—one hundred and twenty pounds. And Ib of the 
heath wandered about in the great capital. 

On the day on which he had settled to go back with the captain, 
Ib lost his way in the streets, and took quite a different direction 
from the one he intended to follow. He had wandered into the 
suburb of Christianshaven, into a poor little street. Not a human 
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being was to be seen. At last a very little girl came out of one of 
the wretched houses. Ib inquired of the little one the way to the 
street which he wanted; but she looked shyly at him, and began to 
cry bitterly. He asked her what ailed her, but could not understand 
what she said in reply. But as they went along the street together, 
they passed beneath the light of a lamp ; and when the light fell on 
the girl’s face, he felt a strange and sharp emotion, for Christina 
stood bodily before him, just as he remembered her from the days of 
his childhood. 

And he went with the little maiden into the wretched house, 
and ascended the narrow crazy staircase, which led to a little attic 
chamber in the roof. The air in this chamber was heavy and almost 
suffocating; no light was burning; but there was a heavy sighing 
and moaning in one comer. Ib struck a light with the help of a 
match. It was the mother of the child who lay sighing on the miser¬ 
able bed. 

" Can I be of any service to you ? " asked Ib. " This little girl 
has brought me up here, but I am a stranger in this city. Are there 
no neighbours or friends whom I could call to you ? " And he raised 
the sick woman’s head and smoothed her pillow. 

It was Christina of the heath ! 

For years her name had not been mentioned yonder, for the 
mention of her would have disturbed lb’s peace of mind, and rumour 
had told nothing good of her. The wealth which her husband had 
inherited from his parents had made him proud and arrogant. He 
had given up his certain appointment, had travelled for half a year 
in foreign lands, and on his return had incurred debts, and yet lived 
in an expensive fashion. His carriage had bent over more and more, 
so to speak, until at la9t it turned over completely. The many merry 
companions and table friends he had entertained declared it served 
him right, for he had kept house like a madman; and one morning 
his corpse was found in the canal. 

The icy hand of death was already on Christina. Her youngest 
child, only a few weeks old, expected in prosperity and bom in misery, 
was already in its grave, and it had come to this with Christina her¬ 
self, that she lay sick to death and forsaken in a miserable room, 
amid a poverty that she might well have borne in her childish days, 
but which now oppressed her painfully, since she had been accustomed 
to better things. It was her eldest child, also a little Christina, who 
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here suffered hunger and poverty with her, and whom lb had now 
brought home. 

"I am unhappy at the thought of dying and leaving the poor 
child here alone,” she said. “ Ah, what is to become of the poor 
thing ? ” And not a word more could she utter. 

And lb brought out another match, and lighted up a piece of 
candle he found in the room, and the flame illumined the wretched 
dwelling. .And lb looked at the little girl, and thought how Christina 
had looked when she was young; and he felt that for her sake he 
would be fond of this child, who was as yet a stranger to him. The 
dying woman gazed at him, and her eyes opened wider and wider— 
did she recognise him ? He never knew, for no further word passed 
over her lips. 

And it was in the forest by the river Gudenau, in the region of 
the heath. The air was thick and dark, and there were no blossoms 
on the heath-plant; but the autumn tempests whirled the yellow 
leaves from the wood into the stream, and out over the heath towards 
the hut of the boatman, in which strangers now dwelt; but below 
the ridge, safe beneath the protection of the high trees, stood the little 
farm, trimly whitewashed and painted, and within it the turf blazed 
up cheerily in the chimney; for within was sunlight, the beaming 
sunlight of a child’s two eyes: and the tones of the spring birds 
sounded in the words that came from the child's rosy lips: she sat 
on lb's knee, and lb was to her both father and mother, for her own 
parents were dead, and had vanished from her as a dream vanishes 
alike from children and grown men. Ib sat in the pretty neat house, 
for he was a prosperous man, while the mother of the little girl rested 
in the churchyard at Copenhagen, where she had died in poverty. 

Ib had money, and was said to have provided for the future. He 
had won gold out of the black earth, and he had a Christina for his 
own, after all. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE 


Hans Christian Andersen 

I N China, you must know, the Emperor is a Chinaman, and all whom 
he has about him are Chinamen too. It happened a good many 
years ago, but that’s jus* why it's worth while to hear the story, 
before it is forgotten. The Emperor’s palace was the most splendid 
in the world; it was made entirely of porcelain, very costly, but so 
delicate and brittle that one had to take care how one touched it. In 
the garden were to be seen the most wonderful flowers, and to the 
costliest of them silver bells were tied, which sounded, so that nobody 
should pass by without noticing the flowers. Yes, every tiling in the 
Emperor's garden was admirably arranged. And it extended so far, 
that the gardener himself did not know where the end was. If a man 
went on and on, he came into a glorious forest with high trees and deep 
lakes. The wood extended straight down to the sea, which was blue 
and deep ; great ships could sail too beneath the branches of the trees ; 
and in the trees lived a Nightingale, which sang so splendidly that even 
the poor fisherman, who had many other things to do, stopped still and 
listened, when he had gone out at night to throw out his nets, and 
heard the Nightingale. 

" How beautiful that is ! ” he said ; but he was obliged to attend 
to his property, and thus forgot the bird. But when in the next night 
the bird sang again, and the fisherman heard it, he exclaimed again, 
" How beautiful that is ! ” 

From all the countries of the world travellers came to the city of the 
Emperor, and admired it, and the palace and the garden, but when 
they heard the Nightingale, they said, " That is the best of all! " 

And the travellers told of it when they came home ; and tl^e learned 
men wrote many books about the town, the palace, and the garden. 
But they did not forget the Nightingale: that was placed highest of 
all; and those who were poets wrote most magnificent poems about 
the Nightingale in the wood by the deep lake. 

The books went through all the world, and a few of them once came 
to the Emperor. He sat in his golden chair, and read, and read: 
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every moment he nodded his head, for it pleased him to peruse the 
masterly descriptions of the city, the palace, and the garden. “ But 
the Nightingale is the best of all,” it stood written there. 

“ What's that ? ” exclaimed the Emperor. " I don't know the 
Nightingale at all! Is there such a bird in my empire, and even in 
my garden ? I've never heard of that. To think that I should have 
to learn such a thing for the first time from books ! " 

And hereupon he called his cavalier. This cavalier was so grand 
that if any one lower in rank than himself dared to speak to him, or 
to ask him any question, he answered nothing but “ P I ”—and that 
meant nothing. 

“ There is said to be a wonderful bird here called a Nightingale,” 
said the Emperor. “ They say it is the best thing in all my great 
empire. Why have I never heard anything about it ? ” 

" I have never heard him named,” replied the cavalier. " He has 
never been introduced at Court.” 

" I command that he shall appear this evening, and sing before 
me,” said the Emperor. " All the world knows what I possess, and I 
do not know it myself! ” 

" I have never heard him mentioned,” said the cavalier. ” I will 
seek for him. I will find him.” 

But where was he to be found ? The cavalier ran up and down all 
the staircases, through halls and passages, but no one among all those 
whom he met had heard talk of the Nightingale. And the cavalier ran 
back to the Emperor, and said that it must be a fable invented by the 
writers of books. 

" Your Imperial Majesty cannot believe how much is written that 
is fiction, besides something that they call the black art.” 

" But the book in which I read this,” said the Emperor, “ was sent 
to me by the high and mighty Emperor of Japan, and therefore it 
cannot be a falsehood. I will hear the Nightingale I It must be here 
this evening ! It has my Imperial favour: and if it does not come, all 
the Court shall be trampled upon after the Court has supped 1 ” 

" Tsing-pe! ” said the cavalier; and again he ran up and down 
all the staircases, and through all the halls and corridors ; and half the 
Court ran with him, for the courtiers did not like being trampled upon. 

Then there was a great inquiry after the wonderful Nightingale, 
which all the world knew excepting the people at Court. 

At last they met with a poor little girl in the kitchen, who said: 
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" The Nightingale ? I know it well; yes, it can sing gloriously. 
Every evening I get leave to carry my poor sick mother the scraps from 
the table. She lives down by the strand ; and when I get back and 
am tired, and rest in the wood, then I hear the Nightingale sing. And 
then the water comes into my eyes, and it is just as if my mother 
kissed me.” 

" Little kitchen girl,” said the cavalier, " I will get you a place in 
the kitchen, with permission to see the Emperor dine, if you will but 
lead us to the Nightingale, for it is announced for this evening.” 

So they all went out into the wood where the Nightingale was 
accustomed to sing; half the Court went forth. When they were 
in the midst of their journey a cow began to low. 

" Oh ! ” cried the Court pages, ” now we have it! That shows a 
wonderful power in so small a creature 1 I have certainly heard it 
before.” 

” No, those are cows lowing,” said the little kitchen girl. ” We 
are a long way from the place yet.” 

Now the frogs began to croak in the marsh. 

" Glorious ! ” said the Chinese Court preacher. " Now I hear it 
—it sounds just like little church bells.” 

” No, those are frogs,” said the little kitchenmaid. ” But now I 
think we shall soon hear it.” 

And then the Nightingale began to sing. 

*' That is it 1 ” exclaimed the little girl. ” Listen, listen 1 and 
yonder it sits.” 

And she pointed to a little grey bird up in the boughs. 

“Is it possible ? ” cried the cavalier. ” I should never have 
thought it looked like that! How simple it looks ! It must certainly 
have lost its Colour at seeing such grand people around.” 

” Little Nightingale ! ” called the little kitchenmaid, quite loudly, 
” our gracious Emperor wishes you to sing before him.” 

“ With the greatest pleasure 1 ” replied the Nightingale, and began 
to sing most delightfully. 

" It sounds just like glass bells I ” said the cavalier. *' And look 
at its little throat, how it's working 1 It's wonderful that we should 
never have heard it before. That bird will be a great success at Court.” 

” Shall I sing once more before the Emperor ? ” inquired the 
Nightingale, for it thought the Emperor was present. 

** My excellent little Nightingale,” said the cavalier, " I have great 
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pleasure in inviting you to a Court festival this evening, when you shall 
charm his Imperial Majesty with your beautiful singing.” 

“ My song sounds best in the green wood,” replied the Nightingale; 
still it came willingly when it heard what the Emperor wished. 

The palace was festively adorned. The walls and the flooring, 
which were of porcelain, gleamed in the rays of thousands of golden 
lamps. The most glorious flowers, which could ring clearly, had been 
placed in the passages. There was a running to and fro, and a thorough 
draught, and all the bells rang so loudly that one could not hear oneself 
speak. 

In the midst of the great hall, where the Emperor sat, a golden 
perch had been placed, on which the Nightingale was to sit. The 
whole Court was there, and the little cook-maid had got leave to stand 
behind the door, as she had now received the title of a real Court cook. 
All were in full dress, and all looked at the little grey bird, to which the 
Emperor nodded. 

And the Nightingale sang so gloriously that the tears came into 
the Emperor's eyes, and the tears ran down over his cheeks; then the 
Nightingale sang still more sweetly, in a way that went straight to the 
heart. The Emperor was so much pleased that he said the Nightingale 
should have his golden slipper to wear round its neck. But the 
Nightingale declined this with thanks, saying it had already received 
a sufficient reward. 

“ I have seen tears in the Emperor’s eyes—that is the real treasure 
to me. An Emperor’s tears have a peculiar power. I am rewarded 
enough ! ” And then it sang again with a sweet, glorious voice. 

“ That's the most amiable coquetry I ever saw ! " said the ladies 
who stood round about, and then they took water in their mouths to 
gurgle when any one spoke to them. They thought they should be 
nightingales too. And the lackeys and chambermaids reported that 
they were satisfied also ; and that was saying a good deal, for they are 
the most difficult to please. In short, the Nightingale achieved a real 
success. 

It was now to remain at Court, to have its own cage, with liberty 
to go out twice every day and once at night. Twelve servants were 
appointed when the Nightingale went out, each of whom had a silken 
string fastened to the bird’s legs, which they held very tight. There 
was really no pleasure in an excursion of that kind. 

The whole city spoke of the wonderful bird, and whenever two 
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people met, one said nothing but “ Nightin,” and the other said 
“ gale ”; and then they both sighed, and understood one another. 
Eleven pedlars' children were named after the bird, but not one of them 
could sing a note. 

One day the Emperor received a large parcel, on which was written 
“ The Nightingale." 

“ There we have a new book about this celebrated bird," said the 
Emperor. 

But it was not a book, but a little work of art, contained in a box, 
an artificial nightingale, which was to sing like a natural one, and was 
brilliantly ornamented with diamonds, sapphires, and rubies. So soon 
as the artificial bird was wound up, he could sing one of the pieces that 
he really sang, and then his tail moved up and down, and shone with 
silver and gold. Round his neck hung a little ribbon, and on that was 
written, " The Emperor of China's nightingale is poor compared to 
that of the Emperor of Japan." 

“ That is capital I " said they all, and he who had brought the 
artificial bird immediately received the title, Imperial Head-Nightingale- 
Bringer. 

" Now they must sing together; what a duet that will be 1" cried 
the courtiers. 

And so they had to sing together; but it did not sound very well, 
for the real Nightingale sang in its own way, and the artificial bird sang 
waltzes. 

" That’s not his fault," said the playmaster; " he’s quite perfect, 
and very much in my style." 

Now the artificial bird was to sing alone. It had just as much 
success as the real one, and was much handsomer to look at—it shone 
like bracelets and breast-pins. 

Three and thirty times over did it sing the same piece, and yet was 
not tired. The people would gladly have heard it again, but the 
Emperor said that the living Nightingale ought to sing something now. 
But where was it ? No one had noticed that it had flown away out 
of the open window, back to the green wood. 

“ But what has become of it ? " asked the Emperor. 

And all the courtiers abused the Nightingale, and declared that it 
was a very ungrateful creature. 

" We have the best bird after all," said they. 

And so the artificial bird had to sing again, and that was the thirty- 
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fourth time that they listened to the same piece. For all that they 
did not know it quite by heart, for it was so very difficult. And the 
playmaster praised the bird particularly ; yes, he declared that it was 
better than a nightingale, not only with regard to its plumage and the 
many beautiful diamonds, but inside as well. 

“ For you see, ladies and gentlemen, and above all, your Imperial 
Majesty, with a real nightingale one can never calculate what is coming, 
but in this artificial bird everything is settled. One can explain it; 
one can open it and make people understand where the waltzes come 
from, how they go, and how one follows up another.” 

" Those are quite our own ideas,” they all said. 

And the speaker received permission to show the bird to the people 
on the next Sunday. The people were to hear it sing too, the Emperor 
commanded ; and they did hear it, and were as much pleased as if they 
had all got tipsy upon tea, for that’s quite the Chinese fashion, and they 
all said, ” Oh 1 ” and held up their forefingers and nodded. But the 
poor fisherman, who had heard the real Nightingale, said : 

“ It sounds pretty enough, and the melodies resemble each other, 
but there's something wanting, though I know not what! ” 

The real Nightingale was banished from the country and empire. 
The artificial bird had its place on a silken cushion close to the Emperor's 
bed; all the presents it had received, gold and precious stones, 
were ranged about it; in title it had advanced to be the High Imperial 
After-Dinner-Singer, and in rank to Number One on the left hand; 
for the Emperor considered that side the most important on which the 
heart is placed, and even in an Emperor the heart is on the left side ; 
and the playmaster wrote a work of five and twenty volumes about the 
artificial bird : it was very learned and very long, full of the most 
difficult Chinese words ; but yet all the people declared that they had 
read it and understood it, for fear of being considered stupid, and having 
their bodies trampled on. 

So a whole year went by. The Emperor, the Court, and all the 
other Chinese knew every little twitter in the artificial bird’s song by 
heart. But just for that reason it pleased them best—they could sing 
with it themselves, and they did so. The street boys sang, “ Tsi-tsi- 
tsi-glug-glug ! " and the Emperor himself sang it too. Yes, that was 
certainly famous. 

But one evening when the artificial bird was singing its best, and 
the Empgror lay in bed listening to it, something inside the bird said. 
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“ Whizz I " Something cracked. “ Wliir-r-r ! " All the wheels ran 
round, and then the music stopped. 

The Emperor immediately sprang out of bed, and caused his body 
physician to be called ; but what could he do ? Then they sent for a 
watchmaker, and after a good deal of talking and investigation, the 
bird was put into something like order, but the watchmaker said that 
the bird must be carefully treated, for the barrels were worn, and it 
would be impossible to put new ones in in such a manner that the 
music would go. There was a great lamentation ; only once in the 
year was it permitted to let the bird sing, and that was almost too much. 
But then the playmaster made a little speech, full of heavy words, and 
said this was just as good as before—and so of course it was as good 
as before. 

Now five years had gone by, and a real grief came upon the whole 
nation. The Chinese were really fond of their Emperor, and now he 
was ill, and could not, it was said, live much longer. Already a 
new Emperor had been chosen, and the people stood out in the street 
and asked the cavalier how the Emperor did. 

“ P ! " said he, and shook his head. 

Cold and pale lay the Emperor in his great gorgeous bed ; the whole 
Court thought him dead, and each one ran to pay homage to the new 
ruler. The chamberlains ran out to talk it over, and the ladies’-maids 
had a great coffee party. All about, in all the halls and passages, cloth 
had been laid down so that no footstep could be heard, and therefore it 
was quiet there, quite quiet. But the Emperor was not dead yet: stifl 
and pale he lay on the gorgeous bed with the long velvet curtains and 
the heavy gold tassels ; high up, a window stood open, and the moon 
shone in upon the Emperor and the artificial bird. 

The poor Emperor could scarcely breathe ; it was just as if some¬ 
thing lay upon his chest; he opened his eyes, and then he saw that it 
was Death who sat upon his chest, and had put on his golden crown, 
and held in one hand the Emperor's sword, in the other his beautiful 
banner. And all around, from among the folds of the splendid velvet 
curtains, strange heads peered forth ; a few very ugly, the rest quite 
lovely and mild. These were all the Emperor's bad and good deeds, 
that stood before him now that Death sat upon his heart. 

" Do you remember this ? " whispered offe to the other. " Do 
you remember that ? " and then they told him so much that the 
perspiration ran from his forehead. 
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■" I did not know that I " said the Emperor. " Music ! music I 
the great Chinese drum I " he cried, “ so that I need not hear all they 
say! ” 

And they continued speaking, and Death nodded like a Chinaman 
to all they said. 

" Music I music ! ” cried the Emperor. " You little precious 
golden bird, sing, sing ! I have given you gold and costly presents ; I 
have even hung my golden slipper around your neck—sing now, sing ! " 

But the bird stood still; no one was there to wind him up, and he 
could not sing without that; but Death continued to stare at the 
Emperor with his great hollow eyes, and it was quiet, fearfully quiet. 

Then there sounded from the window, suddenly, the most lovely 
song. It was the little live Nightingale, that sat outside on a spray. 
It had heard of the Emperor's sad plight, and had come to sing to him 
of comfort and hope. As it sang the spectres grew paler and paler; 
the blood ran quicker and more quickly through the Emperor’s weak 
limbs; and even Death listened, and said: 

“ Go on, little Nightingale, go on I ” 

“ But will you give me that splendid golden sword ? Will you 
give me that rich banner ? Will you give me the Emperor's crown ? ” 

And Death gave up each of these treasures for a song. And the 
Nightingale' sang on and-on; and it sang of the quiet churchyard 
where the white roses grow, where the elder blossoms smell sweet, and 
where the fresh grass is moistened by the tears of survivors. Then 
Death felt a longing to see his garden, and floated out at the window in 
the form of a cold white mist. 

" Thanks 1 thanks ! ” said the Emperor. “ You heavenly little 
bird ! I know you well. I banished you from my country and 
empire, and yet you have charmed away the evil faces from my couch, 
and banished Death from my heart I How can I reward you ? ” 

" You have rewarded me I " replied the Nightingale. " I have 
drawn tears from your eyes, when I sang the first time—I shall never 
forget that. Those are the jewels that rejoice a singer’s heart. But now 
sleep, and grow fresh and strong again. I will sing you something.” 

And it sang, and the Emperor fell into a sweet slumber. Ah ! how 
mild and refreshing that sleep was ! The sun shone upon him through 
the windows, when he awoke refreshed and restored : not one of his 
servants had yet returned, for they all thought he was dead; only, the 
Nightingale still sat beside him and sang. 
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" You must always stay with me/’ said the Emperor. " You 
shall sing as you please; and I’ll break the artificial bird into a thousand 
pieces." 

“ Not so," replied the Nightingale. " It did well as long as it 
could: keep it as you have done till now. I cannot build my nest in 
the palace to dwell in it, but let me come when I feel the wish; then I 
will sit in the evening on the spray yonder by the window, and sing you 
something, so that you may be glad and thoughtful at once. I will 
sing of those who are happy and of those who suffer. I will sing of good 
and of evil that remains hidden round about you. The little singing 
bird flies far around, to the poor fisherman, to the peasant's roof, to 
every one who dwells far away from you and from your Court. I love 
your heart more than your crown, and yet the crown has an air of 
sanctity about it. I will come and sing to you—but one thing you 
must promise me.” 

“ Everything 1 ” said the Emperor; and he stood there in his 
Imperial robes, which he had put on himself, and pressed the sword 
which was heavy with gold to his heart. 

" One thing I beg of you : tell no one that you have a little bird who 
tells you everything. Then it will go all the better.” 

And the Nightingale flew away. 

The servants came in to look at their dead Emperor, and—yes, 
there he stood, and the Emperor said “ Good morning I " 
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O UT in the forest stood a pretty little Fir Tree. It had a good 
place ; it could have sunlight, air there was in plenty, and all 
around grew many larger comrades—pines as well as firs. But 
the little Fir Tree wished ardently to become greater. It did not care 
for the warm sun and the fresh air; it took no notice of the peasant 
children, who went about talking together, when they had come out 
to look for strawberries and raspberries. Often they came with a 
whole pot-full, or had strung berries on a straw ; then they would sit 
down by the little Fir Tree and say, “ How pretty and small that one 
is 1 *’ and the Fir Tree did not like to hear that at all. 

Next year he had grown a great joint, and the following year he 
was longer still, for in fir trees one can always tell by the number of 
rings they have how many years they have been growing. 

“ Oh, if I were only as great a tree as the other 1 ” sighed the little 
Fir, “ then I would spread my branches far around, and look out from 
my crown into the wide world. The birds would then build nests in 
my boughs, and when the wind blew I could nod just as grandly as 
the others yonder.” 

It took no pleasure in the sunshine, in the birds, and in the red 
clouds that went sailing over him morning and evening. 

When it was winter, and the snow lay all around, white and 
sparkling, a hare would often come jumping along, and spring right 
over the little Fir Tree. Oh 1 this made him so angry. But two 
winters went by, and when the third came the little Tree had grown 
so tall that the hare was obliged to run round it. 

“ Oh ! to grow, to grow, and become old; that's the only fine 
thing in the world,” thought the Tree. 

In the autumn woodcutters always came and felled a few of the 
largest trees; that was done this year too, and the little Fir Tree, 
that was now quite well grown, shuddered with fear, for the great 
stately trees fell to the ground with a crash, and their branches were 
cut off, so that the trees looked quite naked, long, and slender—they 
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could hardly be recognised. But then they were laid upon wagons, 
and horses dragged them away out of the wood. Where were thev 
going ? What destiny awaited them ? 

In the spring, when the Swallows and the Stork came, the Tree 
asked them, " Do you know where they were taken ? Did you not 
meet them ? " 

The Swallows knew nothing about it, but the Stork looked thought¬ 
ful, nodded his head, and said : 

“Yes, I think so. I met many new ships when I flew out of 
Egypt; on the ships were stately masts ; I fancy these were the trees. 
They smelt like fir. I can assure you they’re stately—very stately.” 

“ Oh that I were only big enough to go over the sea! What kind 
of thing .is this sea, and how does it look ? ” 

“ It would take too long to explain all that,” said the Stork, and 
he went away. 

“ Rejoice in thy youth,” said the Sunbeams; “ rejoice in thy 
fresh growth, and in the young life that is within thee.” 

And the wind kissed the Tree, and the dew wept tears upon it; 
but the Fir Tree did not understand that. 

When Christmas-time approached, quite young trees were felled, 
sometimes trees which were neither so old nor so large as this Fir Tree, 
that never rested, but always wanted to go away. These young trees, 
which were almost the most beautiful, kept all their branches; they 
were put upon wagons, and horses dragged them away out of the 
wood. 

“ Where are they all going ? ” asked the Fir Tree. “ They are 
not greater than I—indeed, one of them was much smaller. Why 
do they keep all their branches ? Whither are they taken ? ” 

“ We know that 1 We know that I ” chirped the Sparrows. 
“ Yonder in the town we looked in at the windows. We know where 
they go. Oh 1 they are dressed up in the greatest pomp and splendour 
that can be imagined. We have looked in at the windows, and have 
seen that they are planted in the middle of the warm room, and 
adorned with the most beautiful.things—gilt apples, honey-cakes, 
playthings, and many hundreds of candles.” 

“ And then ? ” asked the Fir Tree, and trembled through all its 
branches. “ And then ? What happens then ? ” 

“ Why, we have not seen anything more. But it was incom¬ 
parable.” 
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“ Perhaps I may be destined to tread this glorious path one day ! " 
cried the Fir Tree rejoicingly. “ That is even better than travelling 
across the sea. How painfully I long for it 1 If it were only Christmas 
now ! Now I am great and grown up, like the rest who were led away 
last year. Oh, if I were only on the carriage ! If I were only in the 
warm room, among all the pomp and splendour! And then ? Yes, 
then something even better will come, something far more charming, 
or else why should they adorn me so ? There must be something 
grander, something greater still to come; but what ? Oh ! I'm 
suffering, I’m longing ! I don’t know myself what is the matter with 
me ! ” 

“ Rejoice in us,” said Air and Sunshine. " Rejoice in thy fresh 
youth here in the woodland.” 

But the Fir Tree did not rejoice at all, but it grew and grew ; winter 
and summer it stood there, green, dark green. The people who saw 
it said, “ That's a handsome tree ! ” and at Christmas-time it was 
felled before any one of the others. The axe cut deep into its marrow 
and the tree fell to the ground with a sigh : it felt a pain, a sensation 
of faintness, and could not think at all of happiness, for it was sad at 
parting from its home, from the place where it had grown up: it 
knew that it should never again see the dear old companions, the 
little bushes and flowers all around—perhaps not even the birds. 
The parting was not at all agreeable. 

The Tree only came to itself when it was unloaded in a yard, with 
other trees, and heard a man say : 

“ This one is famous ; we only want this one ! ” 

Now two servants came in gay liveries, and carried the Fir Tree 
into a large beautiful saloon. All around the walls hung pictures, 
and by the great stove stood large Chinese vases with lions on the 
covers ; there were rocking-chairs, silken sofas, great tables covered 
with picture-books, and toys worth a hundred times a hundred crowns, 
at least the children said so. And the Fir Tree was put into a great 
tub filled with sand; but no one could see that it was a tub, for it 
was hung round with green cloth, and stood on a large many-coloured 
carpet. Oh, how the Tree trembled! What was to happen now ? 
The servants, and the young ladies also, decked it out. On one 
branch they hung little nets, cut out of coloured paper ; every net was 
filled with sweetmeats; golden apples and walnuts hung down as if 
they grew there, and more than a hundred little candles, red, white, 
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and blue, were fastened to the different boughs. Dolls that looked 
exactly like real people —the Tree had never seen such before —swung 
among the foliage, and high on the summit of the Tree was fixed a 
star. It was splendid, particularly splendid. 

“ This evening,” said all, “ this evening it will shine.” 

*' Oh,” thought the Tree, " that it were evening already! Oh 
that the lights may be soon lit up 1 When may that be done ? I 
wonder if trees will come out of the forest to look at me ? Will the 
sparrows fly against the panes ? Shall I grow fast here, and stand 
adorned in summer and winter ? ” 

Yes, he did not guess badly. But he had a complete backache 
from mere longing, and the backache is just as bad for a Tree as the 
headache for a person. 

At last the candles were lighted. What a brilliance, what splen¬ 
dour I The Tree trembled so in all its branches that one of the candles 
set fire to a green twig, and it was scorched. 

" Heaven preserve us 1 ” cried the young ladies ; and they hastily 
put the fire out. 

Now the Tree might not even tremble. Oh, that was terrible! 
It was so afraid of setting fire to some of its ornaments, and it was 
quite bewildered with all the brilliance. And now the folding-doors 
were thrown open, and a number of children rushed in as if they 
would have overturned the whole Tree: the older people followed 
more deliberately. The little ones stood quite silent, but only for a 
minute ; then they shouted till the room rang : they danced gleefully 
round the Tree, and one present after another was plucked from it. 

“ What are they about ? ” thought the Tree. '* What's going to 
be done ? ” 

And the candles burned down to the twigs, and as they burned 
down they were extinguished, and then the children received permis¬ 
sion to plunder the Tree. Oh ! they rushed in upon it, so that every 
branch cracked again : if it had not been-fastened by the top and by 
the golden star to the ceiling, it would have fallen down. 

The children danced about with their pretty toys. No one looked 
at the Tree except one old man, who came up and peeped among the 
branches, but only to see if a fig or an apple had not been forgotten. 

“ A story! a story 1 ” shouted the children ; and they drew a 
little fat man towards the Tree; and he sat down just beneath it, 

" for then we shall be in the green wood,” said he, ” and the tree may 
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have the advantage of listening to my tale. But I can only tell one. 
Will you hear the story of Ivede-Avede, or of Klumpey-Dumpey, 
who fell downstairs, and still was raised up to honour and married 
the Princess ? ” 

" Ivede-Avede 1 ” cried some ; " KIumpey-Diunpey ! ’’ cried 

others, and there was a great crying and shouting. Only the Fir Tree 
was quite silent, and thought, “ Shall I not be in it ? shall I have 
nothing to do in it ? " But he had been in the evening's amusement, 
and had done what was required of him. 

And the fat man told about Klumpey-Dumpey who fell downstairs, 
and yet was raised to honour and married the Princess. And the 
children clapped their hands, and cried, “ Tell another ! tell another ! " 
for they wanted to hear about Ivede-Avede ; but they only got the 
story of Klumpey-Dumpey. The Fir Tree stood quite silent and 
thoughtful; never had the birds in the wood told such a story as that. 
Klumpey-Dumpey fell downstairs, and yet came to honour and married 
the Princess ! 

" Yes, so it happens in the world! " thought the Fir Tree, and 
believed it must be true, because that was such a nice man who told 
it. “ Well, who can know ? Perhaps I shall fall downstairs too, and 
marry a Princess l" And it looked forward with pleasure to being 
adorned again, the next evening, with candles and toys, gold and fruit. 

“ To-morrow I shall not tremble," it thought. " I will rejoice in all 
my splendour. To-morrow I shall hear the story of Klumpey-Dumpey 
again, and perhaps that of Ivede-Avede too." 

And the Tree stood all night quiet and thoughtful. 

In the morning the servants and the chambermaid came in. 

“ Now my splendour will begin afresh," thought the Tree. But 
they dragged him out of the room, and upstairs to the garret, and here 
they put him in a dark comer where no daylight shone. 

" What's the meaning of this ? " thought the Tree. “ What am 
I to do here ? What is to happen ? ' 

And he leaned against the wall, and thought, and thought. And 
he had time enough, for days and nights went by, and nobody came 
up ; and when at length some one came, it was only to put some great 
boxes in a comer. Now the Tree stood quite hidden away, and the 
supposition is that it was quite forgotten. 

“ Now it’s winter outside,” thought the Tree. “ The earth is 
hard and covered with snow, and people cannot plant me; therefore 
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I suppose I'm to be sheltered here until spring comes. How con¬ 
siderate that is I How good people are! If it were only not so dark 
here, and so terribly solitary I—not even a little hare 1 That was 
pretty out there in the wood, when the snow lay thick and the hare 
sprang past; yes, even when he jumped over me ; but then I did not 
like it. It is terribly lonely up here ! ” 

" Piep I piep ! ” said a little Mouse, and crept forward, and then 
came another little one. They smelt at the Fir Tree, and then slipped 
among the branches. 

“ It's horribly cold," said the two little Mice, “ or else it would be 
comfortable here. Don’t you think so, you old Fir Tree ? ” 

" I'm not old at all," said the Fir Tree. “ There are many much 
older than. I." 

" Where do you come from ? ” asked the Mice. “ And what do 
you know ? " They were dreadfully inquisitive. " Tell us about 
the most beautiful spot on earth. Have you been there ? Have 
you been in the store-room, where cheeses lie on the shelves, and hams 
hang from the ceiling, where one dances on tallow candles, and goes 
in thin and comes out fat ? " 

" I don't know that," replied the Tree; “ but I know the wood, 
where the sun shines and the birds sing." 

And then it told all about its youth. 

And the little Mice had never heard anything of the kind; and 
they listened and said: 

“ What a number of things you have seen! How happy you 
must have been 1" 

" I ? ” replied the Fir Tree; and it thought about what it had 
told. “ Yes, those were really quite happy times." But then he 
told of the Christmas Eve, when he had been hung with sweetmeats 
and candles. 

“ Oh ! " said the little Mice, “ how happy you have been, you old 
Fir Tree 1 ” 

" I’m not old at all," said the Tree. “ J only came out of the wood 
this winter. I'm only rather backward in my growth." 

“ What splendid stories you can tell 1" said the little Mice. 

And next night they came with four other little Mice, to hear what 
the Tree had to relate; and the more it said, the more clearly did it 
remember everything, and thought, “ Those were quite merry days 1 
But they may come again. Klumpey-Dumpey fell downstairs, and 
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yet he married the Princess. Perhaps I may many a Princess 
too ! ” And then the Fir- Tree thought of a pretty little birch tree 
that grew out in the forest: for the Fir Tree, that birch was a real 
Princess. 

" Who’s Klumpey-Dumpey ? ” asked the little Mice. 

And then the Fir Tree told the whole story. It could remember 
every single word ; and the little Mice were ready to leap to the very 
top of the tree with pleasure. Next night a great many more Mice 
came, and on Sunday two Rats even appeared; but these thought 
the story was not pretty, and the little Mice were sorry for that, for 
now they also did not like it so much as before. 

“ Do you only know one story ? ” asked the Rats. 

“ Only that one,” replied the Tree. “ I heard that on the happiest 
evening of my life ; I did not think then how happy I was.” 

" That’s a very miserable story. Don’t you know any about 
bacon and tallow candles—a store-room story ? ” 

” No,” said the Tree. 

M Then we’d rather not hear you,” said the Rats. 

And they went back to their own people. The little Mice at last 
stayed away also ; and then the Tree sighed and said : 

" It was very nice when they sat round me, the merry little Mice, 
and listened when I spoke to them. Now that’s past too. But I 
shall remember to be pleased when they take me out.” 

But when did that happen ? Why, it was one morning that people 
came and rummaged in the garret: the boxes were put away, and the 
Tree brought out; they certainly threw him rather roughly on the 
floor, but a servant dragged him away at once to the stairs, where the 
daylight shone. 

” Now life is beginning again ! ” thought the Tree. 

It felt the fresh air and the first sunbeams, and now it was out in 
the courtyard. Everything passed so quickly that the Tree quite 
forgot to look at itself, there was so much to look at all round. The 
courtyard was close to a garden, and here everything was blooming; 
the roses hung fresh and fragrant over the little paling, the linden 
trees were in blossom* and the swallows cried, "Quinze-wit! quinze- 
wit! my husband’s come! ” But it was not the Fir Tree that they 

meant. 

" Now I shall live l ” said the Tree rejoicingly, and spread its 
branches far out; but, alas ! they were all withered and yellow; and 
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it lay in the comer among nettles and weeds. The tinsel star was 
still upon it, and shone in the bright sunshine. 

In the courtyard a couple of the merry children were playing, 
who had danced round the tree at Christmas-time, and had rejoiced 
over it. One of the youngest ran up and tore off the golden star. 

“ Look what is sticking to the ugly old fir tree,” said the child, 
and he trod upon the branches till they cracked again under his boots. 

And the Tree looked at all the blooming flowers and the splendour 
of the garden, and then looked at itself, and wished it had remained 
in the dark comer of the garret; it thought of its fresh youth in the 
wood, of the merry Christmas Eve, and of the little Mice which had 
listened so pleasantly to the story of Klumpey-Dumpey. 

“ Past f past I ” said the old Tree. “ Had I but rejoiced when 
I could have done so I Past! past! ” 

And the servant came and chopped the Tree into little pieces ; a 
whole bundle lay there; it blazed brightly under the great brewing 
copper, and it sighed deeply, and each sigh was like a little shot; and 
the children who were at play there ran up and seated themselves at 
the fire, looked into it, and cried " Puff 1 puff! ” But at each explo¬ 
sion, which was a deep sigh, the Tree thought of a summer day in the 
woods, or of a winter night there, when the stars beamed; he thought 
of Christmas Eve and of Klumpey-Dumpey, the only story he had 
ever heard or knew how to tell; and then the Tree was burned. 

The boys played in the garden, and the youngest had on his breast 
a golden star, which the Tree had worn on its happiest evening. Now 
that was past, and the Tree’s life was past, and the story is past too: 
past I past i—and that’s the way with all stories. 
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THE STORY OF A MOTHER 

Hans Christian Andersen 

A MOTHER sat by her little child: she was very sorrowful, 
and feared that it would die. Its little face was pale, 
and its eyes were closed. The child drew its breath with 
difficulty, and sometimes so deeply as if it were sighing; and then 
the mother looked more sorrowfully than before on the little creature. 

Then there was a knock at the door, and a poor old man came 
in wrapped up in something that looked like a great horse-cloth, 
for that keeps warm ; and he required it, for it was cold winter. 
Without, everything was covered with ice and snow, and the wind 
blew so sharply that it cut jone’s face. 

And as the old man trembled with cold, and the child was quiet 
for a moment, the mother went and put some beer on the stove in a 
little pot, to warm it for him. The old man sat down and rocked the 
cradle, and the mother seated herself on an old chair by him, looked 
at her sick child that drew its breath so painfully, and seized the little 
hand. 

“You think I shall keep it, do you not ? " she asked. ** The 
good God will not take it from me 1 ” 

And the old man—he was Death —nodded in such a strange way, 
that it might just as well mean yes as no. And the mother cast down 
her eyes, and tears rolled down her cheeks. Her head became heavy: 
for three day’s and three nights she had not closed her eyes; and 
now she slept, but only for a minute ; then she started up and shivered 
with cold. 

" What is that ? ” she asked, and looked round on all sides; but 
the old man was gone, and her little child was gone; he had taken 
it with him. And there in the comer the old clock was humming 
and whirring; the heavy leaden weight rah down to the floor— 
plump I—and the clock stopped. 

But the poor mother rushed out of the house crying for her child. 
Out in the snow sat a woman in long black garments, and she 
said, " Death has been with you in your room; I saw him hasten 
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away with your child: he strides faster than the wind, and never 
brings back what he has taken away." 

“ Only tell me which way he has gone,” said the mother. " Tell 
me the way, and I wiH find him.” 

“ I know him,” said the woman in the black garments; " but 
before I tell you, you must sing me all the songs that you have sung 
to your child. I love those songs; I have heard them before. I am 
Night, and I saw your tears when you sang them.” 

'* I will sing them all, all! ” said the mother. ” But do not detain 
me, that I may overtake him, and find my child.” 

But Night sat dumb and still. Then the mother wrung her hands, 
and sang and wept. And there were many songs, but yet more 
tears, and then Night said, " Go to the right into the dark fir wood; 
for I saw Death take that path with your little child.” 

Deep in the forest there was a cross road, and she did not know 
which way to take. There stood a Blackthorn Bush, with not a leaf 
or a blossom upon it; for it was in the cold winter-time, and icicles 
hung from the twigs. 

" Have you not seen Death go by, with my little child ? ” 

“ Yes,” replied the Bush; " but I shall not tell you which way 
he went unless you warm me on your bosom. I'm freezing to death 
here, I'm turning to ice.” 

And she pressed the Blackthorn Bush to her bosom, quite close, 
that it might be well warmed. And the thorns pierced into her 
flesh, and her blood oozed out in great drops. But the Blackthorn 
shot out fresh green leaves, and blossomed in the dark winter night: 
so warm is the heart of a sorrowing mother! And the Blackthorn 
Bush told her the way that she should go. 

Then she came to a great Lake, on which there was neither ship 
nor boat. The Lake was not frozen enough to carry her, nor suffi¬ 
ciently open to allow her to wade through, and yet she must cross 
it if she was to find her child. Then she laid herself down to drink 
the Lake; and that was impossible for any one to do. But the 
sorrowing mother thought that perhaps a miracle might be wrought. 

“ No, that can never succeed,” said the Lake. " Let us rather 
see how we can agree. I’m fond of collecting pearls, and your eyes 
are the two clearest I have ever seen: if you will weep them out 
into me I will carry you over into the great greenhouse, where Death 
lives and cultivates flowers and trees; each of these is a human life.” 
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" Oh, what would I not give to get my child! " said the afflicted 
mother; and she wept yet more, and her eyes fell into the depths 
of the Lake, and became two costly pearls. But the Lake lifted 
her up, as if she sat in a swing, and she was wafted to the opposite 
shore, where stood a wonderful house, miles in length. One could not 
tell if it was a mountain containing forests and caves, or a place that 
had been built. But the poor mother could not see it, for she had 
wept her eyes out. 

“ Where shall I find Death, who went away with my little child ? ” 
she asked. 

" He has not arrived here yet,” said an old grey-haired woman, 
who was going about and watching the hot-house of Death. ” How 
have you found your way here, and who helped you ? " 

“ The good God has helped me,” she replied. " He is merciful, and 
you will be merciful too. Where—where shall I find my little child ? ” 

” I do not know it,” said the old woman, " and you cannot see. 
Many flowers and trees have faded this night, and Death will soon 
come and transplant them. You know very well that every human 
being has his tree of life, or his flower of life, just as each is arranged. 
They look like other plants, but their hearts beat. Children's hearts 
can beat too. Think of this. Perhaps you may recognise the beating 
of your child's heart. But what will you give me if I tell you what 
more you must do ? ” 

" I have nothing more to give,” said the afflicted mother. " But 
I will go for you to the ends of the earth." 

“ I have nothing for you to do there,” said the old woman, “ but 
you can give me your long black hair. You must know yourself 
that it is beautiful, and it pleases me. You can take my white hair 
for it, and that is always something.” 

“ Do you ask for nothing more ? ” asked she. “ I will give you 
that gladly.” And she gave her beautiful hair, and received in 
exchange the old woman's white hair. 

And then they went into the great hot-house of Death, where 
flowers and trees were growing marvellously intertwined. There 
stood the fine hyacinths under glass bells, some quite fresh, others 
somewhat sickly; water-snakes were twining about them, and black 
crabs clung tightly to the stalks. There stood gallant palm trees, 
oaks, and plantains, and parsley and blooming thyme. Each tree 
and flower had its name; each was a human life: the people were 
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still alive, one in China, another in Greenland, scattered about in the 
world. There were great trees thrust into little pots, so that they 
stood quite crowded, and were nearly bursting the pots; there was 
also many a little weakly flower in rich earth, with moss round about 
it, cared for and tended. But the sorrowful mother bent down over 
all the smallest plants, and heard the human heart beating in each, 
and out of millions she recognised that of her child. 

“ That is it! ” she cried, and stretched out her hands over a little 
crocus flower, which hung down quite sick and pale. 

“ Do not touch the flower,” said the old dame ; " but place your¬ 
self here; and when Death comes—I expect him every minute—then 
don’t let him pull up the plant, but threaten him that you will do the 
same to the other plants; then he'll be frightened. He has to account 
for them all; not one mav be pulled up till he receives commission 
from Heaven.” 

And all at once there was an icy cold rush through the hall, and the 
blind mother felt that Death was arriving. 

" How did you find your way hither ? ” said he. “ How have 
you been able to come quicker than I ? ” 

"lama mother,” she answered. 

And Death stretched out his long hands towards the little delicate 
flower : but she kept her hands tight about it, and held it fast; and 
yet she was full of anxious care lest he should touch one of the leaves. 
Then Death breathed upon her hands, and she felt that his breath 
was colder than the icy wind; and her hands sank down powerless. 

” You can do nothing against me,” said Death. 

” But the merciful God can,” she replied. 

“ I only do what He commands,” said Death. “ I am His 
gardener. I take all His trees and flowers, and transplant them into 
the great Paradise gardens, in the unknown land. But how they 
will flourish there, and how it is there, I may not tell you.” 

“ Give me back my child,” said the mother; and she implored 
and wept. All at once she grasped two pretty flowers with her two 
hands, and called to Death, “ I’ll tear off all your flowers, for I am in 
despair.” 

“ Do not touch them,” said Death. ” You say you are so un¬ 
happy, and now you would make another mother just as unhappy 1 ” 

“ Another mother ? ” said the poor woman; and she let the 
flowers go. 
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" There are your eyes for you," said Death. " I have fished 
them out of the lake; they gleamed up quite brightly. I did not 
know that they were yours. Take them back—they are clearer now 
than before—and then look down into the deep vrell close by. I will 
tell you the names of the two flowers you wanted to pull up, and you 
will see what you were about to frustrate and destroy.” 

And she looked down into the well, and it was a happiness to 
see how one of them became a blessing to the world, how much joy 
and gladness she diffused around her. And the woman looked at the 
life of the other, and it was made up of care and poverty, misery and 
woe. 

“ Both are the will of God,” said Death. 

" Which of them is the flower of misfortune, and which the blessed 
one ? ” she asaed. 

" That I may not tell you,” answered Death, " but this much 
you shall hear, that one of these two flowers is that of your child. 
It was the fate of your phild that you were—the future of your own 
child.” 

Then the mother screamed aloud for terror. 

“ Which of them belongs to my child ? Tell me that 1 Release 
the innocent child ! Let my child free from all that misery 1 Rather 
carry it away I Carry it into God's kingdom! Forget my tears, 
forget my entreaties, and all that I have done 1 ” 

" I do not understand you,” said Death. “ Will you have your 
child back, or shall I carry it to that place that you know not ? ” 

Then the mother wrung her hands, and fell on her knees, and 
prayed to the good God. 

“ Hear me not when I pray against Thy will, which is at all times 
the best 1 Hear me not 1 hear me not 1 ” And she let her head 
sink down on her bosom. 

And Death went away with her child into the unknown land 
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THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL 

Hans Christian Andersen 

I T was terribly cold; it snowed and was already almost dark, 
and evening came on, the last evening of the year. In the 
cold and gloom a poor little girl, bareheaded and barefoot, 
was walking through the streets. When she left her own house she 
certainly had had slippers on; but of what use were they ? They 
were very big slippers, and her mother had used them till then, so 
big were they. The little maid lost them as she slipped across the 
road, where two carriages were rattling by terribly fast. One slipper 
was not to be found again, and a boy had seized the other, and run 
away with it. He thought he could use it very well as a cradle, some 
day when he had children of his own. So now the little girl went 
with her little naked feet, which were quite red and blue with the 
cold. In an old apron she carried a number of matches, and a bundle 
of them in her hand. No one had bought anything of her all day, 
and no one had given her a farthing. 

Shivering with cold and hunger, she crept along, a picture of 
misery, poor little girl! Snow-flakes covered her long fair hair, which 
fell in pretty curls over her neck ; but she did not think of that now. 
In all the windows lights were shining, and there was a glorious smell 
of roast goose, for it was New Year’s Eve. Yes, she thought of that! 

In a comer formed by two houses, one of which projected beyond 
the other, she sat down, cowering. She had drawn up her little feet, but 
she was still colder, and she did not dare to go home, for she had sold no 
matches, and did not bring a farthing of money. From her father she 
would certainly receive a beating, and besides, it was cold at home, for 
they had nothing over them but a roof through which the wind whistled. 

Her little hands were almost benumbed with the cold! Ah 1 
a match might do her good, if she-eeuld only draw one from the 
bundle, and rub it against the wall, and warm her hands at it. She 
drew one out. R-r-atch ! how it sputtered and burned I It was a 
warm bright flame, like a little candle, when she held her hands over 
it; it was a wonderful little light! It really seemed to the little 
girl as if she sat before a great polished stove, with bright brass feet 
and a brass cover. How the fire burned I hqw comfortable it was 1 
But the little flame went out, and the stove vanished, and she had 
only the remains of the burned match in her hand. 
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A second was rubbed against the wall. It burned up, and when 
the light fell upon the wall it became transparent like a thin veil, 
and she could see through it into the room. On the table a snow- 
white cloth was spread; upon it stood a shining dinner service; 
the roast goose smoked gloriously, stuffed with apples and dried 
plums. And what was still more splendid to behold, the goose hopped 
down from the dish, and waddled along the floor, with a knife and fork 
in its breast, to the little girl. Then the match went out, and only 
the thick, damp, cold wall was before her. She lighted another 
match. Then she was sitting under a beautiful Christmas tree: 
it was greater and more ornamental than the one she had seen through 
the glass door at the rich merchant's. Thousands of candles burned 
upon the green branches, and coloured pictures like those in the 
print-shops looked down upon them. The little girl stretched forth 
her hand towards them ; then the match went out. The Christmas 
lights mounted higher. She saw them now as stars in the sky : one 
of them fell down, forming a long line of fire. 

“ Now some one is dying,” thought the little girl, for her old 
grandmother, the only person who had loved her, and who was now 
dead, had told her that when a star fell down a soul mounted up to 
God. She nibbed another match against the wall; it became bright 
again, and in the brightness the old grandmother stood clear and 
shining, mild and lovely. 

" Grandmother ! ” cried the child, " take me with you 1 I know 
you will go when the match is burned out. You will vanish like the 
warm fire, the warm food, and the great glorious Christmas tree! ” 

And she hastily rubbed the whole bundle of matches, for she 
wished to hold her grandmother fast. And the matches burned 
with such a glow that it became brighter than in the middle of the 
day : grandmother had never been so large or so beautiful. She took 
the little girl in her arms, and both flew in brightness and joy above the 
earth, very, very high, and up there was neither cold, nor hunger, 
nor care—they were with God I 

But in the comer, leaning against the wall, sat the poor girl with 
red cheeks and smiling mouth, frozen to death on the last evening 
of the Old Year. The New Year's sun rose upon a little corpse I 
The child sat there, stiff and cold, with the matches, of which one 
bundle was burned. "She wanted to warm herself,” the people 
said. No one knew what a beautiful thing she had seen, and in what 
glory she had gone in with her grandmother to the New Year’s Day. 





DANISH 


MEYER ARON GOLDSCHMIDT 

1819-1B87 


THE FLYING MAIL 

i 

F RITZ BAGGER had just been admitted to the bar. He had 
come home and entered his room, seeking rest. All his mental 
faculties were now relaxed after their recent exertion, and a 
long-restrained power was awakened. He had reached a crisis in 
life : the future lay before him,—the future, the future 1 What was 
it to be ? He was twenty-four years old, and could turn himself 
whichever way he pleased, let fancy run to any line of the compass. 
Out upon the horizon, he saw little rose-coloured clouds, and nothing 
therein but a certain undefined bliss. He put his hands over his eyes, 
and sought to bring this uncertainty into clear vision; and after a 
long time had elapsed, he said : " Yes, and so one marries." 

“ Yes, one marries," he continued, after a pause ; " but whom ? " 
The truth was, he didn’t know anybody to whom he could give 
his heart, but longed, with a certain twenty-four-year power, for her 
to whom he could offer it,—her who was worthy to receive his whole 
self-made being, and in exchange give him all that queer imagined 
bliss, which is or ought to be in the world, as every one so firmly 
believes. 

" Oh, I am a fool I" he said, as he suddenly became conscious 
that he was merely dreaming and wishing. 

He leaned upon the window-seat—it was in an attic—and let the 
wind cool his forehead. But while the wind refreshed, the street itself 
gave his mind new nourishment. Down there it moved, to him 
unknown, and veiled and hidden as at a masquerade. What a treasure 
might not that easy virgin foot carry! What a fancy might there 
not be moving in the head under that little bonnet, and what a heart 
might there not be beating under the folds of that shawl 1 But, too, 
all this treasure might belong to another. 

" Oh I life is a lottery, a cruel lottery ; fSr to everybody there is 
but one drawing, and the whole man is at stake. Woe to the loser I " 
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For the second time he stroked his forehead, shook these thoughts 
from him, seeking more practical ones, and for the second time it 
terminated in going to the window and gazing out. 

A whirlwind filled the street, slamming gates and doors, shaking 
windows and carrying dust with it up to his attic chamber. He was 
in the act of drawing back, when he saw a little piece of paper whirled 
in the dust cloud coming closely near him. He shut his eyes to keep 
out the dust, grasping at random for the paper, which he caught. At 
the same moment the whirlwind ceased, and the sky was again clear. 
This appeared to him ominous; the scrap of paper had certainly a 
meaning to him, a meaning for him ; the unknown whom he had not 
really spoken to, yet had been so exceedingly busy with, could not 
quite accidentally have thus conveyed this to his hands, and with 
throbbing heart he retired from the window to read the message. 

One side of the paper was blank ; in the left-hand corner of the 
other side was written “ beloved," and a little below it seemed as if 
there had been a signature, but now there was nothing left excepting 
the letters " geb." 

“ ‘ Geb,’ what does that mean ? ” asked Fritz Bagger, with dark 
humour. " If it had been gek, I could have understood it, although 
it were incorrectly written. Geb, Gebrer, Algebra, Gebriiderbuh,—I 
am a big fool.” 

“ But it is no matter, she shall have an answer,” he shouted after 
a while, and seated himself to write a long, glowing love-letter. When 
it was finished and read, he tore it in pieces. 

“ No,” said he, ” if destiny has intended the least thing by acting 
to me as mail-carrier through the window, let me act reasonably.” 
He wrote on a little piece of paper : 

" As the old Norwegians, when they went to Iceland, threw their 
high-seat pillars into the sea with the resolution to settle where they 
should go ashore, so I send this out. My faith follows after; and it 
is my conviction that where this alights, I shall one day come, and 

salute you as my chosen, as my-” ” Yes, now what more shall 

I add?” he asked himself. “Ay, as my—'geb'—!” he added, 
with an outburst of merry humour, that just completed the whole 
sentimental outburst. He went to the window and threw the paper 
out; it alighted with a slow quivering. He was already afraid that 
it would go directly down into the ditch ; but then a breeze came lifting 
it almost up to himself again, then a new current carried it away, 
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lifting it higher and higher, whirling it, till at last it disappeared from 
his sight in continual ascent. 

" After all, I have become engaged to-day,” he said to himself, 
with a certain quiet humour, and yet impressed by a feeling that he 
had really given himself to the unknown. 

ii 

Six years had passed, and Fritz Bagger had made his mark, although 
not as a lover. He had become Counsellor, and was particularly 
distinguished for the skill and energy with which he brought criminals 
to confession. It is thus that a man of fine and poetic feelings can 
satisfy himself in such a business, for a time at least: with the half of 
his soul he can lead a life which to himself and others seems entire 
only because it is busy, because it keeps him at work, and fills him 
with a consciousness of accomplishing something practical and good. 

Be it because his professional duties gave him no time or oppor¬ 
tunity for courtship, or for some other reason, Fritz Bagger remained 
a bachelor ; and a bachelor with the income of his profession is looked 
upon as a rich man. Counsellor Bagger would, when business allowed, 
enter into social life, treating it in that elegant, independent, almost 
poetic manner, which in most cases is denied to married men, and 
which is one reason why they ’jpress the hand of a bachelor with a sigh, 
a mixture of envy, admiration, and compassion. If we add here that 
a bachelor with such a professional income is the possible stepping- 
stone to an advantageous marriage, it is easily seen that Fritz Bagger 
was much sought for in company. He went into society, too, as often 
as his legal duties allowed, hastening in the black “ swallow-tail ” to a 
dinner or soiree, and often amusing himself where others were weary. 
For conversation about anything Whatever with the cultivated was 
to him a refreshment, and he brought with him a good appetite and 
good humour, resting upon conscientious work. He could show 
interest in trifles, because in their nothingness (quite contrary to the 
trifles in which half an hour previous, with painful interest, he had 
ferreted out crime) they appeared to him as belonging to an innocent, 
childish world ; and if conversation approached more earnest things, 
he spoke freely, and evidently gave himself quite up to the subject, 
letting the whole surface of his soul flow out. And thus he procured 
friendship and reputation. 
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In this way, then, six years had slipped by, when Counsellor 
Bagger, or rather Fritz Bagger as we will call him, in remembrance of 
his examination-day, and his notes by the flying mail, was invited to 
a wedding-party on the shooting-ground. The company was not 
very large—only thirty couples—but very select. Bagger was a 
friend in the families of both bride and bridegroom, and consequently 
being well known to nearly all present he felt himself as among friends 
gathered by a mutual joy, and was more than usually animated. A 
superb wine, which the bride’s father had himself brought, crowned 
their spirits with the last perfect wreath. Although the toast to the 
bridal pair had been officially proposed. Bagger took occasion to offer 
his congratulations in a second encomium of love and matrimony; 
which gave a solid, prosaic man opportunity for the witty remark and 
hearty wish that so distinguished a practical office-holder as Counsellor 
Bagger would carry his fine theories upon matrimony into practice. 
The toast was drunk with enthusiasm, and just at that moment a 
strong wind shook the windows, and burst open one of the doors, 
blowing so far into the hall as to cause the lights to flicker much. 

Bagger became, through the influence of the wine, the company, 
and the sight of the happy bridal pair, six years younger. His soul 
was carried away from criminal and police courts, and found itself on 
high, as in the attic chamber, with a vision of the small tinted clouds 
and the angel-heads. The sudden gust of wind carried him quite 
back to the moment when he sent out his note as the Norwegian 
heroes their high-seat pillars: the spirit of his twenty-fourth year 
came wholly over him, queerly mixed with the half-regretful reflection 
of the thirtieth year, with fun, and inclination to talk and to breathe. 
He exclaimed, as he rose to acknowledge the toast: 

“ I am engaged.” 

“ Ay I ay I Congratulations 1 congratulations ! ” sounded from 
all sides. 

“ This gust of wind, which nearly extinguished the lights, brought 
me a message from my betrothed ! " 

“ What ? ” “ What is it ? ” asked the company, their heads at 

that moment not in the least condition for guessing charades. 

" Counsellor Bagger, have you, like the Doge of Venice, betrothed 
yourself to the sea or storm ? ” asked the bridegroom. 

“ Yes,” exclaimed Bagger, “ just like the Doge of Venice, but not 
as aristocratic 1 From my attic chamber, where I sat on my examina- 
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tion-day, guided by Cupid, in a manner which it would take too long 
to narrate, I gave to the whirlwind a love-letter, and at any moment 
She can step forward with my letter, my promise, and demand me 
soul and body.” 

” Who is it, then ? ** asked bridegroom and bride, with the most 
earnest interest. 

" Yes, how can I tell that ? Do I know the whirlwind's roads ? ” 

" Was the letter signed with your name ? ” 

" No ; but don't you think I will acknowledge my handwriting ? ” 
replied Bagger, quite earnestly. 

This earnestness with reference to an obligation which no one 
understood became comical; and Bagger felt at the moment that he 
was on the brink of the ridiculous. Trying to collect himself, he 
said: 

” 19 it not an obligation we all have ? Do not both bride and 
bridegroom acknowledge that long before they knew each other the 
obligation was present ? ” 

" Yes, yes ! " exclaimed the bridegroom. 

" And the whirlwind, accident, the unknown power, brought them 
together so that the obligation was redeemed ? ” 

“ Yes, yes 1 " 

“ Let us, then,” continued Bagger, " drink a toast to the wind, the 
accident, the moving power, unknown and yet controlling. To those 
of us who, as yet, are unprovided for and under forty, it will at some 
time undoubtedly bring a bride; to those who are already provided 
for will come the expected in another form. So a toast to the wind 
that came in here and flickered the lights; to the unknown, that 
brings us the wished for; and to ourselves, that we may be prepared 
to receive it when announced.” 

” Bravo 1" exclaimed the bridegroom, looking upon his bride. 

” Puh-h-h 1 ” thought Bagger, seating himself with intense relief, 
" I have come out of it somewhat decently after all. The deuce take 
me before I again express a sentimentality.” 

How Counsellor Bagger that night could have fallen asleep, between 
memory, or longing and discontent, is difficult to tell, had he not on 
his arrival home found a package of papers, an interesting theft case. 
He sat down instantly to read, and day dawned ere they were finished. 
His last thought, before his eyelids closed, was—Two years in the 
House of Correction. 
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A month later, toward the close of September, two ladies, twenty 
or twenty-two years of age, were walking in a garden about ten miles 
from Copenhagen. One of the ladies apparently was at home there : 
this was evident partly from her dress, which, although elegant, was 
domestic, and partly by her taking the lead and paying honour, by 
drawing boughs and branches aside, holding them until her companion, 
who was more showily dressed, had slipped past. This companion, 
a handsome, cultivated girl of the well-to-do middle class, had cer¬ 
tainly a soul, but yet was far less busy with the world in her own heart 
than with the world of fashion. It was about the world, the world of 
Copenhagen, that Miss Brandt at this moment was telling Miss Hjelm, 
and although Miss Hjelm was not, nun-like, indifferent either to 
fashions or incidents in high life, the earnest manner in which Miss 
Brandt spoke of these things caused her to go politely in front. 

" But you have heard about Emmy Ibsen’s marriage ? ” asked 
Miss Brandt. 

" Yes, it was about a month ago, I think.” 

" Yes, I was bridesmaid.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Miss Hjelm, in a voice which atoned for her 
brevity. 

“ The party was at the shooting-ground.” 

" So ! ” said Miss Hjelm again, with as correct an intonation as 
if she had substituted it for " I don’t care.” ” Take care, Miss 
Brandt," she added, stooping to avoid an apple-branch. 

" Take care ?—oh, for that branch 1 ” said Miss Brandt, and 
avoided it as charmingly and coquettishly as if it had been living. 

” It was very gay,” she added, “ even more so than wedding- 
parties commonly are ; but this was caused a good deal by Counsellor 
Bagger.” 

“ So ! " 

“ Yes, he was very gay. ... I was his companion at table.” 

” Ah ! ” 

“ Oh, only to think ! he stood up at the table declaring that he 
was engaged.” 

" Was his lady present ? ” 

" No, that she was not, I think. t)o you know who it was ? ” 

“ No. How should I know that, Miss Brandt ? ” 
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" The whirlwind ! ” 

” The whirlwind ? ” 

" Yes. He said that he, as a young man, in a solemn moment 
had sent his love-letter or his promise out with the wind, and he was 
continually waiting for an answer: he had given his promise, was 
betrothed !—Ou ! " 

" What is it ? " asked Miss Hjelm sympathetically. The truth 
was, the young hostess at this moment had relaxed her polite care, 
and a limb of a gooseberry bush had struck against Miss Brandt's 
ankle. 

The pain was soon over ; and the two ladies, who now had reached 
the termination of the walk, turned toward the house side by side, 
each protecting herself, unconscious that any change had occurred. 

" But I hardly believe it,” continued Miss Brandt; “he said it 
perhaps only to make himself conspicuous, for certain gentlemen are 
just as coquettish as ... as they accuse us of being.” 

Miss Hjelm uttered a doubting ** Um ! ” 

*' Yes, that they really are 1 Have you ever seen any lady as 
coquettish as an actor ? ” 

“ I don't know any of them, but I should suppose an actress 
might be.” 

“ No: no actress I have ever met of the better sort was really 
coquettish. I don't know how it is with them, but I believe they 
have overcome coquettishness.” 

” But you think, then, Counsellor Bang is coquettish ? ” 

" Not Bang—Bagger. Yes; for although he said he had this 
romantic love for a fairy, he often does court to modest earthly ladies. 
He is certainly something of a flirt." 

” How unbecoming in an old man! ” 

“ Yes; but he is not old.” 

" Oh! ” said Miss Hjelm, laughing: ” I have only known one 
war counsellor, and he was old ; so I thought of all war counsellors 
a9 old.” 

” Yes; but Counsellor Bagger is not war counsellor, but a real 
Superior Court Counsellor." 

” Oh, how earnest that is 1 And so he is in love with a fairy ? " 

“ Yes: it is ridiculous l ” said Miss Brandt, laughing. During 
this conversation they had reached the house, and Miss Brandt 
complained that something was yet pricking her ankle. They went 
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into Miss Hjelm’s room, and here a thorn was discovered and taken 
out. 

“ How pretty and cosy this room really is ! " said MisS Brandt, 
looking around. “ In a situation like this, one can surely live in the 
country summer and winter. Out with us at Taarback it blows in 
through the windows, doors, and very walls." 

" That must be bad in a whirlwind." 

" Yes—yes : still, it might be quite amusing when the whirlwind 
carried such billets : not that one would care for them ; yet they might 
be interesting for a while." 

"Oh, yes! perhaps.” 

" Yes : how do you think a young girl would like it, when there 
came from Heaven a billet in which one pledged himself to her for 
time and eternity ? " 

" That isn't easy to say ; but I don’t believe the occurrence quite 
so uncommon. A friend of mine once had such a billet blown to 
her, and she presented me with it." 

" Does one give such things away ? Have you the billet ? " 

" I will look for it," answered Miss Hjelm ; and surely enough, 
after longer search in the sewing-table, in drawers and small boxes, 
than was really necessary, she found it. Miss Brandt read it, taking 
care not to remark that it very much appeared to her as if it resembled 
the one the counsellor had mentioned. 

" And one gives such a billet away ! " she said, after a pause. 

“ Yes : will you have it ? " asked Miss Hjelin, as though after a 
sudden resolution. 

Miss Brandt’s first impulse was an eager acceptance; but she 
checked herself almost as quickly, and answered : 

“ Oh, yes, thank you, as a curiosity." Then slowly put it between 
her glove and hand. 

When Miss Brandt and her company rode away, Miss Hjelm's 
cousin, a handsome, middle-aged widow, said to her : 

" How is it, Ingeborg ? It appears to me you laugh with one eye 
and weep with the other." 

“ Yes: a soap-bubble has burst for me, and glitters, maybe, for 
another." 

" You know I seldom understand the sentimental enigmas: can 
you not interpret your words ? ” 




148 


M. A. GOLDSCHMIDT 


" Yes: to-day an illusion has vanished, that had lasted for six years.” 

“ For six years ? " said her cousin, with an inquiring or sympathis¬ 
ing look. “ So it began when you were hardly sixteen years.” 

” Now do you believe that when I was in my sixteenth year I saw 
an ideal of a man, end was enamoured of him, and to-day I hear that 
he is married ? ” 

” No, I don't know that I believe all that,” answered the cousin, 
dropping her eyes; ” but I suppose that then you had a pretty vision, 
and have carried it along with you in silence—and with faith.” 

” But it was something more than a vision; it was a letter—a 
love-letter.” 

The cousin looked upon Ingeborg so inquiringly, so anxiously, that 
words were - unnecessary. Beside this the cousin knew that when 
Ingeborg was inclined to talk she did so without being asked, and if 
she wished to be silent she was silent. 

Ingeborg continued: " One day I drove to town with my deai 
father. Father was to go on further than to Noerrebro, and I had an 
errand at Vestervold. So I stepped out and went through the Love- 
path. As I came to the corner of the path and the Ladegaardsway 
the wind blew so violently against me that I could hardly bVeathe, 
and something blew against my veil, fluttering with wings like a 
humming-bird. I tried to drive it away, for it blinded one of my 
eyes; but it blew back again. So I caught it and was going to let it 
fly away over my head, but that moment I saw it was written upon, 
and read it. It was a love-letter 1 A man wrote that he sent this as 
in old times the Norwegian emigrants let their high-seat pillars be 
carried by the sea, and where it came he would one time come, and 
bring his faith to his destined ‘ Gab.’ ” 

" ' Geb ' ? What is that ? " asked the cousin. 

” That is Ingebdrg,” answered Miss Hjelm, with a plain simplicity, 
showing how deeply she had believed in the earnestness of the message. 

“ It was really remarkable I ” said the cousin, and added with a 
smile which perhaps was somewhat ironical: ” And did you then 
resolve to remain unmarried, until the unknown letter-writer should 
come and redeem his vow ? ” 

” I will not say that,” answered Ingeborg, who quickly became 
more guarded; " but the letter perhaps contained some stronger 
requirements than under the circumstances could be fulfilled.” 

” So I and now ? ” 
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“ Now I have presented the letter to Miss Brandt.” 

“ You gave it away ? Why ? ” 

" Because I learned that the man, who perhaps or probably wrote 
it in his youth, has spoken about it publicly, and is Counsellor in one 
of the courts.” 

” Oh, I understand,” said the cousin, half audibly: ” when the 
ideal is found out to be a counsellor, then-” 

“ Then it is not an ideal any longer ? No. The whole had been 
spoiled by being talked about in public. I wanted to get away from 
the temptation to think of him. Pay court to him, announce myself 
to him as the happy finder—I could not.” 

" That I understand very well,” said the cousin, putting her arm 
affectionately around Ingeborg’s waist; ” but why did you just give 
Miss Brandt the letter ? ” 

" Because she is acquainted with the counsellor, and indeed, as far 
as I could understand, feels somewhat for him. They two can get 
each other; and what a wonderful consecration it will be, when she 
on the marriage-day gives him the letter 1 ” 

iv 

Good fortune seldom comes singly. One morning Criminal and 
Court Counsellor Bagger got, at his residence at Noerre Street, official 
intelligence that from the first of next month he was transferred to 
the King’s Court, and in grace was promoted to be veritable Counsellor 
of Justice there; rank, fourth-class, number three. As, gratified by 
this friendly smile from above, he went out to repair to the court¬ 
house, he met in the porch a postman, who delivered him a letter. 
With thoughts yet busy with new title and court. Counsellor Bagger 
broke the letter, but remained as if fixed to the ground. In it he read: 

“ The high-seat pillars have come on shore. —* Geb.’—” 

One says well that a man’s love or season of courtship lasts till 
his thirtieth year, and after that time he is ambitious; but it is not 
always so, and with Counsellor Bagger it was in all respects the con¬ 
trary. His ambition was already, if not fully reached, yet in some 
degree satisfied. The faculty of love had not been at aU employed, 
and the letter came like a spark in a powder-cask; it ran glowing 
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through every nerve. The youthful half of his soul, which had slept 
within him, wakened with such sudden revolutionary strength that 
the other half soul, which until now had borne rule, became com¬ 
pletely subject; yes, so wholly, that Counsellor Bagger went past 
the court-house and came down in Court-house Street without noticing 
it. Suddenly he missed the big building with the pillars and inscrip¬ 
tion : “ With law shall Lands be built " ; looked around confused, 
and turned back. 

So much was he still at this moment Criminal Examiner, that 
among the first thoughts or feelings which the mysterious letter excited 
in him was this : It can be a trick, a foolery. But in the next moment 
it occurred to him that never to any living soul had he mentioned his 
bold figure of the high-seat pillars, and still less revealed the mysterious, 
to him so valued, syllable—geb—. No doubt could exist: the fine, 
perfumed paper, the delicate lady handwriting, and the few signi¬ 
ficant words testified that the billet which once in youthful, sanguine 
longing he had entrusted to the winds of heaven had come to a lady, 
and that in one way or another she had found him out. He remem¬ 
bered very well that on a single occasion, five or six weeks before, 
he had in a numerous company mentioned that incident, and he did 
not doubt that the story had extended itself as ripples do when one 
throws a stone into the water ; but where in the whole town, or indeed 
the land, had the ripple hit the exact point ? He looked again at the 
envelope. It bore the stamp of the Copenhagen city mail: that was 
all. But that showed with some probability that the writer lived in 
Copenhagen, and maybe at this moment she looked down upon him 
from its many windows. There was something in the paper, the 
handwriting, that made her seem young, spirited, beautiful, piquant. 
There was something fairy-like, exalted, intoxicating, in the feeling 
that the object of the longing and hope of his youth had been under 
the protection of a good spirit, and that the great unknown had taken 
care of and prepared for him a companion, a wife, just at the 
moment when he had become Counsellor of Justice of the Superior 
Court. But who was she ? This was the only thing painful in the 
affair; but this intriguing annoyance was not to be avoided, if 
the lady was to remain within her sphere, surrounded by respect 
and esteem. 

“ What would I have thought of a lady, a woman, who came 
straight forward and handed out the billet, saying : ‘ Here lam’? ” 
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he asked himself, at the moment when at last he had found the court¬ 
house stairs and was ascending. 

How it fared that day with the examinations is recorded in criminal 
and police court documents ; but a veil is thrown over it in considera¬ 
tion of the fact that a man only once in his life is made Counsellor of 
Justice in the King’s Court. The day following it went better; 
although it is pretty sure that a horse thief went free from further 
reproof, because the counsellor was busy rolling this stone up the 
mountain : Where shall I seek her if she does not write again ? Will 
she write again ? If she would do that, why did she not write a little 
more at first ? 

A couple of weeks after the receipt of the letter, one evening about 
seven o'clock, the counsellor sat at home, not as before by his writing- 
table busy with acts, but on a corner of the sofa, with drooping arms, 
deeply absorbed in a mixture of anxious doubts and dreaming ex¬ 
pectations. One of his fancies was that his lady summoned him— 
he would not even in thought use the expression : gave him an inter¬ 
view—to a masquerade. It was consequently no common masquerade, 
but a grand, elegant masked ball, to which a true lady could repair. 
The clock was at eleven, the appointed hour: he waited anxiously 
the pressing five minutes; then she came and extended him the fine 
hand in the finest straw-coloured glove— 

" Letter to the Counsellor of Justice,” said Jens, with strong 
Funen accent, and short, soldierly pronunciation. 

It is rarely that what one longs for comes just at the 
moment of most earnest desire; but notwithstanding the letter 
was from her, the Counsellor of Justice knew the superscription, 
would have known it among a hundred thousand. The letter read 
thus: 

“ I ought to be open towards you ; and, as we shall never meet, 
I can be so.” 

Here the Counsellor of Justice stopped a moment and caught for 
breath. A good many of our twenty-year-old beaux, who have never 
been admitted to the bar, far less have been Court Counsellors, would 
under similar circumstances have said to themselves: " She writes 
that she will be open ; that is to say, now she will fool me : we shall 
never meet; that is to say, now I shall soon see her.” But Counsellor 
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Bagger believed every word as gospel, and his knees trembled. He 
read further : 

" I am ashamed of the few words I last wrote you ; but my apology 
is, that it is only two days since I learned that you are married. I 
have been mistaken, but more in what may be imputed to me than in 
what I have thought. My only comfort is, that I shall never be known 
by you or anybody, and that I shall be forgotten, as I shall 
forget.” 

“ Never ! But who can have spread the infamous slander 1 What 
dreadful treachery of some wretch or gossiping wench who knows 
nothing about me ! And how can she believe it! How in such a town 
as Copenhagen can it be a matter of doubt for five minutes, if a 
Superior Court Counsellor is married or not! Or maybe there is 
some other Counsellor Bagger married—a Town Councillor or the 
like ? Or maybe she lives at a distance, in a quiet world, so that the 
truth of it does not easily reach her ? 

” If she should sometime meet me, and know that I was, am, and 
have been unmarried, that meanwhile we have both become old and 
grey- can one think of anything more sad ? But suppose, too, that 
to-morrow she finds out that she has been deceived : she has once 
written, ‘ I was mistaken,' and cannot, as a true woman, write it 
again, unless she first heard from me, and learned how I longed- and 
so I am cut off from her, as if I lived in the moon.” 

A thought came suddenly, like a meteor in the dark : advertise. 
What family in Copenhagen did not the Address Paper reach ? lie 
would put in an advertisement—but how ? ” Fritz Bagger is not 

married.”—No : that was too plain. ” F. B. is not married.”—No : 
that was not plain enough. As he could find no successful use for his 
own name, it flashed into his mind to use hers—" geb ”—; and 
although it was painful to him to publish this, to him, almost sacred 
syllabic for profane eyes to gaze upon, yet it comforted him that only 
one, she herself, would understand it. Yet he hesitated. But one 
cannot make an omelet without breaking eggs ; and although the 
heart's finest fibres ache at the thought of sending a message to a 
fairy through the Address Paper, yet one yields to this rather than 
lose the fairy. 

At last, after numerous efforts he stopped at this “ —geb— ! It 
is a in? ,«kc : he waits only lor- - geb—.” It appeared to him to contain 
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the approach to a happy result, and tired out by emotion he fell asleep 
on his sofa. 

Some days after came a new letter with the dear handwriting ; its 
contents were: 

“ Well I appear eight days from to-day at Mrs. Canuteson’s, to 
congratulate her upon her birthday.” 

This was sunshine after thunder; this was hope's rainbow which 
arched itself up to heaven from the earth, yet wet with tears. 

” And so she belongs to good society,” said the Counsellor of 
Justice, without noticing how by these words he discovered to himself 
that a doubt or suspicion had lain until now behind his ecstasy. “ But,” 
he added, ” consequently, it is my own friends who have spread the 
rumour of my marriage. Friends indeed! A wife is a man’s only 
friend. It is hard, suicidal, to remain a bachelor.” 

On the appointed day he went too early. Mrs. Canuteson was yet 
alone. She was surprised at his congratulatory visit; but, however, 
as it was a courtesy, the surprise was mingled with delight, for Bagger 
was not the man whose visit a lady would not receive with pleasure. 
With that ingenuity of wit one can sometimes have, just when the 
heart is full and taken possession of, he did wonders, and entertained 
the lady in so lively a manner that she did not perceive how long a 
time he was passing with her. As the door at length opened, the 
lady exclaimed: 

" Oh, this is charming I How welcome you are 1 How is your 
mother ? This dear young lady’s acquaintance I made last summer 
when we were in the country, and at last she is so good as to keep her 
promise and visit me. Counsellor Bagger—Miss Hjelm.” 

The Counsellor wasn’t sure that it was She, but he was convinced 
that it ought to be. Not to speak of Ingeborg Hjelm's being really 
amiable and distingiUe, his heart was now prepared, as a photographer's 
glass which has received collodion, and took the first girl picture that 
met it. 

He approached and spoke to Miss Hjelm with deep emotion. She 
was friendly and open, for the name Counsellor Bagger did not occur 
to her; and the idea she had formed of him did not at all compare 
with the young, elegant, handsome maivbefore her. True enough, his 
manner was somewhat peculiarly gallant, which a lady cannot easily 
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mistake; but this gallantry was united with such an unmistakable 
respect, or more properly awe, that he gave her the impression of a 
poetical, chivalrous nature. 

By and by there .came more ladies, both married and unmarried, 
but Bagger had almost forgotten what errand they could have with 
him. At last Miss Brandt came also, accompanied by her sister. As 
she opened the door, and saw Bagger by the side of Miss Hjelm, she 
gave a little, a very little, cry, or, more properly, gasped aloud for 
breath, and made a movement, as if something kept her back. 

“ Oh ! my dress caught," she said, and having arranged it a little, 
she approached Mrs. Canuteson, with smiling face, to offer her con¬ 
gratulation. 

Bagger looked at the watch : he had been there two hours! Then 
lingering to exchange a few polite words with Miss Brandt, he took his 
leave. 


v 

Within eight days from Mrs. Canuteson's birthday Counsellor 
Bagger had not only learned where Miss Hjelm lived, but had estab¬ 
lished himself at an inn dose by the farm, and obtained admittance 
to the house, which last was not so difficult, since Mrs. Hjelm was a 
friendly, hospitable lady, and since neither her daughter nor niece 
thought they ought to prejudice her against him. 

In this manner four or five days passed away, which, to judge from 
Bagger’s appearance, were very pleasant. He wrote to his colleagues 
in the Superior Court, that one could only value an autumn in Nature's 
lap after so laborious and health-destroying work as his life for many 
years had been. Then one day he received a letter from the unknown, 
reading thus: 

" Be more successful than last time, at Mrs. Emmy Lund's on 
Tuesday, two o’clock. Please notice, two o’clock precisdy." 

“ Does she mean this ? Is she really coquettish ? Yet I think 
I have been successful so far," said Bagger to himself, and waited for 
the Tuesday with comparative ease ; in truth he did not at all under¬ 
stand why he should be troubled to go to town. 

Early on Tuesday morning he went over to the farm, and was 
somewhat surprised that there was to be seen no preparation for a 
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town journey. Ingeborg, in her usual morning dress, was seated at 
the sewing-table. He waited until near twelve o’clock, calculating 
that two hours was the least she needed in which to dress and drive 
to town. The long hand threatened to touch the short hand at the 
number twelve without any appearance of Ingeborg’s noticing it. 
She only now and then cast a stealthy look at him, for it had not 
escaped her, nor the others, that he was in expectancy and excitement. 
When the clock struck twelve—he was alone with her—he asked 
suddenly, in a quick, trembling voice : 

“ Miss Hjelm, you know I am Superior Court Counsellor ? ” 

" No; that I did not know," she said almost with dread, and 
arose. “ No ; that I have never known ! " 

" But allow me, dear lady; so you know it now," he said, surprised 
that the title or profession produced so strong an effect. 

" Yes, now I know it," she said, and held her hand upon her 
heart. “ Why do you tell me that ? What does that signify ? " 

“ Nothing else, Miss Hjelm, than that you may understand that I 
don’t believe in witchcraft.” 

“ But, Mr. Counsellor, is there then anybody who has accused 
you of believing in witchcraft ? " 

“ No, dear madam ; but for all tnat I can assure you, that at the 
moment the clock struck twelve I thought that you, by two o’clock, 
must fly away in the form of a bird.” 

" As the clock struck twelve now, at noon ?—not at midnight ? 
Can you satisfy my curiosity, and tell me why i ” 

" Because under ordinary circumstances it appears to me impos¬ 
sible for a lady, to make her toilette and drive ten miles in less than 
two hours." 

“ That is quite true, Mr. Counsellor; but neither do I intend to 

drive ten miles to-day." 

•* It was for that reason that I said, fly.” 

“ No, nor fly. And to convince you and quite certainly rid you of 
the idea of witchcraft, you can stay here, if you please, until—what 
time was it ? 

" Two o’clock." 

“ That is two long hours; but the Counsellor can, if he please, 
lay that offering upon the altar of education." 

“ Oh ! I know another altar upon which I would rather offer the 
two only all too short hours-" 
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" Let it now be upon that of education. You promised my cousin 
and me that you would read to us about popular science of nature 
and interesting facts in the life of animals." 

"Yes, dear madam ; but I cannot fly: my carriage stands waiting 
at the inn." 

“ Oh, I beg pardon ! an agreeable journey, Mr. Counsellor." 

" Yes ; but I don't understand why I shall drive the ten miles." 

" Every one knows his own concerns best.” 

" Oh, yes ! that is true. But I at least don’t know mine." 

Miss Hjelm made no answer to this, and there was a little pause. 

" I would,” continued the counsellor, somewhat puzzled, " take 
the liberty to propose that you should ride with me." 

" I have already told the Counsellor that I did not intend to go 
to town to-day," answered Miss Hjelm coldly. 

" Yes," continued Bagger, following his own ideas, " and so I 
thought, also, that we could as well stay here." 

At this moment Bagger was so earnest and impassioned that Inge- 
borg, in hearing words so very wide of what she regarded as reasonable, 
began to suspect his mind of being a little disordered, and with an 
inquiring anxiousness looked at him. 

Meeting the look from these eyes. Bagger could no longer continue 
the inquisition which he had carried on for the sake of involving Miss 
Hjelm in self-contradiction and bringing her to confession. He himself 
came to confession, and exclaimed : 

" Miss Ingeborg, I ask you for Heaven’s sake have pity on me, 
and tell me if you expect me at two o'clock to-day at Mrs. Lund's 1 ” 

" I expect you at Mrs. Lund's 1 ” exclaimed Miss Hjelm. 

“ Is it not you, then, who have written me that-" 

" I have never written to you 1 " cried Ingeborg, and almost tore 
away the hand which Bagger tried to hold. 

" For God's sake, don't go, Miss-1 My dear madam, you 

must forgive me : you shall know all 1 " 

And now he began to tell his tale, not according to rules of rhetoric 
and logic, but on the contrary in a way which certainly showed how 
little even our abler lawyers are educated to extemporise. 

But, however, there was in his words a certain almost wild elo¬ 
quence ; and, beside, Miss Hjelm had some foreknowledge, that helped 
her to understand and fill up what was wanting under the counsellor's 
restless eloquence. 
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" Yes; but what then ? ” at last asked Ingeborg, with a soft 
smile and not withdrawing the hand that Bagger had seized. “ The 
correct meaning of what you have told me is that your troth is plighted 
to another, unknown lady." 

" No : that isn't the correct meaning-” 

" But yet it is a fact. At the moment when you stand at the altar 
with one, another can step forward and claim you." 

"Oh, that kind of a claim ! A piece of paper without signature, 
sent away in the air ! In law it has no validity at all, and morally it 
has no power, when I love another as I love you, Ingeborg ! " 

“ That I am not sure of. It appears to me there is something 
painful in not being faithful to one’s youth and its promises, and in 
the consciousness of having deceived another.” 

As Ingeborg knew so much about it, she could not regard the 
matter as earnestly as her words denoted. Quite another reason 
had suddenly made her feel serious. It would not do to have a 
husband with so much fancy as Bagger, always having something 
unknown, fairy-like, lying out upon the horizon, holding claim 
upon him from his youth; and on the other hand it was against 
her principles, notwithstanding her confidence in his silence, to 
convey to him the knowledge that it was Miss Brandt who played 
fairy. 

She said to him : “ You must have your letter, your obligation, 
your marriage promise back." 

“ Yes,” he answered with a sigh of discouragement. " It is true 
enough I ought; but where shall I turn ? That is just the immeasur¬ 
able difficulty." 

" Let the whirlwind, that brought the first letter to its destination, 
also take care of this, in which you demand your word back." 

“ Oh, you don't mean that! I have not courage to write anything, 
for fear it should come to others instead of you." 

" So I see that, after all, I may act as witch to-day. Write, and 
I will take care of the letter : do you hesitate ? " 

" No : I obey you blindly ; but what shall I write ? " 

“ Write: ‘ Dear fairy — Since I woo Miss Hjelm's hand and 
heart-’ ” 

" Oh, you acknowledge it 1 O Ingeborg, the Lord's blessing upon 
you 1 " said Bagger, and would rise. 

“ * I ask you to send me my billet back.'—Have you that ? " 
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" Yes, Ingeborg, my Ingeborg, my unspeakably loved Ingeborg 1 
How poor language is, when the heart is so full! " 

“ Now, name, date, and address. Have you that ? ‘ Postscrip- 

tum. I give you my word of honour, that I neither know who you 
are, or how this letter shall reach you.'—Have you that ? ” 

“ That I can truly give. I am as blind as . . 

“ Let me add the witch-formulae.” 

*' O Ingeborg, you will write upon the same paper with me, in a 
letter where I have written your name 1 ” 

" Hand me the pen. We must have the letter sent to the mail 
before two o’clock.” 

” Two q’clock. How queer! That last letter reads: * Please 
notice two o’clock precisely.' ” 

“ That we will,” said Ingeborg. 

She wrote : " Dear Miss Brandt, I, too, ask you to send the 
Counsellor his billet, and I pray you to write upon it: ' Given me by 
Miss Hjelm.’ It is best for all parties that the fun does not come out 
in gossip. You shall, by return of mail, receive back your letters.” 

VI 

It is allowed to charitable minds to remain in doubt about what 
had really been Miss Brandt’s design. Perhaps she only wished to 
make roguish psychological experiments, to convince herself of the 
number of congratulatory visits a Counsellor of Justice of the Superior 
Court could be brought to pay. The emotion she almost exposed, 
when at Mrs. Canuteson’s she saw Bagger by Miss Hjelm's side, may 
have been pure surprise at the working of the affair. Every one of 
the rest of us who have been conversant with the whirlwind, the letter, 
and Ingeborg's relinquishment of the same, would also have been 
surprised at seeing her and the letter-writer brought together notwith¬ 
standing, and would not, perhaps, have been able with as much ease 
and success to hide our surprise. The letter to Bagger, in which 
Miss Brandt, contrary to her better knowledge, spoke of him as 
married, may have been a sincere attempt to end the whole in a way 
which repentance and anxiety quickly seized upon to put an insur¬ 
mountable hindrance before herself; but it may 8 surely enough have 
had also the aim to see how far Bagger had gone and how much spirit 
and fancy he had to carry the intrigue out. The more one thinks 
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upon it, the less one feels able to give either of the two interpretations 
absolute preference. Yet one will have remarked that Ingeborg 
herself in her little note mentioned the matter as “ fun." On the 
other side, if it was earnestness, if she had felt " somewhat " for 
Counsellor Bagger, then let us take comfort in the fact that Miss 
•Brandt was a well-cultivated girl, and that her intellect held dominion 
over her heart. Next day the letter came in an envelope directed to 
the counsellor. 

As Bagger in the presence of Ingeborg opened the letter and again 
saw the long-lost epistle of his early days, he trembled like a man 
before whom the spirit-world apparently passes. But as he perceived 
the added words, he exclaimed in utter perplexity : “ Am I awake ? 
Do I dream ? How is this possible ? " 

“ Why should it not be possible ? ” asked Ingeborg. " To whom 
else should the letter originally have Come, than to—geb— ? " 

" —Geb— ?—geb— ? Yes, who is—geb— ? " asked Bagger with 
bewildered look. 

" Who other than Ingeborg ? is it not the third, fourth, and fifth 
letters of my name ? " 

“ Oh ! " exclaimed Bagger, pressing his hand upon his forehead; 
and, as he at the next moment seized Ingeborg’s hand, added with an 
eye which had become dim with joy, “ Truly, I have had more fortune 
than sense." 

Ingeborg answered, smiling: 

" That ought he to expect who entrusts his fate to the wind’s 
flying mail.” 
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BJORN SIVERTSEN’S WEDDING TRIP 

T HE “ strong Bjbrn " was about to be married. The usual 
signs of such an occurrence had come to pass, even to the 
most important of them all; he had become engaged. 
Exactly how this happened, however, history does not state. 
After the death of the head fisher-master he had inherited the house 
and had paid off his brother Niels for his share with a good sum of 
money, so ‘that the latter could build his own home farther off in the 
village. There sat Bjbrn then with his house and his sail-maker’s 
outfit, very lonely in all his new glory. 

He got into the habit of sauntering more frequently than usual 
down to the inn, to get his short pipe filled, to drink a glass and spin 
a yarn. The jolly innkeeper had been married about a year, and was 
as busy as could be, running in at the door of the inner room every 
few minutes “ to look after something.” 

'* What is the matter there ? " asked Bjorn. “ Can’t you let the 
women attend to the child ? ” 

The innkeeper explained it was the ” teeth ” that he was so 
interested in. 

" Teeth ? ” 

“Yes, Bjorn. When the teeth come the crying stops.” 

“ Is that so ? Say, tell me, could I see the child ? ” 

The father escorted him proudly into the nursery where the young 
wife sat at a window with the child on her lap. She was bending 
over it, and was also looking for “ the teeth.” 

BjOm saluted and came slowly nearer. 

“ Come and look at him,” she said, smiling. 

The giant bent his head, but the child became frightened at the 
heavy hair and beard and screamed. Bjfirn drew back in alarm, but 
during his retreat he turned several times and looked back at the window. 

When he and the innkeeper were alone in the latter’s private room 
Bj6rn stood a while in thought, scratching withTiis thick finger in his 
mane. 
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" Say, innkeeper, what a wonderful thing such a little fellow is ! 
He had real nails on his fingers, and he looked at me.” 

The young father grew knock-kneed with pleasure, and, rubbing 
his hands, answered : “ You ought to have just such a one yourself. 
You have a house and money.” 

” Yes. But it is not so easy to find a wife, friend.” 

Bjorn sat down, lost in thought, and when the innkeeper touched 
his glass with his own, he looked up absently. ” Do you know what 
I ain thinking of, innkeeper ? ” 

" No. Let us hear it.” 

” I was wondering if at any time I could really have been as small 
as that.” 

” I hope, for your mother’s sake,” said the innkeeper, laughing, 
“ that when you were born you were a good deal smaller than my 
baby now is.” 

Then there was no more talk on that subject. 

Several days later Bjorn set out in his good old boat with a load 
of potatoes for the nearest town. 

The boat was known as The Pail. 

Heaven knows where it got the name; probably front some 
nickname given in mockery—people are so wicked. But, as it often 
happens, the nickname had become a pet name, and the boat was 
always called The Pail. Red Anders, a relative, went along with 
him, and after having sold their potatoes—and sold them well at that 
—they were now lying alongside the wharf waiting for a little more 
wind. Then it happened that an old skipper of the town, who had 
retired, but could not altogether keep away from the water, came 
sauntering down to the dock, his hands in his pockets and his little 
twinkling eyes on the look-out for something of interest. He stopped 
on the dock, blinking still more, and seemed to be taking the measure 
of The Pail. 

“ Hell, boys, where are you from ? ” 

Bjorn looked up, surprised at this question about anything so 
well known. 

" From Fiskebak, of course.” 

” Are you the owner ? ” 

Bjorn looked up at the skipper, with his hand behind his ear. 

" I am a little deaf; but if you are speaking of the boat, it is The 
Pail, and I am the owner.” 

VOL. xix M 
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" Why do you call her The Pail ? ” 

“ That is her name." 

" Has she any faults ? " 

** We all have faults ourselves, and so do boats.*' 

" She is not very new ? " 

Bjdm began to get somewhat impatient. 

“ See here, my man, how old are you yourself ? " 

The skipper laughed and took his hands from his pockets. 

" Will you sell your boat ? " 

Bjdm looked at Red Anders, and Red Anders looked at Bjdrn. 
Then they both looked up at the questioner, and at last they looked 
around at the boat. 

“ What do you say, Anders ? ” asked Bjdm. 

Bjdm was in good humour. The potato transaction had gone off 
famously, and the buyer had, over and above, treated them well. 
Finally he slapped his leg and said, with a broad grin: 

" My soul! Why shouldn’t I sell her ? ” 

** Yes, why not ? Then you can buy a new one.** 

" That’s so," said Bjdrn, and nodded to the skipper. 

" How much do you want for her ? " asked the latter. 
u Forty pounds as she swims now.** 

" Thirty-five," was bidden. 

Bjorn did not answer, but prepared to let go the mooring. 

" Who made her sails ? " was asked. 

" The man with the rudder," answered Bjorn, and cut the after- 
ropes loose. 

" All right. Tie up again and let me come aboard." 

Then came a turning upside down and a ransacking of everything 
inside The Pail. The bulkheads, the flooring, the combing, the seats, 
nails, cleats, and painting, masts and oars were examined, and about 
an hour later Bjdm and Anders stood outside the tavern, where the 
bargain had been sealed with a drink. The summer sun shone down 
on their burning faces and beaming eyes, but when Bjdm looked 
toward the harbour and saw The Pail being taken away from its place 
his expression changed, and, turning to Anders, he asked: “ What do 
you think they will say when we come home without The Pail ? ’* 
Anders put on a thoughtful mien. “ I don't know. But, anyway, 
it was your boat, and the skipper promised to be good to her, and keep 
her scraped and tarred and painted when she needed it." 
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" You are right,” said Bjorn. " But are we to walk home ? " 

It was very hot and the sun burned. It was a good twelve miles 
to the fishing village, and the road was for the most part flat, sandy, 
and open. 

" Do you want to ride ? ” asked Anders. " I am afraid most of 
the wagons have gone home, unless you want to hire one.” 

Bjorn stood a moment without answering. It was perhaps not 
such a bad idea to postpone the homecoming and the explanations 
for a little. 

” I propose we go to the capital.” 

*' Do you treat ? ” asked Anders cautiously. 

“ Certainly,” answered Bjorn, and slapped his pocket where the 
money lay. They went through the town to the railway station, 
where a train was just about to start. The two were like two big 
children. They had been to the capital already, but neither of them 
had ever ridden on the railroad. 

Some one showed them the way to the ticket-office. Bjorn 
planted himself in front of the opening, with his pocket-book in his 
hands. 

" Can I get a cabin for two men to the capital ? ” he asked, in a 
tone which he took for a whisper, but which could be heard throughout 
the hall. " Return ? ” was asked. 

" What's that he says ? ” asked Bjorn of his comrade. 

“ Second or third ? ” came again from the office, in rather an angry 
tone. 

“ Take what you can get,” whispered Anders, who, as his expenses 
were paid for him, saw no reason for being economical. 

“ All right, give me the whole thing,” said Bjorn, and pushed a 
bill in at the impatient voice. 

“ Two excursions, second. You can come back on the evening 
train, do you hear ? ” said the voice. 

Bjbrn received a number of silver coins for his bill. He took it 
all but one piece. “ We can afford to tip to-day, he said to his 
cousin, in the same loud voice. 

The ticket-seller put his head out of the opening. “ Take your 
money! ” he called angrily. 

“ All right,” said Bjdrn, crestfallen. He put the coin in his pocket, 
and as they walked through the waiting-rooms to the platform he 
muttered: " That villain of an innkeeper at home told me that if 
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you want to ride comfortably on the railroad you must tip the 
conductors. But it doesn’t seem to go here.” 

They entered the compartment, where sat a stout man, with 
close-cropped hair, white neckband, and long black coat. His face 
was red and good-natured. 

" Whew, it's warm here,” said Bjorn, and opened a window. The 
stout man coughed. The engine whistled, and the train began to 
move. 

" There she goes, d-me,” said Anders. 

" Some speed in her,” answered Bjorn with a similar oath as the 
car began to lurch. 

“ Open the other porthole,” cried Bjorn, after a while. ” I’ll 
suffocate in this box. This is a new sort of sailing on dry land.” The 
stout man coughed still more. 

“ Does it trouble you, sir ? " asked Bjorn politely. 

" Yes.” 

Bjorn gave orders for Anders to close the porthole. The stout 
gentleman eyed him sharply. 

They came to a sharp curve in the road, the car swung round, and 
Bjorn nearly fell off his seat. 

" Well, I'll be blasted eternally,” he cried, half surprised and 
half in sly cunning. “ Do you think they’ll send us to hell in this 
hurry, Anders ? ” 

" Do you always swear like this, my man ? ” asked the stout 
gentleman. Bjorn looked at him with a wink. 

" That's as it happens, my good sir, but I generally do when on 
shore. Meat goes with bread, as the baker's dog said when he stole 
the steak.” 

" I do not think it is quite necessary,” said the stout gentleman. 
” I know, for I am a clergyman.” 

” A clergyman ? ” repeated Bjfirn, looking at him. “ Beg pardon, 
but will you swear to that ? ” 

The stout gentleman looked severely at him at first. But the big 
child was in such a good-humour that day that he was quite irre¬ 
sistible, with his half-simple, half-roguish smile, and his good-nature, 
from which all severity ran off like water from a duck's back. 

In five minutes they were the best of friends. Bjorn told, in his 
own style, his story of The Pail, and the jolly priest laughed until 
his asthma nearly choked him, and before they reached the capital 
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he had Bjdrn’s promise to visit him next day in his little village 
rectory near the city. 

Anders went home that night on his excursion ticket, and Bj6rn 
set out alone next day for the country. Then it happened that after 
that day Bjorn undertook several excursions to Copenhagen with 
corresponding journeyings to the rectory, until, according to his own 
version, he was " caught by a petticoat.” 

But this was all he would say about it. He went around wearing 
a broad, shining gold ring, which pinched his fat finger. How the 
ring was ever squeezed on that finger in the beginning was a mystery, 
but there it sat, and there sat Bjorn. 

All winter long he pondered over his thoughts of marriage. The 
innkeeper and his wife teased him, at which he grew angry in jest 
and then in earnest. And then, when his anger had passed, he 
showed them first the photograph of a girl with a very dark face and 
two bright pink hat ribbons. The picture appeared to need much 
polishing of Bjorn's coat sleeve, to give it, as he said, “ the proper 
point of view.” He did not at all like any sport being made of 
this picture, but was honest enough to acknowledge that it looked 
more like " the portrait of a nigger than of a respectable country 
girl.” 

During the winter he bought himself a new boat. With all 
necessary ceremonies this boat was christened The Flying Fish. But 
during the christening feast there was a considerable row. The 
othciwise good-natured Bjorn fired up about some chance teasing 
words, some mocking nickname given the boat. Without knowing 
just why the matter excited him so, he became first sarcastic, and 
then rude and threatening. Next day, however, he was much dis¬ 
satisfied with himself, and went to consult with his friend the inn¬ 
keeper, accusing himself of having forgotten his duties as host. But 
the innkeeper comforted him, and told him that was all the fault 
of his approaching marriage. A man in that condition can t keep 
the right balance, and is liable to slop over either way on the slightest 
provocation. That was always so. The thing to do was to close 
the matter as soon as possible. 

Bj6m did not answer. He muttered something about spring, and 
sheets and linen, etc., and then went for a sail in his new boat. She 
was a flyer and no mistake, he could prove that to the scoffers on 
shore any day ! 
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Then spring came at last, and now “ this nonsense should have an 
end." He had a good new boat; all he wanted was a wife, so Bjdrn 
swore to himself. 

Thus the marriage came about. 

The ceremony, naturally, was to be held in the little country 
church. A relative of Stine—Stine was the bride—had suggested 
that as Stine's parents were both dead, and he himself was an inn¬ 
keeper in Copenhagen, he should give the wedding feast in his house. 
Bjorn protested vigorously against this. He and his brother were to 
sail to the city, and lay up the boat at Kroyer’s Wharf. Niels would 
take care of the boat, and he himself would “ play monkey just long 
enough for the splice " ; then back to the city, and on board the boat 
to take his wife home. 

Stine and her party protested against this arrangement with equal 
energy, if not with equal warmth of expression. A wedding without 
a feast was an impossibility, and there would always be time enough 
for the sail, thought Stine to herself. So she clung to her decision, 
supported by her cousin of The Gilded Tarpot, and for the first time 
in his life, even before the " splice," Bjorn learned what unlooked-for 
obstacles can be put in our way by the so-called weaker sex. At 
least, so the old poets call it. 

Bjorn grumbled, but was clever enough to hold his peace. In 
all secrecy he laid a counter-mine, telling his brother to take The 
Flying Fish out as far as the custom-house and lay her up in the ferry 
harbour, with all ropes clear for sailing, and when that was done to 
come himself to The Gilded Tarpot, which was a favourite place of 
refreshment for country people, soldiers, and petty officials. 

In this way each party felt sure of the eventual victory, and the 
marriage could come off. The minister tied the knot in his little 
country church and gave them a glass of sherry and a silver soup- 
ladle in the rectory. Bjorn put both “ inside his vest," and then the 
innkeeper drove them into town. The village people gave them a 
hurrah, and finally the merry company sat down in The Gilded Tar- 
pot’s basement rooms to a board laden with roasts of lamb and pork, 
ham and vegetables, and all manner of other good things. Sweet 
cordials were there for the ladies, and French wines, while for the 
men there was brandy and punch. 

Through the basement window one could see a high brick wall, 
gleaming in the strong sunlight, and if one laid oneself over the 
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table, with one's head in the neighbour's lap, 'way liigh up one could 
see a tiny piece of blue sky as large as a handkerchief perhaps, with 
feathery clouds driving over it. 

Some of Stine's female relatives were there, and the innkeeper's 
family and best friends. Among the family was a ship's-joiner, who 
proved his sympathetic comprehension of the importance of the 
occasion by getting drunk at once and making pathetic speeches. 
And among the good friends was a " former officer of justice,” as he 
called himself, a man with a decoration in his buttonhole; also a 
drunken-looking gaoler, who wore a stiff collar and his service medal 
to remind the world that he had once been a non-commissioned 
officer. He looked as if he had his serious doubts about the company, 
and expected the one or the other of them to make away with the 
spoons. Probably because of this doubt therefore he kept a distance 
between himself and the rest of the company, and poured out an 
endless series of small whiskies for himself, “ on the top of the glass,” 
as he expressed it, without any appreciable effect. He laughed a 
sudden and ferocious-sounding laugh, drank half his glass, cleared 
his throat, poked his elbows in the host’s ribs, and said: " Old 
comrade, here's to the good old times.” This for him was the height 
of sociability. 

He called Bjorn " Captain,” but after a few repetitions of the 
word the bridegroom laid down his fork, with a large slice of beet on 
it, and remarked: 

“ Port your helm, friend, and let up on that ' Captain,’ if you 
don't want to make me angry.” 

After this admonition he compromised on “ Boatsman.” 

Bjorn was decidedly out of sorts. He had the impression of being 
left out in the cold, which was probably due to his deafness. He 
certainly filled his place in the literal sense, but Niels did not come, 
and Stine, the bride—well, Stine sat there at his side in a black merino 
gown, with wreath and veil, her red hands in her lap, as straight up 
and down in her chair as if she had swallowed a yardstick. 

That was probably the correct thing to do, for a northern bride 
should not be too vivacious. But there seemed to be in her nature 
a certain dignity, which would be a good thing in a home no doubt, 
but which seemed out of place here between roast and cordial. 

” One certainly could not call her too affectionate,” Bjorn said 
afterward, when describing the occasion. 
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He sat alone and she sat alone. She ate very little ; he ate enough 
for two. The ship's-joiner made one speech after another, the sun 
shone down on the brick wall, and Bjorn leaned over on Stine and 
looked up out of the window. 

Stine pulled her veil aside, smoothed her dress, and asked : “ What 
are you looking at ? " 

“ Fine opportunity that,” said Bjorn. Her eyes followed his. 

“ You mean that fourth story to let up there ? Yes, I would 
rather like to live there. Then one would not have to be on the water 
so much.” 

“ A fine opportunity to sail home, I mean,” explained Bjorn. 
“ The wind is strong from the south.” 

Stine glanced at him uneasily, and then at the innkeeper. 

“ A stiff south breeze,” continued Bjorn. “ It has been a north 
wind for some time, and will be to-night again. We don’t hav° a 
chance like this every day.” 

At a glance from Stine the innkeeper proposed a ” good, old-time 
Danish cheer ” for Bjorn, in the attempt to change the train of his 
thoughts, and the ship's-joiner made his fifth speech. 

Then mine host proposed a song, in which all joined, even the 
gaoler, who held second voice and tooted like a clarionet. 

After that, in spite of some objection, the ship’s-joiner rose, and, 
supporting himself by his neighbour’s shoulders, began, with tears 
in his eyes : 

” Good friends and hearers, we are all that, I think-” 

” Yes, yes,” they answered. 

" We will now—something must be said to them before they 
leave father and mother—I mean before they leave the circle of these 
kind friends-” 

” They don’t go until to-morrow,” said mine host. 

“ No,” said Bjorn, banging the table with liis fist. 

” He's right,” said Niels, coming in just then. ” The wind is 
fresh from the south, Bjorn.” 

" I know,” said Bjorn, getting up. 

” Hush ! ” whispered the innkeeper. " Let the joiner finish his 
speech.” 

" Listen, dear friends,” continued the joiner, reeling from side to 
side. ” We are all mortal, and we all love our native country. I 
do not say fatherland; I say native country. We do not know 
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where our fathers came from, but we know where we were born our¬ 
selves-” 

" What nonsense is this ? ” whispered Niels, who grasped the 
situation and was ready to fight. 

" Who is that man ? ” asked the joiner, trying to fix his bleary 
gaze on Niels and holding fast to his neighbour's shoulder. " Is 
that a man who will not drink to his native country ? If he is, then 
I say, * Fie, for shame,' say I." 

Niels looked meaningly at Bjorn. 

“ Shall we clear the place and take Stine with us ? " 

Bjorn motioned to him. But one of the guests who supported 
the joiner heard what Niels said. He drew away his shoulder, the 
joiner fell to the floor, and in a minute the place was in an uproar. 
Every one spoke or screamed at once. Niels had already collared 
the gaoler. Then, at this highly critical moment, the sense of duty 
of the women of the old days awoke in Stine. She placed herself 
by the side of her chosen lord and master and announced that " she 
would sail to Jutland with him rather than have a fight on her wedding 
day.” That settled the matter. The joiner was carried into the 
next room and put to bed, the guests shook hands cordially and drank 
one another's health. Niels and Bjorn became most amiable at once, 
and Niels ordered more punch. The innkeeper made the best of a 
bad business, and peace settled down on the spirits of the company. 

Then the party broke up. 

In his delight at his victory Bjorn invited the entire party, even 
the gaoler, to take a sail on The Flying Fish. He would put them 
ashore at the limekilns when they had had enough, he said. 

The invitation was accepted, probably in the desire not to disturb 
the nearly sealed peace. But when they all came up out of The Gilded 
Tarpot, the fresh air and the sunshine, or the joy of his own victory, 
or the feelings of a bridegroom, or all of them at once, so overcame 
Bjorn that he took .Stine round the Waist and swore he would dance 
a waltz with her then and there. Which he did, in spite of her 
obstinate protest, to the great delight of the passers-by. Then he 
dropped Stine, and, seizing the gaoler, danced a polka with him. 
He next insisted upon carrying off a sentry-box to try the sentry’s gun 
on the Amalienplads. But this last was too much for the military 
feelings of the gaoler. He declared it " scandalous ” and walked 
way as red in the face as a lobster, and took the innkeeper with him. 
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At the next comer was a flaring menagerie poster, with pictures of 
elephants, monkeys, and bears. These last caught Bjorn's attention ; 
he declared that he must go and see his cousins perform, and the 
wedding guests had difficulty in getting him away safely. By this 
time quite a crowd had collected, which listened with interest to the 
lively remarks made by the big fisherman, and when at last, to the 
immense delight of the crowd, he gave a plastic imitation of a dancing 
bear, the rest of the invited guests fled, and an assemblage of those 
not invited followed Bjdm, Niels, and Stine down to the harbour. 

“ Come now, Bjorn, keep quiet,” said Niels soothingly, as a police¬ 
man appeared interested in their movements. 

" Shouldn’t I be merry on my wedding day ? ” queried Bjorn, 
looking around beamingly. 

Stine was ready to cry, but held out heroically. She had chosen 
her lot in life, and was ready to take whatever came. 

“ It will be better later,” was her consoling thought. 

They got down to the harbour somehow and into the boat. 

” You’ll have to reef,” said the ferry-keeper. 

" Full sail! ” called Bjorn. " This is my wedding trip.” 

" All right," said the ferry-keeper. But he whispered aside to 
Niels : “ Can he sail a boat ? ” 

” Well, rather,” laughed Niels. 

'* All ready, Niels ? ” asked Bjorn. 

“ Yes.” 

” Stine stowed away safely ? ” 

if v* 

X cs. 

“ All off, then ; let go 1 ” 

” Hurrah 1 ” called the ferrymen, but shook their heads neverthe¬ 
less. 

*' That will be a wet wedding trip if he doesn’t take in some of 
that sail,” they commented. 

And it certainly was wet. 

Stine will never forget it, and Bjorn tells the story himself in this 
wise; 

" We just skipped through the water. I must say The Flying 
Fish did fly that day. As we went past the ferry-boats and the pilot- 
boats they called out to us, but I waved my hat and asked if they 
could see the colour of her bottom. 

” ' I hope she will stand it,’ said Niels. 
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“ ‘ She'll have to/ I answered. 

" Stine lay in the bottom of the boat and gave up all the good 
dinner they served us in the inn. It was a good thing she had not 
eaten more. 

" I tried to cheer her up, but I don’t think she heard me. 

" Niels and I were dripping wet, the sails were dripping wet, and 
so was Stine. I haven't sailed like that before or since. 

“ I didn't dare sail all the way home with her like that, so put up 
at the dock of the town. 

“ The old skipper who bought The Pail came down to the water. 

‘ What sort of weather is that for full sail ?' he asked. 4 Have you a 
cargo ? ' 

“ ‘ A wedding cargo,' I answered, * but it’s more dead than alive, 
I guess. Come, help us get the old woman ashore, or she will give 
up the ghost right here.’ We handed Stine up. She couldn't stand 
on her legs at all, and we had to leave her at the house of a good 
friend in the town. She stayed there three days and nights, and I 
had to go round with a dry mouth, couldn’t get even so much as 
a kiss. 

" It was all right afterward, but she was angry at me for some time 
because I had ' made a fool of her in that way.’ What can one expect 
from such land-lubbers, who have never seen more water than a pool 
in a village street in all their lives ? 

“ Whenever I speak of that day Stine gets cross, but I rub my 
nose with the back of my hand and say ; * Well, anyway, that was the 
most wonderful wedding trip I ever heard of.' 

“ And that is why I haven’t made any more like it/* 
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THE PLAGUE AT BERGAMO 


O LD BERGAMO lay up there at the top of a squatty mountain 
encircled by walls and towers. New Bergamo lay below at 
the foot of the mountain, exposed to every wind that blows. 
In the new town the plague broke out and wrought havoc in¬ 
describable. Many died, and the rest fled across the plains to every 
point of the compass. The men of Old Bergamo set fire to the deserted 
town, to disinfect the air. In vain. Men began to die on the moun¬ 
tain also ; at first one a day, then five, then ten, then a dozen. 

There were many who sought to escape, but they could not flee 
as those in the new town had done ; they lived like hunted beasts, 
hiding in tombs, under bridges, behind hedges, and in the tall grass of 
the green fields. For the peasants stoned all strangers from their 
hearths, or beat them as they would mad dogs, cruelly, pitilessly—in 
self-protection, as they thought, for the first fugitives had brought 
with them the pestilence into their houses. 

So the people of Old Bergamo were as prisoners in their own town. 
Day by day the sun blazed hotter, and day by day the terrible infection 
carried off more victims. 

In the very beginning, when the plague came among them, they 
bound themselves together in unity and peace, and had taken care 
decently to bury the dead, and had kindled great fires in the markets 
and open places, so that the purging fumes might be blown through 
the streets. Juniper and vinegar had been given to the poor. Above 
all they had gone to church, early and late, singly and in processions ; 
each day they lifted their voices in prayer. As the sun sank behind 
the mountains the church bells tolled their dirge from a hundred 
hanging mouths. Days were set aside for fasting, and the relics were 
placed upon the altars. 

At last, in their extremity, amid the blare of trumpets and tubas, 
they proclaimed the Holy Virgin for evermore Podesta of the city. 

All this was of no help. And when the people saw that nothing 
could aid them, that Heaven either would not or could not send them 
relief, they did not fold their hands together and say, " God’s will be 
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done.” It was as if sin, growing by a secret, stealthy sickness, had 
flared into an evil, open, raging pestilence, stalking hand in hand with 
the body's disease, the one to kill their souls, even as the other defiled 
their flesh—so incredible were their deeds, so monstrous their cruelty. 

" Let us eat to-day, for to-morrow wc die ! ” It was as if this 
theme, set to music, were played in an endless, devilish symphony 
on instruments without number. The most unnatural vices flourished 
among them. Even such rare arts as necromancy, sorcery, and devil- 
worship became familiar to them ; for there were many who sought 
from the powers of hell that protection which Providence had not been 
willing to accord them. Everything that suggested charity and 
sympathy had vanished ; each thought only of himself. If a beggar, 
faint with the first delirium of the plague, fell in the street, he was 
driven from door to door with sharp weapons and with stones. 

From the dead that lay rotting in the houses, and from the bodies 
hastily buried in the earth, arose a sickening stench that mingled with 
the heavy air of the streets, and drew ravens and crows hither in 
swarms and in clouds, so that the walls and housetops were black 
with them. And about the town walls great strange birds perched 
here and there—birds that came from afar, with rapacious beaks and 
talons expectantly curved ; and they sat and stared with their quiet, 
hungry eyes as if awaiting the moment when the doomed town would 
be reduced to a heap of carrion. 

Eleven weeks had passed since the plague had first broken out. 
Then the tower watchman and others who chanced to be on high 
ground perceived a singular procession winding from the plains into 
the narrow streets of the new town, between the smoke-blackened 
stone walls and the charred frames of houses. A great throng l 
Assuredly six hundred or more, men and women, young and old. 
Some among them bore large, black crosses, and some held above 
their heads broad banners, red as blood and fire. They sang as they 
marched, and strange, despairingly plaintive melodies rose in the still, 
oppressively hot air. 

Brown, grey, black, were the colours these people wore. Yet all 
had a red sign on their breasts. As they came nearer and nearer 
this was seen to be the sign of the cross. They crowded up the steep, 
stone-girt space that led to the old town. Their faces were as waves 
of white sea; they bore scourges in their hands; a rain of fire was 
painted on their banners. And in the surging mass the black crosses 
swung from side to side. Face after face plunged into the gloom of 
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the tower gate and emerged into the light on the other side with 
blinking eyes. 

Then the chant was taken up anew—a miserere. They grasped 
their scourges and marched even more sturdily than if their chant 
had been a battle-song. Their aspect was that of a people who had 
come from a starving town. Their cheeks were sunken ; their cheek¬ 
bones protruded; their lips were bloodless, and dark rings encircled 
their eyes. All the scourges were stained with blood. 

With astonishment and uneasiness all Bergamo flocked together 
to gaze upon them. Red, bloated faces stood out against those that 
were pale ; heavy, lust-weary eyes were lowered before the keen, 
flashing glances of the pilgrims ; grinning, blasphemous mouths were 
struck dumb by these chants. The townspeople were spellbound. 

But it was not long before the pall was shaken off. Some recog¬ 
nised among the cross-bearers a half-crazed cobbler of Brescia, and in 
a moment the procession became a butt of ridicule. Moreover, this 
was something new, a diversion from the monotony of everyday life, 
and as the strangers marched on to the cathedral, they were followed 
as a band of jugglers might be or as a tame bear is followed. 

But soon anger seized the jostling crowd. It was clear that these 
cobblers and tailors had come to convert them, to pray, and to speak 
words that none wished to hear. Two gaunt, grizzled philosophers 
who had formulated blasphemy into a system incited the populace 
out of sheer wickedness of heart, so that the mob grew more threaten¬ 
ing as the procession marched to the church, and more fiercely enraged. 
Bergamo was about to lay hands on these singular, scourge-bearing 
tailors. Not a hundred paces from the portal of the church a tavern 
opened its doors and a whole band of roisterers poured out, one on 
the shoulders of another. And they took their places at the head of 
the procession, singing and howling, assuming a mock-religious mien 
—all save one, who jerked his thumbs contemptuously toward the 
grass-grown steps of the church. Rough laughter then arose, and 
pilgrims and blasphemers entered the sanctuary in peace. 

Meanwhile the tavern roisterers played their pranks on the main 
altar itself. A tall, strong young butcher removed his white apron 
and wound it about his neck so that it hung at his back like a cloak. 
Thus arrayed, he celebrated mass, with the wildest and most shock¬ 
ing words of sacrilege. A small, elderly, round-bellied fellow, lively 
and agile in spite of his fat, with the face of a peeled pumpkin, played 
sexton and responded with ribald songs; he made his genuflexions 
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and turned his back upon the altar, and rang his bell like a clown; 
and the other tipplers, as they made their genuflexions, threw them¬ 
selves flat on the ground and roared with laughter, hiccuping drunkenly. 

All within the church laughed, hooted, and jeered at the strangers, 
and bade them notice how God was esteemed in Old Bergamo. Yet 
they wished not so much to mock God as to rack the souls of these 
penitents with their impiety. 

In the centre of the nave the pilgrims halted and groaned, such 
was their anguish. Their blood boiled with hate, and they thirsted 
for vengeance. They prayed to God, with hands and eyes uplifted, 
that He might smite His blasphemers for the mockery offered Him in 
His house. Gladly would they perish with the presumptuous infidels, 
if He would but show His might; blissfully would they be crushed 
beneath His feet, if He would but triumph, and if these godless throats 
might be made to shriek in agony and despair. 

They lifted up their voices in a miserere, each note of which rang 
like a prayer for that rain of fire that once swept over Sodom, for the 
strength that was Samson's when he grasped the pillars of the Philistine 
temple. They prayed with words and with song; they bared their 
shoulders and prayed with their scourges. Kneeling, row on row, 
stripped to the waist, they whirled stinging, knotted cords over their 
backs. 

Frantically they scourged, until the blood spurted under their 
hissing lashes. Each stroke was an offering to God. Stroke on stroke 
came down, until arms sank or were cramped into knots. Thus they 
lay, row on row, with frenzied look and foaming mouth, blood dripping 
from their bodies. 

And those that saw this of a sudden felt their hearts beat, felt the 
blood mount to their temples, their breathing grow hard. Their 
knees shook. To be the slave of a powerful, stern divinity, to fling 
oneself at the feet of the Lord, to be His own, not in mute devotion, 
not in the mild inefficacy of prayer, but in a fury of passion, in the 
intoxication of self-humiliation, in blood and lamentation, and smitten 
with the moist, glistening tongues of scourges — this they could 
understand. Even the butcher held his peace and the toothless 
philosophers bowed their grizzled heads. 

Silence' reigned in the church; only a gentle breathing passed 
through the multitude. 

Then one of the strangers, a young friar, rose and spoke. His was 
the pallor of bloodless flesh ; his black eyes glowed ; and the sad lines 
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of his mouth were as if cut with a knife in wood, and not mere furrows 
in a human face. 

He lifted up his thin, suffering hands in prayer to Heaven, and the 
black sleeves of his gown slipped back from his lean arms. 

Then he spoke—of hell, of its eternity, of the eternity of Heaven, 
of the solitary world of pain which each of the damned must suffer 
and must fill with his cries of agony. In that world were seas of 
sulphur, meadows of wasps, flames to be wrapped about them like a 
cloak, and hard flames that would pierce them like a probe twisting 
in a wound. 

Breathlessly all listened to his words; for he spoke as if he had 
seen these things with his own eyes. And they asked themselves : 
“ Is this man not one of the damned, sent to us from the mouth of 
hell, to testify ? " 

Then he preached long of the commandments and their rigour, of 
the need of obeying them to the very letter, and of the dire punishment 
that awaited him who sinned against them. “ ' But Christ died for 
our sins,’ ye say. ' We are no longer bound by the Word.’ But I 
say that hell will not be cheated of one of you, and not one of the iron 
teeth of hell's wheel will your flesh escape. Ye build upon Calvary's 
cross ? Come ! Come and see it I I will lead you to its foot. It 
was on a Friday, as ye know, when they cast Him from their gates 
and laid the heavier end of a cross upon His shoulders and suffered 
Him to bear it to a barren and naked hill without the city; and they 
walked beside Him and stirred up the dust with their feet, so that it 
rested over them like a red cloud. And they tore His garments from 
Him, even as the lords of justice strip a criminal before all eyes, that 
all might see His body. And they threw Him down upon His cross, 
and stretched Him upon it, and drove an iron nail through each of 
His unresistant hands and a nail through His crossed feet. And they 
raised the cross in a hole dug in the earth ; but it would stand neither 
firm nor upright. So they shook it and drove wedges and blocks 
around it. And those that did this turned down the brims of their 
hats so that the blood of His hands might not drip into their eyes. 

“ And He from on high looked down upon the soldiers casting dice 
for His seamless coat, and down upon all the howling mob for whose 
salvation He suffered. Not one tearful eye was there in all the multi¬ 
tude. And those who were below looked up at Him, hanging from 
the cross, suffering and faint. They read the inscription above His 
head, * King of the Jews,’ and they mocked Him and called up to 
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Him : ' Thou that destroyest the temple, and buildest it in three 
days, save Thyself. If Thou be the Son of God, come down from the 
cross.' 

“ Then God's noble Son waxed wroth and saw that these were 
unworthy of salvation, this mob that swarmed over the earth ; and He 
wrenched His feet from the nail, and He clenched His fingers and tore 
His hands away, so that the arms of the cross bent as a bow. And He 
leaped to the earth and caught up His garment, so that the dice 
rolled over the precipice of Golgotha, and threw it about His person 
with the righteous wrath of a king, and ascended into heaven. And 
the cross stood bare ; and the great work of atonement remained 
unfulfilled. No mediator stands between us and God. No Jesus 
died for us on the cross 1 No Jesus died for us on the cross I " 

He ceased. 

As he uttered the last words he bent toward the multitude and 
with his lips and hands flung his words, as it were, upon their heads. 
A groan of fear ran through the church. Sobs could be heard. 

Then the butcher with uplifted, threatening hands, pallid as a 
corpse, stepped forward and commanded : 

“ Monk, nail Him to the cross again, nail Him-! " 

And from all lips, pleadingly, threateningly, a storm of voices 
rolled to the vault above : “ Crucify Him ! ” 

But the monk looked down upon these fluttering, uplifted hands, 
upon these distorted faces with the dark openings of their screaming 
mouths, from which the teeth flashed like those of tormented beasts 
of prey; and in the ecstasy of the moment he extended his arms 
toward Heaven, and laughed. Then he descended ; and his people 
raised the banners of the fiery rain and their plain, black crosses and 
pushed out of the church. Once more they marched, singing, across 
the market-place, and once more they passed through the mouth of 
the tower gate. 

And the people of Old Bergamo stared after them, as they pro¬ 
ceeded down the mountain. The steep, wall-girt road was obscured 
in the uncertain light of the setting sun, and the procession could be 
only half seen in the glare. Their huge crosses, swaying in the crowd 
from side to side, cast sharp, black shadows on the glowing walls of 
the town. 

In the distance a chant could be heard. A banner or two gleamed 
red from the charred site of the new town, and the pilgrims vanished 
into the bright plain. 

VOL. xix K 
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O NE Sunday morning, after service, the bailiff’s son announced 
to the gathering at the meeting-stone outside the church 
that Miss Irene Holm, dancer from the Royal Theatre in 
Copenhagen, would open a course for dancing and deportment, for 
children, ladies, and gentlemen, if a sufficient number of subscribers 
could be found. The lessons would begin the first of November, in 
the inn, and the price would be five crowns for each child, with a 
discount for several in the same family. 

Seven names were signed. Jens Larsens put up his three on the 
discount. 

Miss Irene Holm considered the number sufficient. She arrived 
toward the end of October, and stopped at the inn with her only 
baggage, an old champagne basket tied up with a cord. She was little 
and wearily meagre in form, had a childish face with the lines of forty 
years in it, under her fur cap, and she wore old handkerchiefs wrapped 
about her wrists, because of the gout. She pronounced all the conson¬ 
ants most carefully, and said, “ Oh, thank you, I can do it myself," 
for everything, looking very helpless the while. She wanted nothing 
but a cup of tea, and then crept into her bed in the tiny room, trem¬ 
bling in fear of ghosts. 

Next morning she appeared with a head full of curls, her figure 
encased in a tight-fitting, fur-trimmed coat, much the worse for 
wear. She was going to call upon the parents of her pupils. She 
inquired the way timidly. Madame Henriksen came out to the door 
with her, and pointed over the fields. At every step Miss Holm bowed 
once in her gratitude. “ Such a good-looking creature I " thought 
Madame Henriksen, and stood in the doorway looking out after her. 
Miss Holm walked toward Jens Larsens', choosing the dike path to 
save her shoes. Miss Holm was wearing leather shoes and fancy knit 
stockings. 

When she had visited all the parents—Jens Larsens gave nine 
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crowns for his three children—Miss Holm looked about for a place 
to live. She hired a tiny whitewashed room at the smith's, the 
window looking out over the level fields. The entire furnishing con¬ 
sisted of a bed, a bureau, and a chair. The champagne basket was 
placed between the bureau and the window. 

Miss Holm moved into her new quarters. Her mornings were 
given up to busy handling of curling tongs and pins, and much drink¬ 
ing of cold tea. When her hair was dressed she tidied up her room, 
and then she knitted all the afternoon. She sat on her basket in 
the corner, trying to catch the last rays of light. The smith’s wife 
would drop in, sit down on the chair and talk, Miss Holm listening 
with a pleasant smile and a graceful nod of her curly head. 

The hostess spun out her stories until it was time for supper. But 
Miss Holm seldom knew what she had been talking about. With 
the exception of dance, and positions, and the calculation for one’s 
daily bread—a tiresome, never-ending calculation—the things of this 
world seldom filtered into Miss Holm's brain. When left alone she 
sat silent on her basket, her hands in her lap, gazing at the narrow 
strip of light that came in under the door. 

She never went out. The level, dreary fields made her homesick, 
and she was afraid of wild horses. 

When evening came, she cooked her simple supper, and then 
busied herself with her curl papers. When she had divested herself 
of her skirts she practised her “ pas ” beside the bedpost, stretching 
her legs energetically. The smith and his wife clung to the keyhole 
during this proceeding. They could just see the high kicks from 
behind, and the curl papers standing up on the dancer’s head like 
quills on a porcupine. She danced so eagerly that she began to hum 
gently as she hopped up and down in the little room, the whole family 
outside hugging the keyhole closely. 

When Miss Holm had practised her accustomed time, she crept 
into bed. While she practised, her thoughts would wander back to 
the time “ when she was at dancing school.” And she would suddenly 
laugh, a gentle, girlish laugh, as she lay still in the darkness. She 
fell asleep thinking of that time—that happy, merry time—the 
rehearsals, when they pricked each other in the calves with pins— 
and screamed so merrily. And then the evenings in the dressing- 
rooms, with the whirr and tumult of voices, and the silence as the 
stage-manager's bell shrilled out. Miss Holm would wake up in a 
fright, dreaming that she had missed her entrance 
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“ Now, then—one—two ”—Miss Irene Holm raised her skirt and 
put out her foot—” feet out—one—two—three.” 

The seven pupils toed in, and hopped about with their fingers in 
their mouths. 

” Here, little Jens—toes out—one, two, three—bow—one, two, 
three—now once more.” 

Jens bowed, his tongue hanging out of his mouth. 

“ Now, Maren, left—one, two, three ; Maren turns to the right— 
once more—one, two, three.” 

Miss Holm sprang about like a kid, so that one could see long 
stretches of fancy stockings. 

The dancing lessons were in full swing, and were held three times 
a week in the hall of the inn, under the two old lamps that hung from 
the beams. The long-undisturbed dust in the cold room whirled up 
under their feet. The seven pupils flew about wildly like a flock of 
magpies. Miss Holm straightening their backs and bending their 
arms. “ One, two, three— battement —one, two, three— battement." 
The seven bobbed at ” battement ” and stepped out energetically. 

The dust gathered in Miss Holm's throat as she called out her 
orders. Now the pupils were to dance a round dance in couples. 
They held their partners at arm’s length, stiff-armed and embarrassed, 
and turned in sleepy circles. Miss Holm swung them around, with 
encouraging words. " Good—now around—four, five—turn again— 
good.” She took hold of Jens Larsens’ second and little Jette, and 
turned them as one would turn a top. 

Jette’s mother had come to look on. The peasant women would 
drop in for the lessons, their cap-bands tied in stiff bows, and sit 
motionless as wooden figures against the wall, without speaking a 
word even to each other. Miss Holm addressed them as ” Madame,” 
and smiled at them as she skipped about. 

Now it was the turn of the lancers. ” Ladies to the right—good 
—now three steps to the left, Jette—good.” The lancers was more 
like a general skirmish than a dance. 

Miss Holm groaned from her exertions. She leaned against the 
wall, her temples beating with hammer-strokes. “ Good—this way, 
Jette.” The dust hurt her eyes as the seven hdpped about in the 
dusk. 

When Miss Holm came home after her dancing lessons, she wrapped 
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her head up in a handkerchief. But in spite of this, she suffered from 
an everlasting cold, and sat, most of her leisure hours, with her head 
over a bowl of hot water. 

Finally, they had music for their lessons—Mr. Broderson's violin. 
Two new pupils, a couple of half-grown young people, joined the class. 
They all hopped about to the tunc of tailor Broderson’s fiddle, as the 
dust flew up in clouds, and the old stove seemed to dance on its rough 
carved feet. 

They had spectators, too, and once the young people from the 
rectory, the pastor's daughter and the curate, came to look on. Miss 
Holm danced out more energetically under the two dim lamps, threw 
out her chest, and arched her feet. “ Throw out your feet like this, 
children—throw out your feet.” She threw out her feet proudly and 
raised the hem of her skirt—now she had an audience 1 

«••••• • 

Every week Miss Holm sent a package of knitting to Copenhagen. 
The teacher took charge of the package. Each time it was clumsily 
wrapped or addressed wrong, and he had to put it to rights himself. 
She stood watching him with her girlish nod and the smile of faded 
sixteen. The newspapers that had come by the mail lay ready for 
distribution on one of the school-tables. One day Miss Holm asked 
timidly if she might look at the Berlinske. She had gazed long¬ 
ingly at the bundle for a week before she could pluck up courage 
enough to proffer her request. After that she came every day, in the 
noon pause. The school teacher soon came to recognise her timid 
knock. " Come in, little lady, the door is open,” he would call. 

She tripped across the schoolroom and took her chosen paper from 
the bundle. She read the theatrical advertisements, the repertoire, 
and the criticisms, of which she understood but little. But it was 
about ” those over there.” She needed a lengthy time to go the 
length of a column, following the words with one gracefully pointed 
finger. When she had finished reading she crossed the hall and 
knocked once more at the other door. ” Well ? ” said the teacher. 

“ Anything new happened in the city ? ” 

” It’s only about—those over there—the old .friends,” she would 
answer. 

The school teacher looked after her as she wandered home to her 
knitting. " Poor little creature ! ” he sighed. " She’s really quite 
excited about her dancing master.” It was the news of a new ballet, 
by a lately promoted master of the ballet, that had so excited her. 
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Miss Holm knew the list of names by heart, and knew the names of 
every solo dance. " We went to school together," she would say. 

And on the evening when the ballet was performed for the first 
time she fevered with excitement, as if she were to dance in it herself. 
She lit the two candles, grey with age and dust, that stood one on 
each side of a plaster cast of Thorwaldsen’s Christ on the bureau, 
and sat down on her champagne basket, staring into the light. But 
she couldn't bear to be alone that evening. All the old unrest of 
theatrical life came over her. She went into the room where the 
smith and his wife were, and sat down beside the tall clock. She 
talked more during the next hour than she had talked for a whole 
year. She talked about the theatre and about first nights ; she 
talked about the big “ solos " and the famous " pas." She hummed 
and she swayed in her chair while she talked. 

The novelty of it all so excited the smith that he began to sing an 
old cavalry song, and finally called out: " Mother, shan’t we have a 
punch to-night ? " 

The punch was brewed, the two candles brought out from the 
little room, and they sat there and chatted merrily. But in the 
midst of all the gaiety. Miss Holm grew suddenly silent, and sat still, 
great tears welling up in her eyes. Then she rose quietly and went 
to her room. In there she sat down on her basket and wept quietly 
and bitterly before she undressed and went to bed. She did not 
practise her steps that evening. She could think of but one thing: 
he had gone to school with her. 

She lay sobbing gently in the darkness. Her head moved uneasily 
on the pillow as the remembered voice of the old dancing master of 
the school rang in her ears, cross and excited : " Holm has no ilan — 
Holm has no Man." He cried it out for all the hall to hear. How 
plainly she could hear it now—how plainly she could see the great 
bare hall—the long rows of figurantes practising their steps—she 
herself leaning for a moment against the wall with the feeling as if 
her tired limbs had been cut off from her body altogether—and then 
the voice of the dancing master: " Haven’t you any ambition, 
Holm ? " 

Then she saw her little home, her mother shrunken down into the 
great armchair, her sister bending over the rattling sewing-machine. 
And she heard her mother ask, in her asthmatic voice: " Didn’t 
Anna Stein dance a solo ? " " Yes, mother." " Did they give her 
* la grande Napolitaine ’ ? " " Yes, mother." " You both entered 
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the school at the same time," she asked, looking over at her from 
behind the lamp. " Yes, mother." And she saw Anna Stein in her 
gay-coloured skirts, with the fluttering ribbons on her tambourine, 
so happy and smiling in the glare of the footlights as she danced 
her solo. 

And suddenly the little woman in the darkness buried her head 
in her pillow and sobbed convulsive, heart-breaking, unchecked sobs 
of impotent and despairing grief. It was dawn before she fell asleep. 

The new ballet was a success. Miss Holm read the notices, and 
two little, old woman’s tears fell softly down upon the printed page 
as she read. 

Letters came now and then from her sisters, letters about pawn- 
tickets and dire need. The days such letters came Miss Holm would 
forget her knitting and sit with her hands pressed to her temples, 
the open letter lying before her. Finally, one day, she made the 
round of the homes of her pupils, and begged shyly, with painful 
blushes, for the advance of half her money. This she sent home to 
her family. 

*•••••• 

So the days passed. Miss Irene Holm went back and forth to her 
dancing lessons. More pupils came to her, a half-score young peasants 
formed an evening class that met three times a week in Peter Madsen’s 
big room on the edge of the woods. Miss Holm walked the half-mile 
in the darkness, timid as a hare, pursued by all the old ghost stories 
of the ballet school. At one place she had to pass a pond deeply 
fringed with willows. She would stare up at the trees that stretched 
their great arms weirdly in the blackness, her heart hanging dead as 
a stone in her breast. 

They danced three hours each evening. Miss Holm called out, 
commanded, skipped here and there, and danced with the gentlemen 
pupils until two deep red spots appeared on her withered cheeks. 
Then it was time to go home. A boy would open the gate for her, 
and hold up a lantern to start her on the way. She heard his " Good¬ 
night " behind her and then the locking of the gate as it rasped over 
the rough stone pavement. Along the first stretch of the path 
was a hedge of bushes that bent over at her and nodded their 
heads. 

It was nearly spring when Miss Holm’s course of lessons came to 
an end. The company at Peter Madsen’s decided to finish off with a 
ball at the inn. 
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It wa3 quite an affair, this ball, with a transparency, " Welcome/' 
over the door, and a cold supper at two crowns a plate, with the 
pastor’s daughter and the curate to grace the table. 

Miss Holm wore a barege gown much betrimmed, and Roman 
bands around her head. Her fingers were full of keepsake rings 
from her ballet-school friends. Between the dances she sprinkled 
lavender water about the floor, and threatened the “ ladies ” with 
the bottle. Miss Holm never felt so young again on any such festive 
occasion. The ball began with a quadrille. The parents of the 
pupils and other older people stood around the walls, each looking 
after his own young ones with secret pride. The young dancers 
walked through the quadrille with faces set as masks, placing their 
feet as carefully as if they were walking on peas. Miss Holm was all 
encouraging smiles and nods as she murmured her French commands. 
The music was furnished by Mr. Broderson and his son, the latter 
maltreating the piano kindly lent for the occasion by the pastor. 

Then the round dances began, and the tone grew more free and 
easy. The elder men discovered the punch bowl in the next room 
and the gentlemen pupils danced in turn with Miss Holm. She 
danced with her head on one side, raising herself on her toes, and 
smiling with her faded grace of sixteen years. After a while the 
other couples stopped dancing to watch Miss Holm and her partner. 
The men came out of the other room, stood in the doorway, and 
murmured admiration as Miss Holm passed, raising her feet a little 
higher under her skirt, and rocking gracefully in the hips. The 
pastor’s daughter was so amused that she pinched the curate's arm 
repeatedly. After the mazurka, the school teacher cried out 
“ Bravo!" and they all clapped hands. Miss Holm gave the 
elegant ballet bow, laying two fingers on her heart. 

When supper-time came, she arranged a polonaise and made them 
all join in. The women giggled and nudged each other in their 
embarrassment, and the men said: " Well—let's get in line." One 
couple began a march song, beating time with their feet. 

Miss Holm sat next the school teacher, in the place of honour 
under the bust of his Majesty the King. They all grew solemn again 
at the table, and Miss Holm was almost the only one who conversed. 
She spoke in the high-pitched tone of the actors in the modern society 
dramas of Scribe. After a while the company became more jovial. 



IRENE HOLM 


185 


the men began to laugh and drink toasts, touching glasses across the 
table. Things were very lively at the end of the table where the 
young people sat, and it was not easy to obtain quiet for the school¬ 
master, who rose to make a speech. He spoke at some length, 
mentioning Miss Holm and the nine Muses, and ending up with a 
toast to “ The Priestess of Art, Miss Irene Holm ! ” All joined in 
the cheers, and everybody came up to touch glasses with Miss Holm. 

Miss Holm had understood very little of the long speech, but she 
felt greatly flattered. She rose and bowed to the company, her 
glass held high in her curved arm. Her face-powder, put on for 
the festive occasion, had quite disappeared in the heat and exertion, 
and two deep red spots shone on her cheeks. 

The fun waxed fast and furious. The young people began to sing, 
the old men drank a glass or two extra on the sly, and stood up from 
their places to hit each other on the shoulder, amid shouts of laughter. 
The women threw anxious glances at the sinners, fearing they might 
indulge too deeply. Amid all the noise Miss Holm's laugh rang out, a 
girlish laugh, bright and merry as thirty years before in the ballet school. 

Then the schoolmaster said that Miss Holm ought to dance. " But 
I have danced.” Yes, but she should dance for them—a solo—that 
would be fine. 

Miss Holm understood at once—and a great desire grew up in her 
heart—she was to dance—a solo ! But she pretended to laugh, and 
smiling up at Peter Madsen's wife, she said, ” The gentleman says I 
ought to dance,” as if it were the most absurd thing in the world. 

Several heard it, and they all called out in answer, “ Yes, yes, do 
dance.” 

Miss Holm blushed to the roots of her hair, and said that she 
thought the fun was getting just a little too outspoken. ” And, 
besides, there was no music ; and one couldn't dance in long skirts.” 
A man somewhere in the background called out: ” You can lift them 
up, can't you ? " The guests all laughed at this, and began to renew 
their entreaties. 

“ Well, yes, if the young lady from the rectory will play for me ? 
—a tarantella.” They surrounded the pastor's daughter, and she 
consented to lend her services. The schoolmaster rose and beat on 
his glass. " Ladies and gentlemen,” he announced, " Miss Holm will 
do us the honour to perform a solo dance for us.” The guests cheered, 
and the last diners arose from the table. The curate’s arm was black 
and blue where the young lady from the rectoiy had pinched him. 
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Miss Holm and the pastor's daughter went to the piano to try 
the music. Miss Holm was feverish with excitement, and tripped 
back and forth, trying the muscles of her feet. She pointed to the 
humps and bumps in the floor: "I'm not quite used to dancing in 
a circus.” Then again : " Well, the fun can begin now ” ; her voice 
was hoarse with emotion. " I’ll come in after the first ten bars,” she 
said to the pianist; " I'll give you a sign when to begin.” Then she 
went out -into a little neighbouring room and waited there. The 
audience filed in and stood around in a circle, whispering and very 
curious. The schoolmaster brought the lights from the table, and 
stood them up in the windows. It was quite an illumination. Then 
there came a light knock at the door of the little room. 

The rector’s daughter began to play, and the guests looked eagerly 
at the closed door. At the tenth bar of the music it opened, and they 
all clapped loudly. Miss Holm danced out, her skirt caught up with 
a Roman scarf. It was to be " la grande Napolitaine." She danced 
on toe-tips, she twisted and turned. The audience gazed, dumb¬ 
founded, in admiration at the little feet that moved up and down as 
rapidly as a couple of drumsticks. They cheered and clapped wildly 
as she stood on one leg for a moment. 

She called out " Quicker,” and began to sway again. She smiled 
and nodded and waved her arms. There was more and more motion 
of the body from the waist up, more gestures with the arms; the 
dance became more and more mimic. She could no longer see the 
faces of her audience; she opened her mouth, smiling so that all her 
teeth, a few very bad teeth, could be seen ; she began to act in panto¬ 
mime ; she felt and knew only that she was dancing a solo—at last 
a solo, the solo for which she had waited so long. It was no longer 
the " grande Napolitaine.” It was Fenella who knelt, Fenella who 
implored, Fenella who suffered, the beautiful, tragic Fenella. 

She hardly knew how she had risen_from the floor, or how she had 
come from the room. She heard only the sudden ceasing of the music, 
and the laughter—the terrible laughter, the laughter she heard and 
the laughter she saw on all these faces, to which she had suddenly 
become alive again. 

She had risen from her knees, raised her arms mechanically, from 
force of habit, and bowed amid shouting. In there, in the little 
room, she stood, supporting herself on the edge of the table. It was 
all so dark around and in her—so empty. She loosened the scarf 
from her gown with strangely stiff hands, smoothed her skirts, and 
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went back again to the room where the audience were now clapping 
politely. She bowed her thanks, standing by the piano, but she did 
not raise her eyes. The others began to dance again, eager to resume 
the fun. Miss Holm went about among them, saying farewell. Her 
pupils pressed the paper packages containing their money into her 
hands. Peter Madsen's wife helped her into her cloak, and at the 
door she was met by the pastor’s daughter and the curate, ready to 
accompany her home. 

They walked along in silence. The young lady from the rectory 
was very unhappy about the evening's occurrence, and wanted to 
excuse it somehow, but didn't know what to say. The little dancer 
walked along at her side, pale and quiet. 

Finally the curate, embarrassed at the silence, remarked hesitat¬ 
ingly : “You see, miss—these people—they don’t understand tragic 
art.” Miss Holm did not answer. When they came to her door she 
bowed and gave them her hand in silence. The rector's daughter 
caught her in her arms and kissed her. “ Good night, good night,’’ 
she said, her voice trembling. Then she waited outside with the 
curate until they saw a light in the little dancer’s room. 

• »*•••• 

Miss Holm took off her barege gown and folded it carefully. She 
unwrapped the money from the paper parcels, counted it, and sewed 
it into a little pocket in her bodice. She handled the needle awk¬ 
wardly, sitting bowed over the tiny light. 

The next morning her champagne basket was lifted on to a wagon 
of the country post. It rained, and Miss Holm huddled down under 
a broken umbrella. She drew her legs up under her, and sat on her 
basket like a Turk. When it was time to leave, the driver ran along¬ 
side. The young lady from the rectory came running up bareheaded. 
She had a white basket in her hands, and said she had brought “just 
a little food for the journey.’’ 

She bent down under the umbrella, caught Miss Holm’s head in 
her hands, and kissed her twice. The old dancer broke into sobs, 
and grasping the young girl's hand, she kissed it violently. 

The rector’s daughter stood and looked for a long time after the 
old umbrella swaying on top of the little cart. 

Miss Irene Holm had announced a “ spring course in modem 
society dances ” in a little town near by. Six pupils were promised. 
It was thither she was going now—to continue the thing wc call Life. 
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THE MYSTERIOUS WEDDING 


O N the north-west of the Isle of Zealand stretches a small 
peninsular district, fertile and studded with hamlets, and 
connected with the mainland by a narrow strip of sandy 
waste. Beyond the only town which this little peninsula possesses the 
land runs into the restless waves of the Cattegat, and presents a wild 
and sterile appearance. The living sands have here obliterated every 
trace of vegetation ; and the storms which blow from all points of the 
wild ocean are constantly operating a change on the fluctuating surface 
of the desert, whose hills of sand rise and disappear with constant 
alternation, restless as the waves which roar around them. In travel¬ 
ling through this country, I here spent upwards of an hour, and never 
shall I forget the impression which the scene made upon my mind. 

While riding alone through the desolate region, a thunderstorm 
rose over the ocean towards the north. The waves roared—the clouds 
were driven along before the wind—the sky grew every instant more 
gloomy, " menacing earth and sea "—the sand began to move in 
increasing masses under my horse’s feet—a whirlwind arose and filled 
the atmosphere with dust—the traces of the path became invisible— 
my horse floundered deeper and deeper in the sand—while sky, earth, 
and ocean seemed mingled and blended together, every object being 
involved in a cloud of dust and vapour. I could not discern the 
slightest trace of life or vegetation. The storm howled above me— 
the waves of the sea lashed mournfully against the shore—the thunder 
rolled in the distance—and scarcely could the lurid lightning-flash 
pierce the heavy cloud of sand which whirled around me ; my danger 
was evident and extreme, when a sudden shower of rain laid the sand, 
and enabled me to push my way to the little town. The storm I had 
just encountered was a horrid mingling of all elements. 

An earthquake has been described as the sigh which troubled 
Nature heaves from the depth of her bosom : perhaps not more 
fancifully this chaotic tempest might have typified the confusion of a 
wildly distracted mind, to which pleasure and even hope itself have 
been long strangers—the cheerless desert of tlic past revealing only 
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remorse and grief—the voice of conscience threatening like the thunder; 
while awful anticipations shed their lurid light over the dark spirit— 
till at last the long dried-up sources of tears open a way to their power¬ 
ful floods, and bury the anguish of the soul'beneath their waves. 

In this desolate country lay, in former times, a village called 
Roerwig, about a mile distant from the shore. The moving sands have 
buried the village, and the inhabitants—mostly shepherds and fisher¬ 
men—have removed their cottages close to the shore. A single 
solitary building, the village church, which is situated upon a hill, yet 
rears its head above the cheerless shifting desert. This church was 
the scene of the following mysterious transaction. 

.■••••* 

In an early part of the eighteenth century the venerable cur6 of 
Roerwig was one night seated in his study, absorbed in pious medita¬ 
tions. It was near midnight. The house lay at the extremity of the 
village, and the simple manners of the inhabitants were so little tinged 
with distrust that bolts and locks were unknown among them, and 
every door remained open and unguarded. 

The night-lamp burned gloomily, the sullen sileqee of that dark 
hour was only interrupted by the rushing noise of the sea, on whose 
waves the pale moon was reflected, when the cur6 heard the door 
below open, and, soon after, the sound of men’s steps upon the stair. 
He was just anticipating a call to administer the last holy offices of 
religion to some one of his parishioners on the point of death, when 
two foreigners, wrapped in white cloaks, stepped hastily into the room. 
One of them approached him with politeness : 

" Sir,” said he, “ you will have the goodness to follow us instantly. 
You must perform a marriage ceremony; the bride and bridegroom 
are already waiting your arrival at the church. This sum," continued 
the stranger, exhibiting to the old man a purse full of gold, “ will 
sufficiently recompense you for the trouble and alarm our sudden 
demand has given you." 

The cur6 stared in mute terror upon the strangers, who seemed to 
have something fearful, almost ghastly in their looks. The demand 
was repeated in an earnest and authoritative tone. When the old man 
had recovered from his first surprise, he began mildly to represent 
that his duty did not allow him to perform so solemn an action without 
some knowledge of the parties, and the intervention of those formalities 
required by law. The other stranger hereupon stepped forward in a 
menacing attitude: 
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" Sir," said he, " you have your choice : follow us ; take the sum 
we offer now; or remain, and this bullet goes through your head.” 

He levelled his pistol at the forehead of the venerable man, and 
waited his answer; whereupon the latter rose, dressed himself, and 
informed his visitants, who had hitherto spoken Danish, but with a 
foreign accent, that he was ready to accompany them. 

The mysterious strangers now proceeded silently through the 
village, followed by the clergyman. It was a dark autumn night, the 
moon having already set; but when they emerged from the village, 
the old man perceived with terror and astonishment that the distant 
church was all illuminated. Meanwhile his companions, wrapped in 
their white cloaks, stepped hastily on before him across the barren 
sandy plain. On reaching the church they bound up his eyes ; a 
side-door opened with a creaking noise, and he felt himself violently 
pushed into a crowd of people ; all around him he heard a murmuring 
of voices, and near to him a conversation carried on in a language quite 
unknown to him, but which he thought was Russian. 

As he stood helpless, blindfolded, pressed upon from every side, 
and in the utmost confusion, he felt himself seized upon by a man’s 
hand and violently drawn through the crowd. At last it seemed to 
him as if the people fell back, the bandage was loosed, and he found 
himself standing with one of the two strangers before the altar. A 
row of large lighted tapers, in magnificent silver candlesticks, adorned 
the altar, and the church itself was splendidly illuminated by a pro¬ 
fusion of candles. If before, while standing blindfolded, the murmur 
of the surrounding crowd had filled his soul with consternation, not 
less amazed was he now at the unbroken silence which reigned through¬ 
out the church. The side passages and all the seats were crowded to 
excess, but the middle passage was quite clear, and he perceived in it 
a newly opened grave, and the stone which had covered it leaning 
against a bench ; around him he only saw male figures, but on one 
of the distant benches he thought he indistinctly perceived a female 
form. The silence lasted for some minutes, during which not a motion 
could be detected in that vast multitude. Thus, when a spirit is bent 
on deeds of darkness, a silent gloomy brooding of soul often precedes 
the horrid action. 

At last a man, whose magnificent dress distinguished him from all 
the rest and bespoke his elevated rank, rose and walked hastily up the 
empty passage ; as he passed along, his steps resounded through the 
building, and every eye was turned upon him ; he appeared to be of 



THE MYSTERIOUS WEDDING 


191 


middle stature, with broad shoulders and strong limbs ; his gait was 
commanding, his complexion of a yellowish brown, and his hair raven 
black; his features were severe, and his lips compressed as if in wrath ; 
a bold aquiline nose heightened the haughty appearance of his coun¬ 
tenance ; and dark shaggy brows lowered over his fiery eyes. He 
wore a green coat, with large golden braids, and a glittering star. 

The bride, who now kneeled beside him, was magnificently dressed. 
A sky-blue roquelaure, richly trimmed with silver, enveloped her 
slender limbs, and floated in large folds over her graceful form; a 
diadem sparkling with diamonds adorned her fair hair. The utmost 
loveliness and beauty might be traced in her features, although despair 
now expressed itself in them ; her cheeks were pale as those of a 
corpse, her features unanimated, her lips were blanched, her eyes 
dimmed, and her powerless arms hung motionless beside her almost 
lifeless form. As she knelt before the altar, the picture of death itself, 
terror seemed to have wrapped her consciousness as well as her vital 
powers in a fortunate slumber. 

The cure now discovered near him an old ugly hag, in a parti¬ 
coloured dress, her head covered with a blood-red turban, who stood 
gazing with an expression of fury and mockery on the kneeling bride ; 
and behind the bridegroom he noticed a man of gigantic size and 
gloomy appearance, whose eyes were fixed upon the ground. 

Horror-struck, the priest stood mute for some time, till a thrilling 
look from the bridegroom reminded him of the ceremony he had come 
thither to perform. But the uncertainty whether the couple he was 
now about to marry understood his language afforded him a fresh 
source of uneasiness. He ventured, however, to ask the bridegroom 
for his name and that of his bride. 

“ Neander and Feodora,” was the answer given in a rough voice. 

The priest now began to read the ritual in faltering accents, fre¬ 
quently mistaking and stopping to repeat the words, without, however, 
either the bride or bridegroom appearing to observe his confusion, 
which confirmed him in the conjecture that his language was almost 
unknown to either of them. On putting the question, “ Neander, 
wilt thou have this woman for thy wedded wife ? ” he doubted 
whether he should receive any answer; but, to his astonishment, the 
bridegroom answered in the affirmative with a loud and almost 
screaming voice, which rung throughout the whole church, while 
deep sighs from the whole spectators accompanied the awful '* yes ” ; 
and a silent quivering, like the reflection of a flash of distant 
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lightning, threw a transitory motion over the death-pale features of 
the bride. 

The priest turned to her, speaking louder to rouse her : 

" Feodora, wilt thou have this man for thy wedded husband ? ” 

The lifeless form before him at this question seemed to awake, a 
deep convulsive throb of terror trembled on her cheeks, her pale lips 
quivered, a passing gleam of fire shone in her eyes, her breast heaved, 
a violent gush of tears flooded the brilliance of her eyes, and the “ yes” 
was heard pronounced like the scream of anguish uttered by a dying 
person, and seemed to find a deep echo in the sounds of grief which 
burst from the surrounding multitude. 

The bride sank into the arms of the horrid old hag ; some minutes 
passed in awful silence; the pale corpse-like female then kneeled again, 
as if in a deep trance, and the ceremony was finished. The bridegroom 
now rose and led the trembling bride to her former place, followed by the 
tall man and the old woman ; the two strangers then appeared again, 
and having bound the priest’s eyes, drew him with violence through the 
crowd, and pushed him out at the door, which they then bolted within. 

For some minutes he stood endeavouring to recollect himself, and 
uncertain whether the horrid scene, with all its ghastly attendant 
circumstances, might not have been a dream ; but when he had torn 
the bandage from his eyes, and saw the illuminated church before 
him, and heard the murmuring of the crowd, he was forced to believe 
its reality. To learn the issue, he hid himself in a corner of the building, 
and while listening here he heard the murmuring within grow louder 
and louder. Then it seemed as if a fierce altercation arose, in which 
he thought he could recognise the rough voice of the bridegroom 
commanding silence. A long pause followed—a shot fell—the shriek 
of a female voice was heard, which was succeeded by another pause— 
then followed a sound of labour, which lasted about a quarter of an 
hour—the candles were extinguished—the murmuring arose again— 
the door was flung open, and a multitude of persons rushed out of the 
church and ran towards the sea. 

The old priest now arose from his hiding-place and hastened back 
to the village, where he awoke his neighbours and friends, and related 
to them his incredible and marvellous adventure; but everything 
which had hitherto fallen out amongst these simple people had been so 
calm and tranquil, so much measured by the laws of daily routine, 
that they were seized with a very different terror, they believed that 
some unfortunate accident had deranged the intellect of their beloved 
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pastor, and it was not without difficulty that he prevailed on some of 
them to follow him to the church, provided with picks and spades. 

Meanwhile the morning had dawned. The sun arose, and when 
the priest and his companions ascended the hill towards the church, 
they saw a man-of-war standing off from the shore under full sail 
towards the north. So surprising a sight in this remote district made 
his companions already hesitate to reject his story as improbable, 
and still more were they inclined to listen to him when they saw that 
the side-door of the church had been violently burst open. They 
entered full of expectation, and the priest showed them the grave 
which he had seen opened in the night-time ; it was easily perceived 
that the stone had been lifted up and replaced again. They put their 
implements in motion, and soon came to a new richly adorned coffin ; 
the old man descended with almost youthful impatience into the 
grave, and others followed him, the cover was taken off, and the priest 
found all his awful forebodings confirmed. 

In the coffin lay the murdered bride—a bullet had pierced her 
breast right to the heart. The magnificent diadem she had worn had 
disappeared ; but the distracted expression of deep grief had vanished 
from her countenance, and a heavenly calm seemed spread over her 
features as she lay there like an angel. The old man threw himself 
down on his knees near the coffin, and wept and prayed aloud for the 
soul of the murdered, while mute astonishment and horror seized his 
companions. 

The clergyman found himself obliged to make this event instantly 
known, with all its circumstances, to his superior, the Bishop of 
Zealand. Meanwhile, until he got further instructions from Copen¬ 
hagen, he bound all his friends to secrecy by an oath. Shortly after¬ 
wards a person of high rank suddenly arrived from the capital; he 
inquired into all the circumstances, visited the grave, commended the 
silence which had been hitherto observed, and stated that the whole 
event must remain for ever a secret, threatening at the same time 
with a severe punishment any person who should dare to speak of it. 

After the death of the priest a writing was found in the parochial 
register narrating this event. Some believed that it might have some 
secret connection with the violent political changes which occurred in 
Russia after the death of Catherine and Peter I. ; but to resolve the 
deep riddle of this mysterious affair will ever be a difficult, if not 
impossible, task. 
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K NUT AAKRE belonged to an ancient family of the parish, 
where it had always been distinguished for its intelligence and 
care for the public good. His father through self-exertion had 
attained to the ministry, but had died early, and his widow being by 
birth a peasant, the children were brought up as farmers. Conse¬ 
quently, Knut’s education was only of the kind afforded by the element¬ 
ary school; but his father's library had early inspired him with a 
desire for knowledge, which was increased by association with his 
friend Henrik Wergeland, who often visited him or sent him books, 
seeds for his farm, and much good counsel. Agreeably to his advice, 
Knut early got up a club, for practice in debating and study of the 
constitution, which finally became a practical agricultural society, 
for this and the surrounding parishes. He also established a parish 
library, giving his father’s books as its first endowment, and organised 
in his own house a Sunday-school for persons wishing to learn penman¬ 
ship, arithmetic, and history. In this way the attention of the public 
was fixed Upon him, and he was chosen a member of the board of 
parish commissioners, of which he soon became chairman. Here he 
continued his endeavours to advance the school interests, which he 
succeeded in placing in an admirable condition. 

Knut Aakre was a short-built, active man, with small sharp eyes 
and disorderly hair. He had large lips, which seemed constantly 
working, and a row of excellent teeth that had the same appearance, 
for they shone when he spoke his clear sharp words, which came out 
with a snap, as when sparks are emitted from a great fire. 

Among the many he had helped to an education, his neighbour 
Lars Hogstad stood foremost. Lars was not much younger than 
Knut, but had developed more slowly. Being in the habit of talking 
much of what he read and thought, Knut found in Lars, who bore a 

*94 



RAILWAY AND CHURCHYARD 


195 


quiet, earnest manner, a good listener, and step by step a sensible 
judge. The result was that he went reluctantly to the meetings of 
the board, unless first furnished with Lars Hogstad's advice concern¬ 
ing whatever matter of importance was before it, which matter was 
thus most likely to result in practical improvement. Knut’s influence, 
therefore, brought his neighbour in as a member of the board, and 
finally into everything with which he himself was connected. They 
always rode together to the meetings, at which Lars never spoke, and 
only on the road to and from them could Knut learn his opinion. The 
two were looked upon as inseparable. 

One fine autumn day the parish commissioners were convened for 
the purpose of considering, among other matters, a proposal made by 
the Foged to sell the public grain-magazine, and with the proceeds 
establish a savings-bank. Knut Aakre, the chairman, would certainly 
have approved this, had he been guided by his better judgment; but, 
in the first place, the motion was made by the Foged, whom Wergeland 
did not like, consequently, neither did Knut; secondly, the grain- 
magazine had been erected by his powerful paternal grandfather, by 
whom it was presented to the parish. To him the proposal was not 
free from an appearance of personal offence; therefore he had not 
spoken of it to any one, not even to Lars, who never himself introduced 
a subject. 

As chairman, Knut read the proposal without comment, but, 
according to his habit, looked over to Lars, who sat as usual a little to 
one side, holding a straw beneath his teeth ; this he always did when 
entering upon a subject, using it as he would a toothpick, letting it 
hang loosely in one comer of his mouth, or turning it more quickly or 
slowly, according to the humour he was in. Knut now saw, with 
surprise, that the straw moved very fast. He asked quickly, “ Do 
you think we ought to agree to this ? ” 

Lars answered dryly, “ Yes, I do.” 

The whole assembly, feeling that Knut was of quite a different 
opinion, seemed struck, and looked at Lars, who said nothing further, 
nor was further questioned. Knut turned to another subject, as if 
nothing had happened, and did not again resume the question till 
toward the close of the meeting, when he asked, with an air of indiffer¬ 
ence, if they should send it back to the Foged for closer consideration, 
as it certainly was contrary to the mind of the people of the parish. 
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by whom the grain-magazine was highly valued; also, if he should 
put upon the record, " Proposal deemed inexpedient.” 

“ Against one vote,” said Lars. 

" Against two,” said another instantly. 

” Against three,” said a third, and before the chairman had re¬ 
covered from his surprise, a majority had declared in favour of the 
proposal. 

He wrote ; then read in a low tone, “ Referred for acceptance, and 
the meeting adjourned.” Knut, rising and closing the ” Records,” 
blushed deeply, but resolved to have this vote defeated at the parish 
meeting. In the yard he hitched his horse to the wagon, and Lars 
came and seated himself by his side. On the way home they spoke 
upon various subjects, but not upon this. 

On the following day Knut's wife started for Lars’ house, to inquire 
of his wife if anything had happened between their husbands ; Knut 
had appeared so queerly when he returned home the evening previous. 
A little beyond the house she met Lars' wife, who came to make the 
same inquiry on account of a similar peculiar behaviour in her husband. 
Lars’ wife was a quiet, timid thing, easily frightened, not by hard 
words, but by silence; for Lars never spoke to her unless she had 
done wrong, or he feared she would do so. On the contrary, Knut 
Aakre’s wife spoke much with her husband, and particularly about 
the commissioners' meetings, for lately they had taken his thoughts, 
work, and love from her and the children. She was jealous of it as of 
a woman, she wept at night about it, and quarrelled with her husband 
concerning it in the day. But now she could say nothing; for once 
he had returned home unhappy ; she immediately became much more 
so than he, and for the life of her she must know what was the matter. 
So as Lars’ wife could tell her nothing, she had to go for information 
out in the parish, where she obtained it, and of course was instantly 
of her husband’s opinion, thinking-Lars incomprehensible, not to say 
bad. But when she let her husband perceive this, she felt that, not¬ 
withstanding what had occurred, no friendship was broken between 
them ; on the contrary, that he liked Lars very much. 

The day for the parish meeting came. In the morning, Lars 
Hogstad drove over for Knut Aakre, who came out and took a seat 
beside him. They saluted each other as usual, spoke a little less than 
they were wont on the way, but not at all of the proposal. The 
meeting was full; some, too. had come in as spectators, which Knut 
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did not like, for he perceived by this a little excitement in the parish. 
Lars had his straw, and stood by the stove, warming himself, for the 
autumn had begun to be cold. The chairman read the proposal in a 
subdued and careful manner, adding that it came from the Foged, 
who was not habitually fortunate. The building was a gift, and such 
things it was not customary to part with, least of all when there was no 
necessity for it. 

Lars, who never before had spoken in the meetings, to the surprise 
of all, took the floor. His voice trembled ; whether this was caused 
by regard for Knut, or anxiety for the success of the bill, we cannot 
say ; but his arguments were clear, good, and of such a comprehensive 
and compact character as had hardly before been heard in these meet¬ 
ings. In concluding, he said : 

“ Of .vhat importance is it that the proposal is from the Foged ? 
None. Or who it was that erected the house, or in what way it 
became the public property ? ” 

Knut, who blushed easily, turned very red, and moved nervously 
as usual when he was impatient; but notwithstanding, he answered, 
in a low, careful tone, that there were savings-banks enough in the 
country, he thought, quite near, and almost too near. But, if one 
was to be instituted, there were other ways of attaining this end than 
by trampling upon the gifts of the dead and the love of the living. 
His voice was a little unsteady when he said this, but recovered its 
composure when he began to speak of the grain-magazine as such, and 
reason concerning its utility. 

Lars answered him ably on this last, adding: “ Besides, for many 
reasons I would be led to doubt whether the affairs of this parish are 
to be conducted for the best interests of the living, or for the memory 
of the dead ; or further, whether it is the love and hate of a single 
family which rules, rather than the welfare of the whole.” 

Knut answered quickly : “ I don’t know whether the last speaker 
has been the one least benefited not only by the dead of this family, 
but also by its still living representative.” 

In this remark he aimed first at the fact that his powerful grand¬ 
father had, in his day, managed the farm for Lars’ grandfather, when 
the latter, on his own account, was on a little visit to the penitentiary. 

The straw, which had been moving quickly for a long time, was 
now still: 

" I am not in the habit of speaking everywhere of myself and 
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family," said Lars, treating the matter with calm superiority; then 
he reviewed the whole matter in question, aiming throughout at a 
particular point. 

Knut was forced to acknowledge to himself that he had never 
looked upon it from that standpoint, or heard such reasoning; in¬ 
voluntarily he had to turn his eye upon Lars. There he stood tall and 
portly, with clearness marked upon the strongly-built forehead and 
in the deep eyes. His mouth was compressed, the straw still hung 
playing in its comer, but great strength lay around. He kept his 
hands behind him, standing erect, while his low deep intonations 
seemed as if from the ground in which he was rooted. Knut saw 
him for the first time in his life, and from his inmost soul felt a dread 
of him; fo t unmistakably this man had always been his superior! 
He had taken all Knut himself knew or could impart, but retained 
only what had nourished this strong hidden growth. 

He had loved and cherished Lars, but now that he had become a 
giant, he hated him deeply, fearfully ; he could not explain to himself 
why he thought so, but he felt it instinctively, while gazing upon him ; 
and in this, forgetting all else, he exclaimed : 

" But Lars ! Lars ! what in the Lord’s name ails you ? " 

He lost all self-control—" you, whom I have "—" you, who have " 
—he couldn't get out another word, and seated himself, only to struggle 
against the excitement which he was unwilling to have Lars see; he 
drew himself up, struck the table with his fist, and his eyes snapped 
from below the stiff disorderly hair which always shaded them. Lars 
appeared as if he had not been interrupted, only turning his head to 
the assembly, asking if this should be considered the decisive blow in 
the matter, for in such a case nothing more need be said. 

Knut could not endure this calmness. 

" What is it that has come among us ? " he cried. " Us, who to 
this day have never debated but in love and upright zeal ? We are 
infuriated at each other as if incited by an evil spirit " ; and he looked 
with fiery eyes upon Lars, who answered : 

"You yourself surely bring in this spirit, Knut, for I have spoken 
only of the case. But you will look upon it only through your own 
self-will; now we shall see if your love and upright zeal will endure, 
when once it is decided agreeably to our wish." ^ 

“ Have I not, then, taken good care of the interests of the parish ? " 

No reply. This grieved Knut, and he continued : 
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“ Really, I did not think otherwise than that I had accomplished 
something—something for the good of the parish—but maybe I 
have deceived myself.” 

He became excited again, for it was a fiery spirit within him, 
which was broken in many ways, and the parting with Lars grieved 
him, so that he could hardly control himself. Lars answered : 

" Yes, I know you give yourself the credit for all that is done here, 
and, should one judge by much speaking in the meetings, then surely 
you have accomplished the most.” 

“ Oh, is it this ! ” shouted Knut, looking sharply upon Lars: 
" it is you who have the honour of it! ” 

“ Since we necessarily talk of ourselves,” replied Lars, '* I will say 
that all matters have been carefully considered by us before they were 
introduced here.” 

Here little Knut Aakre resumed his quick way of speaking : 

" In God’s name take the honour, I am content to live without it; 
there are other things harder to lose I ” 

Involuntarily Lars turned liis eye from Knut, but said, the straw 
moving very quickly : " If I were to speak my mind, I should say there 
is not much to take honour for ; of course ministers and teachers may 
be satisfied with what has been done ; but, certainly, the common 
men say only that up to this time the taxes have become heavier and 
heavier.” 

A murmur arose in the assembly, which now became restless. 
Lars continued : 

" Finally, to-day, a proposal is made which, if carried, would 
recompense the parish for all it has laid out; perhaps, for this reason, 
it meets such opposition. It is the affair of the parish, for the benefit 
of all its inhabitants, and ought to be rescued from being a family 
matter.” 

The audience exchanged glances, and spoke half audibly, when 
one threw out a remark, as he rose to go to his dinner-pail, that these 
were " the truest words he had heard in the meetings for many years.” 
Now all arose, and the conversation became general. Knut Aakre 
felt as he sat there that the case was lost, fearfully lost; and tried no 
more to save it. He had somewhat of the character attributed to 
Frenchmen, in that he was good for first, second, and third attacks, 
but poor for self-defence—his sensibilities overpowering his thoughts. 

He could not comprehend it, nor could he sit quietly any longer; 
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so, yielding his place to the vice-chairman, he left—and the audience 
smiled. 

He had come to the meeting accompanied by Lars, but returned 
home alone, though the road was long. It was a cold autumn day; 
the way looked jagged and bare, the meadow grey and yellow ; while 
frost had begun to appear here and there on the roadside. Dis¬ 
appointment is a dreadful companion. He felt himself so small and 
desolate, walking there; but Lars was everywhere before him, like a 
giant, his head towering, in the dusk of evening, to the sky. It was 
his own fault that this had been the decisive battle, and the thought 
grieved him sorely: he had staked too much upon a single little 
affair. But surprise, pain, anger, had mastered him ; his heart still 
burned, shrieked, and moaned within him. He heard the rattling of 
a wagon behind; it was Lars, who came driving his superb horse 
past him at a brisk trot, so that the hard road gave a sound of thunder. 
Knut gazed after him, as he sat there so broad-shouldered in the 
wagon, while the horse, impatient for home, hurried on unurged by 
Lars, who only gave loose rein. It was a picture of his power ; this 
man drove toward the mark I He, Knut, felt as if thrown out of his 
wagon to stagger along there in the autumn cold. 

Knut’s wife was waiting for him at home. She knew there would 
be a battle ; she had never in her life believed in Lars, and lately had 
felt a dread of him. It had been no comfort to her that they had 
ridden away together, nor would it have comforted her if they had 
returned in the same way. But darkness had fallen, and they had not 
yet come. She stood in the doorway, went down the road and home 
again ; but no wagon appeared. 

At last she hears a rattling on the road, her heart beats as violently 
as the wheels revolve; she clings to the doorpost, looking out; the 
wagon is coming ; only one sits there ; she recognises Lars, who sees 
and recognises her, but is driving past without stopping. Now she 
is thoroughly alarmed I Her limbs fail her; she staggers in, sinking 
on the bench by the window. 

The children, alarmed, gather around, the youngest asking for 
papa, for the mother never spoke with them but of him. She loved 
him because he had such a good heart, and now this good heart was 
not with them ; but, on the contrary, away on all kinds of business, 
which brought him only unhappiness ; consequently, they were un¬ 
happy too. 
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“ Oh, that no harm had come to him to-day ! Knut was so 
excitable ! Why did Lars come home alone ? Why didn’t he stop ? ” 

Should she run after him, or, in the opposite direction, toward her 
husband ? She felt faint, and the children pressed around her, asking 
what was the matter; but this could not be told to them, so she said 
they must take supper alone, and, rising, arranged it and helped them. 
She was constantly glancing out upon the road. He did not come. 
She undressed and put them to bed, and the youngest repeated the 
evening prayer, while she bowed over him, praying so fervently in 
the words which the tiny mouth first uttered that she did not perceive 
the steps outside. 

Knut stood in the doorway, gazing upon his little congregation 
at prayer. She rose; all the children shouted " Papa! " but he 
seated himself, and said gently : 

“ Oh ! let him repeat it.” 

The mother turned again to the bedside, that meantime he might 
not see her face ; otherwise, it would have been like intermeddling 
with his grief before he felt a necessity of revealing it. The child 
folded his hands, the rest following the example, and said : 

I am now a little lad, 

But soon shall grow up tall. 

And make papa and mamma glad, 

I'll be so good to all! 

When in Thy true and holy ways, 

Thou dear, dear God wilt help me keep ;— 

Remember now Thy name to praise, 

And so we’ll try to go to sleep ! 

What a peace now fell! Not a minute more had passed ere the 
children all slept in it as in the lap of God ; but the mother went 
quietly to work arranging supper for the father, who as yet could not 
eat. But after he had gone to bed, he said : 

“ Now, after this, I shall be at home.” 

The mother lay there trembling with joy, not daring to speak, 
lest she should reveal it; and she thanked God for all that had 
happened, for, whatever it was, it had resulted in good. 

II 

In the course of a year, Lars was chosen head Justice of the Peace, 
chairman of the board of commissioners, president of the savings-bank, 
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and, in short, was placed in every office of parish trust to which his 
election was possible. In the county legislature, during the first year, 
he remained silent, but afterward made himself as conspicuous as in 
the parish council; for here, too, stepping up to the contest with him 
who had always borne sway, he was victorious over the whole line, 
and afterward himself manager. From this he was elected to the 
Congress, where his fame had preceded him, and he found no lack of 
challenge. But here, although steady and independent, he was always 
retiring, never venturing beyond his depth, lest his post as leader at 
home should be endangered by a possible defeat abroad. 

It was pleasant to him now in his own town. When he stood by 
the church-wall on Sundays, and the community glided past, saluting 
and glancing sideways at him—now and then one stepping up for the 
honour of exchanging a couple of words with him—it could almost be 
said that, standing there, he controlled the whole parish with a straw, 
which, of course, hung in the corner of his mouth. 

He deserved his popularity ; for he had opened a new road which 
led to the church ; all this and much more resulted from the savings- 
bank, which he had instituted and now managed ; and the parish, in 
its self-management and good order, was held up as an example to all 
others. 

Knut, of his own accord, quite withdrew—not entirely at first, for 
he had promised himself not thus to yield to pride. In the first pro¬ 
posal he made before the parish board, he became entangled by Lars, 
who would have it represented in all its details ; and, somewhat hurt, 
he replied : “ When Columbus discovered America he did not have 
it divided into counties and towns—this came by degrees afterward ” ; 
upon which Lars compared Knut’s suggestion (relating to stable 
improvements) to the discovery of America, and afterward by the 
commissioners he was called by no other name than “ Discovery of 
America.” Knut thought, since his influence had ceased there, so, 
also, had his duty to work ; and afterwards declined re-election. 

But he was industrious, and, in order still to do something for the 
public good, he enlarged his Sunday-school, and put it, by means of 
small contributions from the pupils, in connection with the mission 
cause, of which he soon became the centre and leader in his own and 
surrounding counties. At this, Lars remarked that if Knut ever 
wished to collect money for any purpose, he must first know that its 
benefit was only to be realised some thousands of miles away. 
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There was no strife between them now. True, they associated 
with each other no longer, but saluted and exchanged a few words 
whenever they met. Knut always felt a little pain in remembering 
Lars, but struggled to overcome it, by saying to himself that it must 
have been so. Many years afterward, at a large wedding-party, where 
both were present and a little gay, Knut stepped upon a chair and 
proposed a toast to the chairman of the parish council and the county's 
first congressman. He spoke until he manifested emotion, and, as 
usual, in an exceedingly handsome way. It was honourably done, 
and Lars came to him, saying, with an unsteady eye, that for much of 
what he knew and was he had to thank him. 

At the next election Knut was again elected chairman. 

But if Lars Hogstad had foreseen what was to follow, he would 
not have influenced this. It is a saying that “ all events happen in 
their time,” and just as Knut appeared again in the council, the ablest 
men in the parish were threatened with bankruptcy, the result of a 
speculative fever which had been raging long, but now first began to 
react. They said that Lars Hogstad had caused this great epidemic, 
for it was he who had brought the spirit of speculation into the parish. 
This penny malady had originated in the parish board ; for this body 
itself had acted as leading speculator. Down to the youth of twenty 
years, all were endeavouring by sharp bargains to make the one shilling 
ten ; extreme parsimony, in order to lay up in the beginning, was 
followed by an exceeding lavishness in the end : and as the thoughts 
of all were directed to money only, a disposition to selfishness, sus¬ 
picion, and disunion had developed itself, which at last turned to 
prosecutions and hatred. It was said that the parish board had set 
the example in this also ; for one of the first acts performed by Lars as 
chairman was a prosecution against the minister, concerning doubtful 
prerogatives. The venerable pastor had lost, but had also immediately 
resigned. 

At the time some had praised, others denounced, this act of Lars; 
but it had proved a bad example. Now came the effects of his manage¬ 
ment in the form of loss to all the leading men of the parish; and 
consequently, public opinion quickly changed. The opposite party 
immediately found a champion ; for Knut Aakre had come into the 
parish board, introduced there by Lars himself. 

■The struggle at once began. All those youths who, in their time, 
had been under Knut Aakre's instruction, were now grown-up men, 
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the best educated, conversant with all the business and public trans¬ 
actions in the parish; Lars had now to contend against these and 
others like them, who had disliked him from their childhood. One 
evening, after a stormy debate, as he stood on the platform outside 
his door, looking over the parish, a sound of distant threatening 
thunder came toward him from the large farms, lying in the storm. 
He knew that that day their owners had become insolvent, that he 
himself and the savings-bank were going the same way ; and his whole 
long work would culminate in condemnation against him. 

In these days of struggle and despair, a company of surveyors 
came one evening to Hogstad, which was the first farm at the entrance 
of the parish, to mark out the line of a new railway. In the course of 
conversation, Lars perceived it was still a question with them whether 
the road should run through this valley or another parallel one. 

Like a flash of lightning it darted through his mind that, if he 
could manage to get it through here, all real estate would rise in value, 
and not only he himself be saved, but his popularity handed down to 
future generations. He could not sleep that night, for his eyes were 
dazzled with visions ; sometimes he seemed to hear the noise of an 
engine. The next day he accompanied the surveyors in their examina¬ 
tion of the locality ; his horses carried them, and to his farm they 
returned. The following day they drove through the other valley, 
he still with them, and again carrying them back home. The whole 
house was illuminated, the first men of the parish having been invited 
to a party made for the surveyors, which terminated in a carouse that 
lasted until morning. ■ But to no avail; for the nearer they came to 
the decision, the clearer it was to be seen that the road could not be 
built through here without great extra expense. The entrance to 
the valley was narrow, through a rocky chasm, and the moment it 
swung into the parish the river made a curve in its way, so that the 
railway would either have to make the same—crossing the river twice 
—or go straight forward through the old, now unused, churchyard. 
Yet it was not long since the last burials there, for the church had been 
but recently moved. 

Did it only depend upon a strip of an old churchyard, thought 
Lars, whether the parish should have this great blessing or not ?— 
then he would use his name and energy for the rejnoval of the obstacle. 
So immediately he made a visit to minister and bishop, from them to 
county legislature and Department of the Interior ; he reasoned and 
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negotiated; for he had possessed himself of all possible information 
concerning the vast profits that would accrue on the one side, and the 
feelings of the parish on the other, and had really succeeded in gaining 
over all parties. It was promised him that, by the reinterment of 
some bodies in the new churchyard, the only objection to this line 
might be considered as removed, and the king’s approbation guaran¬ 
teed. It was told him that he need only make the motion in the 
county meeting. 

The parish had become as excited on the question as himself. The 
spirit of speculation, which had been prevalent so many years, now 
became jubilant. No one spoke or thought of anything but Lars' 
journey and its probable result. Consequently, when he returned 
with the most splendid promises, they made much ado about him; 
songs were sung to his praise; yes, if at that time one after another 
of the largest farms had toppled over, not a soul would have given it 
any attention; the former speculation fever had been succeeded by 
the new one of the railway. 

The county board met; a humble petition that the old churchyard 
might be used for the railway was drawn up to be presented to the 
king. This was unanimously voted; yes, there was even talk of 
voting thanks to Lars, and a gift of a coffee-pot, in the model of a 
locomotive. But finally, it was thought best to wait until everything 
was accomplished. The petition from the parish to the county board 
was sent back, with a requirement of a list of the names of all bodies 
which must necessarily be removed. The minister made out this, 
but instead of sending it directly to the county board, had his reasons 
for communicating it first to the parish. One of the members brought 
it to the next meeting. Here Lars opened the envelope, and as 
chairman read the names. 

Now it happened that the first body to be removed was that of 
Lars’ own grandfather. A little shudder passed through the assembly; 
Lars himself was taken by surprise ; but continued. Secondly came 
the name of Knut Aakre's grandfather; for the two had died at nearly 
the same time. Knut Aakre sprang from his seat; Lars stopped; 
all looked up with dread, for the name of the elder Knut Aakre had been 
the one most beloved in the parish for generations. There was a pause 
of some minutes. At last Lars hemmed, and continued. But the 
matter became worse, for the further he proceeded, the nearer it 
approached their own day, and the dearer the dead became. When 
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he ceased, Knut Aakre asked quietly if others did not think as he, that 
spirits were around them. It had begun to grow dusk in the room, 
and although they were mature men sitting in company, they almost 
felt themselves frightened. Lars took a bundle of matches from his 
pocket and lit a candie, somewhat dryly remarking that this was no 
more than they had known beforehand. 

“ No,” replied Knut, pacing the floor, “ this is more than I knew 
beforehand. Now I begin to think that even railways can be bought 
too dearly.” 

This electrified the audience, and Knut continued that the whole 
affair must be reconsidered, and made a motion to that effect. In 
the excitement which had prevailed, he said it was also true that the 
benefit to‘be derived from the railway had been considerably over¬ 
rated ; for if it did not pass through the parish, there would have to 
be a station at each extremity ; true, it would be a little more trouble 
to drive there than to a station within ; yet not so great that for this 
reason they should dishonour the rest of the dead. 

Knut was one of those who, when his thoughts were excited, could 
extemporise and present most sound reasons; he had not a moment 
previously thought of what he now said ; but the truth of it struck all. 
Lars, seeing the danger of his position, thought it best to be careful, 
and so apparently acquiesced in Knut's proposition to reconsider; 
for such emotions, thought he, are always strongest in the beginning; 
one must temporise with them. 

But here he had miscalculated. In constantly increasing waves 
the dread of touching their dead overswept the parish ; what no one 
had thought of as long as the matter existed only in talk became a 
serious question when it came to touch themselves. The women 
particularly were excited, and at the parish house, on the day of the 
next meeting, the road was black with the gathered multitude. It 
was a warm summer day, the windows were taken out, and as many 
stood without as within. All felt that that day would witness a great 
battle. 

Lars came, driving his handsome horse, saluted by all; he looked 
quietly and confidently around, not seeming surprised at the throng. 
He seated himself, straw in mouth, near the window, and not without 
a smile saw Knut rise to speak, as he thought, for all the dead lying 
over there in the old churchyard. 

But Knut Aakre did not begin with the churchyard. He made a 
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stricter investigation into the profits likely to accrue from carrying 
the railway through the parish, showing that in all this excitement 
they had been over-estimated. He had calculated the distance, of 
each farm from the nearest station, should the road be taken through 
the neighbouring valley, and finally asked : 

“ Why has such a fuss been made about this railway, when it 
would not be for the good of the parish after all ? ” 

This he could explain; there were those who had brought about 
such a previous disturbance, that a greater was necessary in order 
that the first might be forgotten. Then, too, there were those who, 
while the thing was new, could sell their farms and lands to strangers 
foolish enough to buy; it was a shameful speculation, which not the 
living only but the dead also must be made to promote l 

The effect produced by his address was very considerable. But 
Lars had firmly resolved, come what would, to keep cool, and smilingly 
replied that he supposed Knut Aakre himself had been anxious for the 
railway, and surely no one would accuse him of understanding specu¬ 
lation. (A little laugh ensued.) Knut had had no objection to the 
removal of bodies of common people for the sake of the railway, 
but when it came to that of his own grandfather, the question became 
suddenly of vital importance to the whole parish. He said no more, 
but looked smilingly at Knut, as did also several others. Meanwhile, 
Knut Aakre surprised both him and them by replying : 

“ I confess it; I did not realise what was at stake until it touched 
my own dead ; possibly this is a shame, but really it would have been 
a greater one not even then to have realised it, as is the case with Lars! 
Never, I think, could Lars' raillery have been more out of place ; for 
folks with common feelings the thing is really revolting." 

“ This feeling has come up quite recently,” answered Lars, “ and 
so we will hope for its speedy disappearance also. It may be well to 
think upon what minister, bishop, county officers, engineers, and 
Department will say, if we first unanimously set the ball in motion 
and then come asking to have it stopped ; if we first are jubilant and 
sing songs, then weep and chant requiems. If they do not say that 
we have run mad here in the parish, at least they may say that we have 
grown a little queer lately.” 

“ Yes, God knows, they can say so,” answered Knut; ” we have 
been acting strangely enough during the last few days—it is time for 
us to retract. It has really gone far when we can dig up, each his 



208 BJORNSTJERNE RJORNSON 


own grandfather, to make way for a railway; when, m order that 
our loads may be carried more easily forward, we can violate the 
resting-place of the dead. For is not overhauling our churchyard 
the same as making it yield us food ? What has been buried there 
in Jesus' name, shall we take up in the name of Mammon ? It is 
but little better than eating our progenitors' bones." 

" That is according to the order of nature,” said Lars dryly. 

" Yes, the nature of plants and animals,” replied Knut. 

Are we not then animals ? ” asked Lars. 

" Yes, but also the children of the living God, who have buried 
our dead in faith upon Him ; it is He who shall raise them, and 
not we.” 

*' Oh, you prate! Are not the graves dug over at certain fixed 
periods anyway ? What evil is there in that it happens some years 
earlier ? ” asked Lars. 

“ I will tell you ! What was bom of them yet lives; what they 
built yet remains; what they loved, taught, and suffered for is all 
around us and within us ; and shall we not, then, let their bodies rest 
in peace ? ” 

" I see by your warmth that you are thinking of your grandfather 
again,” replied Lars; “ and will say it is high time you ceased to 
bother the parish about him, for he monopolised space enough in his 
lifetime; it isn’t worth while to have him lie in the way now he is 
dead. Should his corpse prevent a blessing to the parish that would 
reach to a hundred generations, we surely would have reason to say 
that, of all bom here, he has done us most harm.” 

Knut Aakre tossed back his disorderly hair, his eyes darted fire, 
his whole frame appeared like a drawn bow. 

" What sort of a blessing this is that you speak of, I have already 
proved. It is of the same character as all the others which you have 
brought to the parish, namely, a doubtful one. True enough, you 
have provided us with a new church ; but, too, you have filled it with 
a new spirit—and not that of love. True, you have made us new roads 
—but also new roads to destruction, as is now plainly evident in the 
misfortunes of many. True, you have lessened our taxes to the 
public; but, too, you have increased those to ourselves; prosecu¬ 
tions, protests, and failures are no blessing to a community. And 
you dare not scoff at the man in his grave whom the whole parish 
bleSses f You dare say he lies in our way—yes, very likely he lies 
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in your way. This is plainly to be seen ; but over this grave you 
shall fall! The spirit which has reigned over you, and at the same 
time until now over us, was not bom to rule, only to serve. The 
churchyard shall surely remain undisturbed ; but to-day it numbers 
one more grave, namely, that of your popularity, which shall now be 
interred in it.” 

Lars Hogstad rose, white as a sheet; he opened his mouth, 
but was unable to speak a word, and the straw fell. After three or 
four vain attempts to recover it and to find utterance, he belched 
forth like a volcano : 

" Are these the thanks I get for all my toils and struggles ? Shall 
such a woman-preacher be able to direct ? Ah, then, the devil be 
your chairman if ever more I set my foot here ! I have kept your 
petty business in order until to-day; and after me it will fall into a 
thousand pieces ; but let it go now. Here are the ‘ Records ’! (and 
he flung them across the table). Out on such a company of wenches 
and brats ! (striking the table with his fist). Out on the whole parish, 
that it can see a man recompensed as I now am ! ” 

He brought down his fist once more with such force that the leaf 
of the great table sprang upward, and the inkstand with all its contents 
downward upon the floor, marking for coming generations the spot 
where Lars Hogstad, in spite of all his prudence, lost his patience 
and his rule. 

He sprang for the door, and soon after was away from the house. 
The whole audience stood fixed—for the power of his voice and his 
wrath had frightened them—until Knut Aakre, remembering the 
taunt he had received at the time of his fall, with beaming counten¬ 
ance, and assuming Lars' voice, exclaimed : 

“ Is this the decisive blow in the matter ? " 

The assembly burst into uproarious merriment. The grave meet¬ 
ing closed amid laughter, talk, and high glee ; only few left the place, 
those remaining called for drink, and made a night of thunder succeed 
a day of lightning. They felt happy and independent as in old days, 
before the time in which the commanding spirit of Lars had cowed 
their souls into silent obedience. They drank toasts to their liberty, 
they sang, yes, finally they danced, Knut Aakre with the vice-chairman 
taking lead, and all the members of the council following, and boys 
and girls too, while the young ones outside shouted Hurrah ! for, 
such a spectacle they had never before witnessed. 

VOL. XIX 
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Lars moved around in the large rooms at Hogstad without utter¬ 
ing a word. His wife, who loved him, but always with fear and 
trembling, dared not so much as show herself in his presence. The 
management of the farm and house had to go on as it would, while a 
multitude of letters were passing to and fro between Hogstad and the 
parish, Hogstad and the capital; for he had charges against the 
county board which were not acknowledged, and a prosecution 
ensued; against the savings-bank, which were also unacknowledged, 
and so came another prosecution. He took offence at articles in the 
Christiania Correspondence, and prosecuted again, first the chairman 
of the county board, and then the directors of the savings-bank. 
At the same time there were bitter articles in the papers, which 
according to report were by him, and were the cause of great strife 
in the parish, setting neighbour against neighbour. Sometimes he 
was absent whole weeks at once, nobody knowing where, and after 
returning lived secluded as before. At church he was not seen after 
the grand scene in the representatives’ meeting. 

Then, one Saturday night, the post brought news that the railway 
Was to go through the parish after all, and through the old church¬ 
yard. It struck like lightning into every home. The unanimous veto 
of the county board had been in vain ; Lars Hogstad’s influence had 
proved stronger. This was what his absence meant, this was his 
work ! It was involuntary on the part of the people that admiration 
of the man and his dogged persistency should lessen dissatisfaction 
at their own defeat; and the more they talked of the matter the 
more reconciled they seemed to become : for whatever has once been 
settled beyond all change develops in itself, little by little, reasons 
why it is so, which we are accordingly brought to acknowledge. 

In going to church next day, as they encountered each other 
they could not help laughing; and before the service, just as nearly 
all were convened outside—young and old, men and women, yes, 
even children—talking about Lars Hogstad, his talents, his strong 
will, and his great influence, he himself with his household came 
driving up in four carriages. Two years had passed since he was 
last there. He alighted and walked through the'erowd, when involun¬ 
tarily all lifted their hats to him like one man; but he looked neither 
to the right nor the left, nor returned a single salutation. His 
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little wife, pale as death, walked behind him. In the building, the 
surprise became so great that one after another, noticing him, stopped 
singing and stared. Knut Aakre, who sat in his pew in front of Lars’, 
turned around and saw Lars sitting bowed over his hymn-book, 
looking for the place. 

He had not seen him until now since the day of the represent¬ 
atives' meeting, and such a change in a man he never could have 
imagined. This was no victor. His head was becoming bald, his 
face was lean and contracted, his eyes hollow and bloodshot, and the 
giant neck presented wrinkles and cords. At a glance he perceived 
what this man had endured, and was as suddenly seized with a feeling 
of strong pity, yes, even with a touch of the old love. In his heart 
he prayed for him, and promised himself surely to seek him after 
service ; but, ere he had opportunity, Lars had gone. Knut resolved 
he would call upon him at his home that night, but his wife kept him 
back. 

“ Lars is one of the kind,” said she, " who cannot endure a debt 
of gratitude : keep away from him until possibly he can in some way 
do you a favour, and then perhaps he will come to you.” 

However, he did not come. He appeared now and then at church, 
but nowhere else, and associated with no one. On the contrary, he 
devoted himself to his farm and other business with an earnestness 
which showed a determination to make up in one year for the neglect 
of many ; and, too, there were those who said it was necessary. 

Railway operations in the valley began very soon. As the line 
was to go directly past his house, Lars remodelled the side facing it, 
connecting with it an elegant verandah, for of course his residence 
must attract attention. They were just engaged in this work when 
the rails were laid for the conveyance of gravel and timber, and a 
small locomotive was brought up. It was a fine autumn evening 
when the first gravel train was to come down. Lars stood on the 
platform of his house to hear the first signal, and see the first column 
of smoke; all the hands on the farm were gathered around him. 
He looked out over the parish, lying in the setting sun, and felt that 
he was to be remembered so long as a train should roar through the 
fruitful valley. A feeling of forgiveness crept into his soul. He 
looked toward the churchyard, of which a part remained, with crosses 
bowing toward the earth, but a part had become railway. He was 
trying to define his feelings, when, whistle went the first signal, and a 
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while after the train came slowly along, puffing out smoke mingled 
with sparks, for wood was used instead of coal; the wind blew toward 
the house, and standing there they soon found themselves enveloped 
in a dense smoke; but by and by, as it Cleared away, Lars saw the 
train working through the valley like a strong will. 

He was satisfied, and entered the house as after a long day’s work. 
The image of his grandfather stood before him at this moment. This 
grandfather had raised the family from poverty to comfortable 
circumstances; true, a part of his citizen-honour had been lost, but 
forward he hjtd pushed, nevertheless. His faults were those of his 
time; they were to be found on the uncertain borders of the moral 
conceptions of that period, and are of no consideration now. Honour 
to him in his grave, for he suffered and worked; peace to his ashes. 
It is good to rest at last. But he could get no rest because of his 
grandson’s great ambition. He was thrown up with stone and gravel. 
Pshaw! very likely he would only smile that his grandson's work 
passed above his head. 

With such thoughts he had undressed and gone to bed. Again 
his grandfather’s image glided forth. What did he wish ? Surely he 
ought to be satisfied now, with the family's honour sounding forth 
above his grave ; who else had such a monument ? 

But yet, what mean these two great eyes of fire ? This hissing, 
roaring, is no longer the locomotive, for see f it comes from the 
churchyard directly toward the house: an immense procession I 
The eyes of fire are his grandfather’s, and the train behind are all 
the dead. It advances continually toward the house, roaring, crack¬ 
ling, flashing. The windows bum in the reflection of dead men’s 
eyes. ... He made a mighty effort to collect himself, " For it was a 
dream, of course, only a dream ; but let me waken ! ... See : now 
I am awake; come, ghosts ! ” 

And behold : they really come from the churchyard, overthrowing 
track, rails, locomotive and train with such violence that they sink 
in the ground ; and then all is still there, covered with sod and crosses 
as before. But like giants the spirits advance, and the hymn, “ Let 
the dead have rest! ” goes before them. He knows it; for daily in 
all these years it has sounded through his soul, and now it becomes 
his own requiem ; for this was death and its visions. 

The perspiration started out over his whole body, for nearer and 
nearer—and see there, on the window-pane! there, there they were 
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now ; and he heard his name. Overpowered with dread he struggled 
to shout, for he was strangling; a dead, cold hand already clenched 
his throat, when he regained his voice in a shrieking “ Help me! ’’ 
and awoke. 

At that moment the window was burst in with such force that the 
pieces flew on to his bed. He sprang up ; a man stood in the opening, 
around him smoke and tongues of fire. 

“ The house is burning, Lars, we’ll help you out! ” 

It was Knut Aakre. 

When again he recovered consciousness, he was lying out in a 
piercing wind that chilled his limbs. No one was by him; on the 
left he saw his burning house ; around him grazed, bellowed, bleated, 
and neighed his stock; the sheep huddled together in a terrified 
flock; the furniture recklessly scattered: but, on looking around 
more carefully, he discovered somebody sitting on a knoll near him, 
weeping. It was his wife. He called her name. She started. 

“ The Lord Jesus be thanked that you live," she exclaimed, 
coming forward and seating herself, or rather falling down before him. 
" O God ! O God ! now we have enough of that railway ! " 

“ The railway ? " he asked; but ere he spoke, it had flashed 
through his mind how it was ; for, of course, the cause of the fire was 
the falling of sparks from the locomotive among the shavings by the 
new side-wall. He remained sitting, silent and thoughtful; his wife 
dared say no more, but was trying to find clothes for him, the things 
with which she had covered him, as he lay unconscious, having fallen 
off. He received her attentions in silence, but as she crouched down 
to cover his feet, he laid a hand upon her head. She hid her face 
in his lap, and wept aloud. At last' he had noticed her. Lars under¬ 
stood, and said: 

“ You are the only friend I have." 

Although to hear these words had cost the house, no matter, 
they made her happy; she gathered courage and said, rising and 
looking submissively at fiim : 

" That is because no one else understands you." 

Now again they talked of all that had transpired, or rather he 
remained silent, while she told about it. Knut Aakre had been first 
to perceive the fire, had awakened his people, sent the girls out 
through the parish, while he himself hastened with men and horses 
to the spot where all were sleeping. He had taken charge of extin- 
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guishing the fire and saving the property; Lars himself he had 
dragged from the burning room and brought him here on the left, to 
the windward—here, out on the churchyard. 

While they were talking of all this, some one came driving rapidly 
up the road and turned off toward them ; soon he alighted. It was 
Knut who had been home after his church wagon; the one in which 
so many times they had ridden together to and from the parish 
meetings. Now Lars must get in and ride home with him. They 
took each other by the hand, one sitting, the other standing. 

" You must come with me now," said Knut. Without reply Lars 
rose; they walked side by side to the wagon. Lars was helped in; 
Knut seated himself by his side. What they talked about as they 
rode, or afterward in the little chamber at Aakre, in which they 
remained until morning, has never been known; but from that day 
they were again inseparable. 

As soon as disaster befalls a man, all seem to understand his 
worth. So the parish took upon themselves to rebuild Lars Hog- 
stad’s houses, larger and handsomer than any others in the valley. 
Again he became chairman, but with Knut Aakre at his side, and from 
that day all went well. 



NORWEGIAN 


A DANGEROUS WOOING 

BjSrnstjekne Bjornson 

W HEN Aslaug had become a grown-up girl, there was no 
longer any peace to be had at Huseby ; in fact the hand¬ 
somest youths in the parish quarrelled and fought there 
night after night. It was worst of all on Saturday nights ; then old 
Knut Huseby never went to bed without keeping his leather breeches 
on, nor without having a birch stick by his bedside. 

“ If I have a pretty daughter, I must look after her,” he said. 
Thore Naeset was only a cottager's son; nevertheless there were 
those who said that he was the one who came oftenest to see old 
Knut’s daughter at Huseby. Old Knut did not like this, and declared 
also that it was not true, “ for he had never seen him there.” But 
people smiled slyly among themselves, and thought that, had he 
searched in the hayloft, where Aslaug had many an errand, instead 
of fighting with all those who were making-a noise and uproar outside, 
he would have found Thore. 

Spring came and Aslaug went to the mountain chalet with the 
cattle. Then, when the day was warm down in the valley, and the 
mountain rose cool above the haze, when the cow-bells tinkled, the 
shepherd dog barked, and Aslaug sang and blew the cow-hom on 
the mountain side, then the hearts of all the young fellows who were 
at work down on the meadow would ache. And on the first Saturday 
night they all started up the mountain, each one faster than the other. 
But still more rapidly did they come down again, for behind the door 
at the chalet there stood a man on guard who gave each one as he 
came up such a warm reception that he forever afterward remembered 
the threat that followed it: 

" Come again another time and you shall have some more.” 
According to what these young fellows knew, there was only one 
in the parish who could use his fists in this way, and that was Thore 
Naeset. And these rich farmers' sons thought it was a shame that this 
cottager's son should cut them all out. 

So thought, also, old Knut, when the matter reached his ears, 

215 



216 BJORNSTJERNE BJORNSON. 

and he said, moreover, that if there was nobody else who could tackle 
Thore, then he and hi9 sons would try it. Knut, it is true, was grow¬ 
ing old, but although he was nearly sixty he would at times enjoy a 
wrestling match with his eldest son, when it was too dull for him at 
some party or other. 

Up to the chalet there was but one road, and that led straight 
through the farmhouse yard. The next Saturday evening, as Thore 
was going to the chalet, and was stealing on his tiptoes across the 
yard, a man rushed right at his breast as he came near the bam. 

" What do you want of me ? " said Thore, and knocked his assail¬ 
ant flat on the ground. 

" That you shall soon find out," said another fellow from behind, 
giving Thore a blow on the back of the head. This was the brother 
of the first assailant. 

“ Here comes the third," said old Knut, rushing forward to join 
in the fray. 

The danger made Thore stronger. He was as lithe as a willow 
and his blows left their marks. He dodged from one side to the 
other. Where the blows fell he was not, and where his opponents 
least expected blows from him, they got them. He was, however, 
at last completely beaten; but old Knut frequently said afterwards 
that a stouter fellow he had scarcely ever tackled. The fight was 
continued until blood flowed, and then Huseby cried : 

“ Stop! ” and added, “ If you can manage to get by the Huseby 
wolf and his cubs next Saturday night, the girl shall be yours." 

Thore dragged himself homeward as best he could ; and as soon as 
he got home he went to bed. 

At Huseby there was much talk about the fight; but everybody 
said : 

" What did he want there ? ” 

There was one, however, who did not say so, and that was Aslaug. 
She had expected Thore that Saturday night, and when she heard 
what had taken place between him and her father, she sat down and 
had a good cry, saying to herself: 

" If I cannot have Thore, there will never be another happy day for 
me in this world." 

Thore had to keep his bed all day Sunday; on.Monday, too, he felt 
that he must do the same. Tuesday came, and it was such a beautiful 
day. It had rained during the night. The mountain was wet and 
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green. The fragrance of the leaves was wafted in through the open 
window, down the mountain sides came the sound of the cow-bells, 
and some one was heard singing up in the glen. Had it not been 
for his mother, who was sitting in the room, Thore would have wept 
from vexation. 

Wednesday came and still Thore was in bed ; but on Thursday he 
began to wonder whether he could not get well by Saturday, and on 
Friday he rose. He remembered well the words Aslaug's father had 
spoken : “ If you can manage to get by the Huseby wolf and his cubs 
next Saturday, the girl shall be yours." He looked over toward the 
chalet again and again. " I cannot live through another thrashing,” 
thought Thore. 

Up to the Huseby chalet there was but one road, as before stated, 
but a clever fellow might manage to get there, even if he did not take 
the beaten track. If he rowed out on the fjord below, and past the 
little tongue of land yonder, and thus reached the other side of the 
mountain, he might contrive to climb it, though it was so steep that 
a goat could scarcely venture there—and a goat is not very apt to 
be timid in climbing the mountains, you know. 

Saturday came, and Thore stayed out of doors all day lon^. The 
sunlight played upon the foliage, and every now and then an alluring 
song was heard from the mountain. As evening drew near, and the 
mist was stealing up the slope, he was still sitting outside the door. 
He looked up toward the chalet, and all was still. He looked over 
toward the Huseby farmhouse. Then he pushed out his boat and 
rowed round the point of land. 

Up at the chalet sat Aslaug, her day’s work done. She was think¬ 
ing that Thore would not come this evening, but that there would 
come all the more in his stead. Presently she let loose the dog, but 
told no one whither she was going. She seated herself where she 
could look down into the valley; but a dense mist was rising, and, 
moreover, she felt little disposed to look down that way, for every¬ 
thing reminded her of what had occurred. So she moved, and 
without thinking what she was doing, she happened to go over to 
the other side of the summit, and there she sat down and gazed out 
over the sea. There was so much peace in this far-reaching view! 

Then she felt like singing. She chose a song with long notes, and 
the music sounded far into the still night. She felt gladdened by it, 
and so she sang another verse. But then it seemed to her as if some 
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one answered her from the glen far below. “ Dear me, what can 
that be ? " thought Aslaug. She went forward to the brink of the 
precipice, and threw her arms around a slender birch, which hung 
trembling over the steep. She looked down but saw nothing. The 
fjord lay silent and calm. Not even a bird ruffled its smooth surface. 
Aslaug sat down and began singing again. Then she was sure that 
some one responded with the same tune and nearer than the first 
time. “ It must be somebody, after all.” Aslaug sprang up and 
bent out over the brink, and there, down at the foot of a rocky wall, 
she saw a boat moored, and it was so far down that it appeared like 
a tiny shell. She looked a little farther up, and her eyes fell on a red 
cap, and under the cap she saw a young man, who was working his 
way up the almost perpendicular side of the mountain. ” Dear me, 
who can that be ? ” asked Aslaug, as she let go of the birch and sprang 
far back. 

She dared not answer her own question, for she knew very well 
who it was. She threw herself down on the greensward and took 
hold of the grass with both hands, as though it were she who must 
not let go her hold. But the grass came up by the root9. 

She cried aloud and prayed to God to help Thore. But then it 
struck her that this conduct of Thore’s was really tempting God, and 
therefore no help could be expected. 

" Just this once 1 ” she implored. 

And she threw her arms around the dog, as if it were Thore she 
were keeping from losing his hold. She rolled over the grass with 
him and the moments seemed years. But then the dog tore himself 
away. ” Bow-wow,” he barked over the brink of the steep and 
wagged his tail. “ Bow-wow,” he barked at Aslaug, and threw his 
forepaws up on her. “ Bow-wow,” over the precipice again ; and a 
red cap appeared over the brow of the mountain and Thore lay in her 
arms. 

Now when old Knut Huseby heard of this, he made a very sensible 
remark, for he said : 

“ That boy is worth having ; the girl shall be his.” 
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T HE man whose story is here to be told was the wealthiest and 
most influential person in his parish ; his name was Thord 
Overaas. He appeared in the priest’s study one day, tall 
and earnest. 

" I have got a son,” said he, “ and I wish to present him for 
baptism.” 

" What shall his name be ? ’* 

“ Finn—after my father.” 

" And the sponsors ? ” 

They were mentioned, and proved to be the best men and women 
of Thord’s relations in the parish. 

“ Is there anything else ? ” inquired the priest, and looked up. 

The man hesitated a little. 

" I should like very much to have him baptized by himself,” said 
he finally. 

" That is to say on a week-day ? " 

“ Next Saturday, at twelve o'clock noon.” 

“ Is there anything else ? ” inquired the priest. 

“ There is nothing else ; ” and the man twirled his cap, as though 
he were about to go. 

Then the priest rose. “ There is yet this, however,” said he, and 
walking toward Thord, he took him by the hand and looked gravely into 
his eyes: " God grant that the child may become a blessing to you! ” 
One day sixteen years later, Thord stood once more in the priest's 
study. 

" Really, you carry your age astonishingly well, Thord,” said the 
priest; for he saw no change whatever in the man. ' 

“ That is because I have no troubles,” replied Thord. 

To this the priest said nothing, but after a while he asked: 

” What is your pleasure this evening ? ” 

" I have come this evening about that son of mine who is to be 
confirmed to-morrow.” 
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" He is a bright boy." 

" I did not wish to pay the pnest until I heard what number the 
boy would have when he takes his place in church to-morrow.” 

“ He will stand number one.” 

“ So I have heard ; and here is the money for the priest.” 

“ Is there anything else I can do for you ? ” inquired the priest, 
fixing his eyes on Thord. 

“ There is nothing else.” 

Thord went out. 

Eight years more rolled by, and then one day a noise was heard 
outside of the priest’s study, for many men were approaching, and at 
their head was Thord, who entered first. 

The prifest looked up and recognised him. 

"You come well attended this evening, Thord,” said he. 

"I am here to request that the banns may be published for my 
son ; he is about to marry Karen Storliden, daughter of Gudmund, 
who stands here beside me.” 

" Why, that is the richest girl in the parish.” 

“ So they say,” replied the peasant, stroking back his hair with 
one hand. 

The priest sat a while as if in deep thought, then entered the 
names in his book, without making any comments, and the men wrote 
their signatures underneath. Thord laid three notes on the table. 

" One is all I am to have,” said the priest. 

“ I know that very well; but he is my only child, I want to do it 
handsomely.” 

The priest took the money. 

“ This is now the third time, Thord, that you have come here on 
your 9on’s account.” 

" But now I am through with him,” said Thord, and folding up 
his pocket-book he said farewell and walked away. 

The men slowly followed him. 

A fortnight later, the father and son were rowing across the lake, one 
calm, still day, to Storliden to make arrangements for the wedding. 

“ This thwart is not secure,” said the son, and stood up to 
straighten the seat on which he was sitting. 

At the same moment the board he was standing on slipped from 
under him ; he threw out his arms, uttered a shriek, and fell overboard. 

“ Take hold of the oar I ” shouted the father, springing to his feet 
and holding out the oar. 
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But when the son had made a couple of efforts he grew stiff. 

" Wait a moment I ” cried the father, and began to row toward 
his son. 

Then the son rolled over on his back, gave his father one long 
look, and sank. 

Thord could scarcely believe it ; he held the boat still, and stared 
at the spot where his son had gone down, as though he must surely 
come to the surface again. There rose some bubbles, then some 
more, and finally one large one that burst; and the lake lay there as 
smooth and bright as a mirror again. 

For three days and three nights people saw the father rowing 
round and round the spot, without taking either food or sleep; he 
was dragging the lake for the body of his son. And toward morning 
of the third day he found it, and carried it in his arms up over the hills 
to his farm. 

It might have been about a year from that day, when the priest, 
late oile autumn evening, heard some one in the passage outside of the 
door, carefully trying to find the latch. The priest opened the door, 
and in walked a tall, thin man, with bowed form and white hair. 
The priest looked long at him before he recognised him. It was 
Thord. 

“ Are you out walking so late ? " said the priest, and stood still 
in front of him. 

“ Ah, yes ! it is late," said Thord, and took a seat. 

The priest sat down also, as though waiting. A long, long silence 
followed. At last Thord said : 

“ I have something with me that I should like to give to the poor ; 

I want it to be invested as a legacy in my son's name.” 

He rose, laid some money on the table, and sat down again. The 
priest counted it. 

" It is a great deal of money," said he. 

" It is half the price of my farm. I sold it to-day.” 

The priest sat long in silence. At last he asked, but gently : 

" What do you propose to do now, Thord ? " 

" Something better." 

They sat there for a while, Thord with downcast eyes, the priest with 
his eyes fixed on Thord. Presently the priest said, slowly and softly : 

" I think your son has at last brought you a true blessing." 

" Yes, I think so myself,” said Thord, looking up, while two big 
tears coursed slowly down his cheeks. 
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F AR away in the Finland forests, on the shore of Lake Vermund, 
dwelt a lonely peasant who came down to the village in winter 
and earned a few pennies by sweeping chimneys. His only 
companion was his daughter Evina. 

Their hut lay miles away from all inhabited places except a little 
farm on the other side of the lake where lived an aged couple and 
their son, who bore also the name Vermund. Father and son had by 
degrees cleared the slope with axe and fire and had built the cottage 
from which the chimney-sweep and his child could see the smoke 
arise and the light shine forth across the water. The lake abounded 
in pickerel and many other kinds of fish, while the forest furnished a 
generous supply of game, and thus there was seldom any lack of food, 
but unless some forester or hunter or traveller from afar passed, never 
a soul did they see except on their semi-annual churchgoing, or when, 
perchance, they went to sell game or fish in the village. 

From her earliest girlhood, Evina, as she fished from her boat, had 
always found pleasure in song. She knew many places where there 
was a clear and beautiful echo, and when she lingered until late in 
the evening, the sounds would soar far, far away toward the other 
shore and over the sunlit tree-tops. 

Her powers of song were rare and manifold. She would take a 
note as clear as the clearest willow flute and suddenly break into a 
warble pure and resonant like that of the lark when, after rising 
toward the clouds, it again darts earthward. She would take another 
note lower than that of the wood grouse as it drones its love-song in 
the pine tree. There was not a bird in the forest that she could not 
imitate and put to shame by the melody and power of her voice. 

When her voice called across the lake, Vermund knew that she 
wished him to go fishing, or follow her upon the heather, or gather 
berries, and he dropped his axe and stopped work to do her bidding. 
He supposed that all girls could sing like Evina, for he knew no others. 
As the two grew up and these rambles became less frequent, Vermund 
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began to think that those days were long and tedious when he could 
not see or speak to her. He longed and yearned for her company 
and often went forth to listen idly in the hope of hearing her call. 
More and more the idea impressed itself upon him that it would be 
lovely indeed if he could have her always with him in his home instead 
of waiting for the summons now so rare. Moreover, the lake was 
broad and its waters were easily ruffled by the winds. When the ice 
came in the autumn and when it thawed in the spring, it even became 
impassable for weeks at a time. 

Thus Vermund began to carry fish and game to the village and to 
bring back cakes and gingerbread, candy and sweet wine. 

In his boat he always brought sweetmeats or pretty things for her, 
and when he stayed too long away she would now again call him as of 
old. In his journeys to the village, Vermund had observed that 
young couples like himself and Evina usually married after a brief 
courtship, and it dawned upon him that they might do the same. All 
that was needed was to go to the village store with game and fish until 
he had enough money and then visit the preacher and order the 
banns. 

And so it was agreed. Morn and even Evina now called and sang 
across the lake to him during those late autumn days. The foliage 
around Lake Vermund was beginning to assume its hues of red and 
yellow, and shone back from the shimmering water with a silvery 
brightness. Only three Sundays remained before they were to enter 
the church arm in arm. 

Evina hummed and sang from morning till night during that 
happy time. The atmosphere was so clear and the woods were so 
silent that the sound of her voice was carried afar and wafted back 
in harmonious cadence from the sylvan glades. Never before had she 
succeeded in producing notes so clear and beautiful and never before 
had she felt so bewildering a joy. Only three weeks and she would 
move across the lake to him ! " To him ! To him ! " she sang, and 

the song resounded trembling in the air and re-echoed from the hills 
and passed in strong full tones out over Lake Vermund. 

One day when she had been singing to her heart’s content, some 
fine gentlemen, hunting with their hounds and wearing horns slung 
over their shoulders, came upon her in the woods and spoke to her. 
They had been listening with rapture to her little songs, and each 
declared that he had never before heard such a voice in any land. 
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To Evina this did not seem improbable, for she had always felt 
that in the whole Finland forest none other could sing as could she. 
So she consented to tell them where she lived and led them through 
the trees to her father’s hut. He was the chimney-sweep of the village, 
she told them, and if they had any chimneys to be swept he would 
charge eight pennies and board for each one. 

Among themselves they spoke a language that she could not 
understand, and they looked at her and nodded to one another and 
talked with lively interest. 

When they reached the hut, the chimney-sweep was cutting and 
binding twigs for those long brooms which he used in his trade. He 
had seen fine folks before and understood at once that they did not 
come to engage him to sweep chimneys. He therefore told his daughter 
to hold her tongue so that he might hear what they had to say, but he 
was thoroughly startled when the gentleman who carried the bright 
brass horn laid a £20 note on the rough broom and asked that Evina 
should go at once with them to the city to sing. He said that she 
would there be furnished with fine dresses and jewels, and that before 
the year was over she would have enough money to buy a farm. 

Evina had never hoped that the day would come when she might 
go to the city. Neither did she know where it lay in the far country 
beyond the village, but she-would gladly go there and sing. She only 
begged that she might marry Vermund before she left. 

The gentlemen laughed and told her that it was out of the question, 
but that when she became rich she could return to her home and 
marry whomsoever she pleased. For the present she must go with 
them, that very evening. And so they were taken across the lake by 
the chimney-sweep, and, as they rowed along, she sang and called to 
Vermund to say farewell—and so expressively that it made them all 
weep to hear. The fine gentlemen were lost in wonder and listened 
rapturously, only nodding to one another from time to time. The 
one whom she thought the leader, the one with the bright brass horn 
who had put down the £20 note, took out his handkerchief now and 
then as if to dry his tears, and indeed he was shedding tears although 
he knew nothing of Vermund. 

Her father accompanied them as a guide until, after an hour or 
two, they reached the highway. There they found two fine carriages, 
and on the front seats sat liveried coachmen with long whips. Then 
they started for the city. 
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Evina had never rested as she did that night on her soft and downy 
bed, nor had she ever imagined the existence of such spacious halls 
and wonderful things as met her eyes in this place, yet she felt caged 
and wished she might get out into the free and Open air. In the middle 
of the night the feeling became so strong that she stole from her room, 
determined to go to her home ; but every door was closed and locked. 
Then she returned to her bed and wept until morning, when sugared 
coffee and a great pile of wheat biscuits were brought to her room. 
After she had breakfasted and dressed, kind and considerate people 
came and instructed her as to how she was to act when she should 
sing before an audience. 

They gave her beautiful gowns and finery and trained her in a 
large hall with lights at the ceiling, evening after evening—how to 
walk when on the stage, how to bow to an audience, to sing and bow 
again, how to leave the stage, and when the gentleman of the bright 
brass horn clapped his hands, to come out again and bow as often as 
he clapped and shouted. 

Then came the evening when the public was to hear her. There 
was a multitude of musicians playing when she appeared, and the 
people were sitting with their heads so close together that she was at 
once reminded of the tree-tops of her native forest and of Vermund. 
She began with those silvery, harmonious notes, and she warbled and 
sang on and on up into the air, like the little birds at home. Then 
she became more and more jubilant, filling the hall with melody pure 
and powerful that would easily have carried across Lake Vermund. 

When she had finished, there was a deep silence over the whole 
human forest. No one applauded or acted as the man of the bright 
brass horn had led her to expect, so she did as she had been taught 
and retired, keeping her face toward the audience. Then the applause 
came ! They shouted, “ Evina ! Evina ! " and clapped their hands 
and stormed like wild men. 

She sang again and again, and each time they clapped their hands 
and shouted until she could do nothing but pick up the finest flowers 
and bow as she stepped backwards towards the exit. 

On the following morning a dark-browed man came with a greeting 
from the man of the bright brass horn and placed before her on the 
table a money box with the key to it. The box was full of notes and 
shining coins wrapped in little cylinders, and when he told her that it 
was all hers, she wished to take the box and go home to Vermund. 

VOL. xix 0 
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Then the dark-browed man laughed and told her that this was only 
a very, very small beginning. If she would learn to sing still better 
and would journey with him to strange lands, there would be many 
boxes like this one to take back to Vermund so that he could buy the 
largest farm in the Finland forest. 

Evina hesitated. It was a delight to sing and make the people 
under the chandeliers shout her name until they were frantic with 
enthusiasm. Perhaps it would be better to continue until she could 
carry home a greater pile of money. 

A master came who taught her to read her songs from little dots 
printed on paper. .Another taught her how to walk and stand and 
strike the appropriate pose. After these lessons were over, the dress¬ 
makers and the milliners came and tried on beautiful gowns and more 
beautiful hats. Then came the jewellers with costly gems and precious 
ornaments. 

Then she sang and studied and travelled from land to land with 
the dark-browed man. She learned to speak foreign tongues, to drink 
champagne, and to like many dainty things that she had never known 
before. And at last they wished her to go to the place where it was 
greatest and most glorious to sing—to the opera. This too she did. 

Ere long she became so famous that everybody talked of her, and 
the more she sang and the farther she travelled, the louder they 
shouted. They clapped their hands wildly, frantically, and cried, 
" Brava ! " and called for Signora Evina. 

Heavier and heavier became the heaps of flowers each evening, as 
did also the money pile the next morning. Kings and emperors gave 
her bracelets and ornaments of pearls and diamonds. After the 
auditors had shouted themselves hoarse in calling for Evina, they 
harnessed themselves to her carriage and drew her home in triumph 
to her hotel. They showered so many presents upon her that she 
hardly remembered to express her appreciation of the homage. Thus 
she sang and travelled about the world, treading upon a path of flowers. 
Money came and money went. She scarcely knew or cared how much 
she had. 

She sent one letter home with money for her father. Letters were 
not easy for her to write. Then she received a letter from the parish 
priest to say that her father was dead. 

She went to her villa in the Pyrenees for the summer. Servants, 
travelling expenses, and entertaining cost large sums which she always 
paid by cheques on the bank, and thus she lived for many years until 
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she scarcely remembered that she had been a poor girl and lived on 
the shores of Lake Vermund. 

One evening she sang to a house that was filled from the floor to 
the highest gallery up next the ceiling. In the box with the crown 
over it sat the emperor and the empress, the princes and princesses and 
all the most distinguished members of the Court. As she reached the 
romanza, the most beautiful part of her song, she raised her eyes and 
saw in the upper gallery a face bending forward and staring at her. 
The blood rushed at once to her heart and she thought of Vermund, 
her betrothed of former days. Perhaps it was but a fancy, some one 
who resembled him, but she looked again and again, and during the 
whole evening her eyes were oftenest fixed upon that face. That he 
could have come thither seemed to her as impossible as that Lake 
Vermund itself should come, but the more she looked, the more it 
seemed like her lover. She thought that she recognised the peculiar 
pose of his head, the wave of his hair as he sat listening, and even tiie 
contraction of his lips when some impassioned passage appealed to 
him. 

Then she took the notes with such a tearful, trembling voice as 
had not issued from her throat since she had left her home on Lake 
Vermund. 

When he took from his pocket a blue-checked bandanna handker¬ 
chief and wiped first one eye and then the other, finally folding it 
again and replacing it in his pocket, she came very near breaking 
down in her part. She knew now that it was Vermund, and was so 
overcome with ecstatic joy that she ran out to the footlights and sang 
in her native tongue as of old, “ Vermund, Vermund, come over, 
come over ! ” 

Then the emperor arose and applauded, while the whole house 
thundered and trembled with bravas, thinking that this wonderful 
new feature had been introduced especially for the great diva. Then, 
after the closing aria, flowers and costly gems were thrown in showers 
upon the stage. 

Seven times she was called before the curtain, and while they 
were shouting and calling for her the eighth time, and a vast number 
had rushed forth to unharness her horses and draw her home, she 
had disappeared. 

Evina had ordered the carriage to wait on the other side of the 
street and had sent word to Vermund that she was waiting for him. 
He came and told her of his waiting and yearning, of the longing that 
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had finally drawn him from the old home to seek her. In the village, 
people had read the newspapers and had talked of the chimney¬ 
sweep's Evina who was making her fortune by singing as a prima 
donna out in the great world, but when he had spoken of her at the 
village store and had intimated that he believed she would come 
back to her Finland forests, the shopkeeper had only laughed and 
winked. This had brought him to a decision, and so he had set out 
on the journey. He had worked his way from town to town and 
had earned his passage across the water until finally he had arrived 
here and learned that she was to sing that night. 

Questions came from fier lips like a waterfall, now that she could 
speak to some one who understood the native tongue, inquiries about 
all those things that she had not been able to mention to her friends 
during these years of exile, some of them things to which she herself 
had not given a thought. 

They passed rapidly from one subject to another. They talked 
of the hut and the clearing, the old dog that had accompanied them 
on their rambles. They talked of Lake Vermund and the old boat, 
the grouse, the trout, and the woodcock, and of the new bucket that 
had been given her as a present and which had been left hanging in 
the well when she had gone away. They talked of the goats and the 
horses he intended to buy when he went home and of a hundred other 
things until the carriage drew up at the hotel, and then he entered 
with her to continue the conversation. At intervals gentlemen scaled 
the stairs to pay their compliments to the diva, to Signora Evina. 
They thanked her and gesticulated, telling her that never had she 
sung so magnificently as on this night. From the emperor came a 
shining bracelet for which she had to thank him and grant a lengthy 
interview, and thus was her peace invaded, but Vermund promised 
to come again in the morning as soon as he could get the time. 

During the whole night sleep would not come to Evina because 
of the memories of home that filled her throbbing heart. She could 
only think of Vermund and long for daylight, when she could show 
him all the wonderful things she possessed and tell him of the life 
that she now led. 

Then she imagined that she was lying in the chimney-sweep’s hut 
and would have to arise at sunlight to go out fishing in the old boat. 
She remembered every knot in the fish-line! She rowed and rowed, 
but could make no progress on account of the rushes which kept 
catching the line and tearing oil the bait. 
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When Vermund came again in the morning, they talked and 
laughed and chatted away harder than ever. There was no end to 
all the new and old subjects of interest at home, where the two huts 
used to send up their smoke from opposite sides of Lake Vermund. 
She was moved then to repeat the old call, “ Vermund, Vermund 
come over ! " and had already put her hand to her mouth, but 
suddenly restrained herself—and he understood, alas I that he could 
not hope for marriage now. 

She wished him to drive with her in the carriage to see the points 
of interest in the city, and the lions, tigers, serpents, and other wild 
beasts in the zoological garden, so they set out with the liveried 
coachman on the box, and hats were raised to them wherever they 
went. Through the whole day they went about sight-seeing, and the 
time was only too short. When they stood before the lion’s cage, 
they spoke of the wolf that had again appeared in the forest at home, 
and when they looked at the ostriches, they spoke of the herons that 
used to frequent the little promontory in Lake Vermund. Nothing 
but the affairs of their old home ever entered their minds. 

When they returned to the hotel, the table was set in a private 
dining-room decked with flowers and shining silver and crystal vases 
that fairly dazzled the eyes. The servants came and went with course 
after course, but there they sat and talked about the gingerbread and 
the cakes and the candy that they had shared between them in the 
boat on the lake, so that they lacked appetite for all else. The next 
summer, she declared, she would go home to Lake Vermund in prefer¬ 
ence to her villa in the Pyrenees. She became quite enthusiastic over 
the idea, and made him take enough money to restore the hut of her 
father, the chimney-sweep. She was going to live there and have it 
exactly as it had been in the olden days, she said. 

Finally he bade her farewell and departed, but when he had 
returned to his native woods and told the village storekeeper that 
Evina had promised to return, the worthy merchant only winked and 
smiled. Nevertheless she did come and Vermund was happy. 

For a whole week she wandered about and sang and called through 
the forest and out over the lake from all those places where in her 
girlhood she had found the echo the clearest and most beautiful. 
She went out with Vermund in the boat and again tried her hand at 
fishing with a line in all the old pools. 

Nothing so good as the pickerel and trout she caught herself, or 
the berries she gathered on the heather, had passed her lips since the 
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days when she had lived there as a girl, or so it seemed, at least. The 
air was so fresh and pure and warm that she wondered why she had 
stayed so long away. 

One morning, however, when she awoke, a dreary fog was hanging 
over the tree-tops and a heavy rain had soaked the ground. The 
next day it was no better, and frequent showers fell upon lake and 
forest. It was sad and depressing to sit there the whole day while 
the wind blew and the rain pattered against the window-pane. Then 
she suddenly departed from the humble hut and was met at the village 
by a closed carriage and pair of horses that carried her swiftly away 
through the country and into the city beyond. 

There she found again the dark-browed impresario waiting for 
her and together they returned into the world, to the old round of 
triumph in the brilliant capitals of civilisation. 

Year after year passed in rapid succession. Money came and money 
went. In the summer-time she no longer went to her villa in the 
Pyrenees, but to sanatoriums where her throat might recover from its 
constant toil. 

Little by little the newspapers began to hint that her highest notes 
were no longer so full and pure, while the impresario constantly begged 
her to take the greatest care of her voice. Greater and greater became 
the number of those who called .upon her for money, and farther and 
farther must she travel for the engagements that furnished it. More 
and more protracted became her sojourns in the sanatoriums. 

High soprano voices like hers never lasted for many years, the 
doctors said. Hers should have been sparingly used and carefully 
protected from the first, instead of being so wantonly wasted. 

A few more years passed. To see and hear a world-famed singer 
always interested and attracted a multitude, but the applause, the 
bravas, and the flowers became rarer, and the income became less 
and less. 

Finally the time came when the newspapers, vexed and fatigued, 
spoke out plainly and called her an organ with cracked pipes. The 
diamonds and ornaments had been pawned long ago, and the villa in 
the Pyrenees had passed into the hands of her creditors. At last she 
even went to the villa as a supernumerary and mingled among the 
very people before whom she had shone as a star of the first magni¬ 
tude, but they avoided or ignored her. 

It was then that Lake Vermund rose in her memory, and it stood 
out wonderfully clear and blue. There she could still sing and call 
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out over the gilded tree-tops. There no newspapers blamed and no 
impresarios lamented. No creditors would trouble themselves about 
the chimney-sweep's old hut. 

One summer day, Vermund, looking across the lake, saw smoke 
arising from the other side. He thought that some stranger had 
installed himself there, but so long had he cared for the old place 
while waiting for Evina to come, that he felt it his duty to cross and 
investigate. There by the hearth sat Evina herself, and she told him 
that she had arrived by boat the evening before, bringing back but 
little more than she had taken away in her girlhood. 

To Vermund this was more than enough. The less she had, the 
more surely would she remain. He would earn all they needed there, 
he said. So he came across in his boat each day. He stuffed moss into 
the crack under the window-sill and the openings in the wall. He 
hewed wood and made repairs and brought her fish and game. Once 
more they shared the sugar and coffee that he brought from the village, 
and together they rowed about the lake to haul in the nets, but when 
the cold weather came and the ice grew thicker it was not so easy to 
cross. 

One day she stood on the shore and beckoned to him. He under¬ 
stood that she was calling, but her voice did not carry so far. Then 
with difficulty he made his way through the drifting ice, and arriving, 
found the hut empty of provisions. 

Bashful and hesitating, Vermund intimated that she might better 
come home with him in the boat, that it was unwise for her to live 
thus alone, able only to beckon and call when distress or want was 
pressing. 

Snow fell and covered the forest, and the winter passed. 

In the little village the people were moved to wonder that she who 
had once been so famous in the great world was now once more the 
chimney-sweep's Evina, the wife of Vermund by the lake. In the 
little cabin, however, they made a cosy home. They gathered brush 
and wood and lived and laboured on in peace. 

In the evening, Evina sat in the chimney-corner and stirred the 
pot, humming the while arias and fragments of melody from the operas 
as they rose in her mind, much like a song-bird that is hoarse and 
only occasionally can bring its voice into tune. 

Store and more did the two panoramas blend in her confused 
memory ; the brilliant halls filled with moving heads and resounding 
with applause, and the sunlit tree-tops of Lake Vermund. 
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I N Svartfjord, north of Senje, dwelt a lad called Eilert. His 
neighbours were seafaring Finns, and among their children 
was a pale little girl, remarkable for her long black hair and her 
large eyes. They dwelt behind the crag on the other side of the 
promontory, and fished for a livelihood, as also did Eilert's parents; 
wherefore there was no particular goodwill between the families, 
for the neafest fishing ground was but a small one, and each would 
have liked to have rowed there alone. 

Nevertheless, though his parents didn’t like it at all, and even 
forbade it, Eilert used to sneak regularly down to the Finns. There 
they had always strange tales to tell, and he heard wondrous things 
about the recesses of the mountains, where the original home of the 
Finns was, and where, in the olden time, dwelt the Finn kings, who 
were masters among the magicians. There, too, he heard tell of all 
that was beneath the sea, where the Mermen and the Draugs hold 
sway. The latter are gloomy evil powers, and many a time his blood 
stood still in his veins as he sat and listened. They told him that 
the Draug usually showed himself on the strand in the moonlight 
on those spots which were covered with sea-wrack; that he had a 
bunch of seaweed instead of a head, but shaped so peculiarly that 
whoever came across him absolutely couldn’t help gazing into his 
pale and horrible face. They themselves had seen him many a time, 
and once they had driven him, thwart by thwart, out of the boat 
where he had sat one morning, and turned the oars upside down. 
When Eilert hastened homewards in the darkness round the headland, 
along the strand, over heaps of seaweed, he dared scarcely look around 
him, and many a time the sweat absolutely streamed from his forehead. 

In proportion as hostility increased among the old people they 
had a good deal of fault to find with one another, and Eilert heard 
no end of evil things spoken about the Finns at home. Now it was 
this, and now it was that. They didn’t even row like honest folk, 
for, after the Finnish fashion, they took high and swift strokes, as if 
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they were womenkind, and they all talked together, and made a noise 
while they rowed, instead of being "silent in the boat." But what 
impressed Eilert most of all was the fact that, in the Finn woman’s 
family, they practised sorcery and idolatry, or so folks said. He also 
heard tell of something beyond all question, and that was the shame 
of having Finn blood in one’s veins, which'also was the reason why 
the Finns were not as good as other honest folk, so that the magis¬ 
trates gave them their own distinct burial-ground in the churchyard, 
and their own separate " Finn-pens ” in church. Eilert had seen this 
with his own eyes in the church at Berg. 

All this made him very angry, for he could not help liking the Finn 
folks down yonder, and especially little Zilla. They two were always 
together: she knew such a lot about the Mermen. Henceforth his 
conscience always plagued him when he played with her; and when¬ 
ever she stared at him with her large black eyes while she told him tales, 
he used to begin to feel a little bit afraid, for at such times he reflected 
that she and her people belonged to the Damned, and that was why 
they knew so much about such things. But, on the other hand, the 
thought of it made him so bitterly angry, especially on her account. 
She too was frequently taken aback by his odd behaviour towards 
her, which she couldn't understand at all; and then, as was her 
wont, she would begin laughing at and teasing him by making him 
run after her, while she went and hid herself. 

One day he found her sitting on a boulder by the sea-shore. She 
had in her lap an eider duck which had been shot, and could only 
have died quite recently, for it was still warm, and she wept bitterly 
over it. It was, she sobbed, the same bird which made its nest every 
year beneath the shelter of their outhouse—she knew it quite well— 
and she showed him a red-coloured feather in its white breast. It 
had been struck dead by a single shot, and only a single red drop 
had come out of it; it had tried to reach its nest, but had died on its 
way on the strand. She wept as if her heart would break, and dried 
her face with her hair in impetuous Finnish fashion. Eilert laughed 
at her as boys will, but he overdid it, and was very pale the whole 
time. He dared not tell her that that very day he had taken a 
random shot with his father’s gun from behind the headland at a bird 
a long way off which was swimming ashore. 

One autumn Eilert’s father was downright desperate. Day after 
day on the fishing grounds his lines caught next to nothing, while 
he was forced to look on and see the Finn pull up one rich catch after 
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another. He was sure, too, that he had noticed malicious gestures 
over in the Finn's boat.. After that his whole house nourished a 
double bitterness against them ; and when they talked it over in the 
evening, it was agreed, as a thing beyond all question, that Finnish 
sorcery had something to do with it. Against this there was only 
one remedy, and that was to rub corpse-mould on the lines; but one 
must beware of doing so, lest one should thereby offend the dead, 
and expose oneself to their vengeance, while the sea-folk would gain 
power over one at the same time. 

Eilert bothered his head a good deal over all this; it almost 
seemed to him as if he had had a share in the deed, because he was 
on such a good footing with the Finn folks. 

On the following Sunday both he and the Finn folks were at Berg 
church, and he secretly abstracted a handful of mould from one of 
the Finn graves, and put it in his pocket. The same evening, when 
they came home, he strewed the mould over his father's lines un¬ 
observed. And, oddly enough, the very next time his father cast his 
lines, as many fish were caught as in the good old times. But after 
this Eilert's anxiety became indescribable. He was especially 
cautious while they were working of an evening round the fireside 
and it was dark in the distant comers of the room. He sat there 
with a piece of steel in his pocket. To beg “ forgiveness '* of the dead 
is the only helpful means against the consequences of such deeds as 
his, otherwise one will be dragged off at night, by an invisible hand 
to the churchyard, though one were lashed fast to the bed by a ship’s 
hawser. 

When Eilert, on the following “ Preaching Sunday,” went to 
church, he took very good care to go to the grave and beg forgiveness 
of the dead. 

As Eilert grew older, he got to understand that the Finn folks must, 
after all, be pretty much the same sort of people as his own folks at 
home; but, on the other hand, another thought was now uppermost 
in his mind, the thought, namely, that the Finns must be of an inferior 
stock, with a taint of disgrace about them. Nevertheless, he could 
not very well do without Zilla's society, and they were very much 
together as before, especially at the time of their confirmation. 

But when Eilert became a man, and mixed more with the people 
of the parish, he began to fancy that this old companionship lowered 
him somewhat in the eyes of his neighbours. There was nobody 
who did not believe as a matter of course that there was something 
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shameful about Finn blood, and he therefore always tried to avoid 
her in company. 

The girl understood it all well enough, for latterly she took care to 
keep out of his way. Nevertheless, one day she came, as had been 
her wont from childhood, down to their house, and begged for leave 
to go in their boat when they rowed to church next day. There 
were lots of strangers present from the village, and so Eilert, lest 
folks should think that he and she were engaged, answered mockingly, 
so that every one could hear him, " that church-cleansing was perhaps 
a very good thing for Finnish sorcery/’ but she must find some one 
else to ferry her across. 

After that she never spoke to him at all, but Eilert was anything 
but happy in consequence. 

Now it happened one winter that Eilert was out all alone fishing 
for Greenland shark. A shark suddenly bit. The boat was small, 
and the fish was very big; but Eilert would not give in, and the end 
of the business was that his boat capsized. 

All night long he lay on the top of it in the mist and a cruel sea. 
As now he sat there almost fainting for drowsiness, and dimly conscious 
that the end was not far off, and the sooner it came the better, he 
suddenly saw a man in seaman's clothes sitting astride the other end 
of the boat's bottom, and glaring savagely at him with a pair of dull 
reddish eyes. He was so heavy that the boat's bottom began to 
sink slowly down at the end where he sat. Then he suddenly vanished, 
but it seemed to Eilert as if the sea-fog lifted a bit; the sea had all 
at once grown quite calm (at least, there was now only a gentle swell); 
and right in front of him lay a little low grey island, towards which 
the boat was slowly drifting. 

The skerry was wet, as if the sea had only recently been flowing 
over it, and on it he saw a pale girl with such lovely eyes. She wore 
a green kirtle, and round her body a broad silver girdle with figures 
upon it, such as the Finns use. Her "Bodice was of tar-brown skin, 
and beneath her stay-laces, which seemed to be of green sea-grass, 
was a foam-white chemise, like the feathery breast of a sea-bird. 

When the boat came drifting on to the island, she came down to 
him and said, as if she knew him quite well, " So you re come at last, 
Eilert; I've been waiting for you so long 1 ” 

It seemed to Eilert as if an icy cold shudder ran through his body 
when he took the hand which helped him ashore; but it was only 
for the moment, and he forgot it instantly. 
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In the midst of the island there was an opening with a brazen 
flight of steps leading down to a splendid cabin. WHilst he stood 
there thinking things over a bit, he saw two heavy dog-fish swimming 
close by—they were at least twelve to fourteen ells long. 

As they descended, the dog-fish sank down too, each on one side 
of the brazen steps. Oddly enough, it looked as if the island was 
transparent. When the girl perceived that he was frightened, she 
told him that they were only two of her father's bodyguard, and 
shortly afterwards they disappeared. She then said that she wanted 
to take him to her father, who was waiting for them. She added 
that, if he didn’t find the old gentleman precisely as handsome as he 
might expect, he had nevertheless no need to be frightened, nor was 
he to be astonished too much at wha£*he saw. 

He now perceived that he was under water, but, for all that, there 
was no sign of moisture. He was on a white sandy bottom, covered 
with chalk-white, red, blue, and silvery - bright shells. He saw 
meadows of sea-grass, mountains thick with woods of bushy seaweed 
and sea-wrack, and the fishes darted about on every side just as the 
birds swarm about the rocks that sea-fowl haunt. 

As they two were thus walking along together she explained many 
things to him. High up he saw something which looked like a black 
cloud with a white lining, and beneath it moved backwards and 
forwards a shape resembling one of the dog-fish. 

“ What you see there is a vessel,” said she ; “ there’s nasty weather 
up there now, and beneath the boat goes he who was sitting along with 
you on the bottom of the boat just now. If it is wrecked, it will 
belong to us, and then you will not be able to speak to father to-day.” 
As she said this there was a wild rapacious gleam in her eyes, but it 
was gone again immediately. 

And, in point of fact, it was no easy matter to make out the meaning 
of her eyes. As a rule, they were unfathomably dark with the lustre 
of a night-billow through which the sea-fire sparkles ; but occasionally, 
when she laughed, they took a bright sea-green glitter, as when the 
sun shines deep down into the sea. 

Now and again they passed by a boat or a vessel half buried in 
the sand, out and in of the cabin doors and windows of which fishes 
swam to and fro. Close by the wrecks wandered human shapes which 
seemed to consist of nothing but blue smoke. His conductress ex¬ 
plained to him that these were the spirits of drowned men who had 
not had Christian burial—one must beware of them, for dead ones of 
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this sort are malignant. They always know when one of their own 
race is about to be wrecked, and at such times they howl the death- 
warning of the Draug through the wintry nights. 

Then they went farther on their way right across a deep dark 
valley. In the rocky walls above him he saw a row of four-cornered 
white doors, from which a sort of glimmer, as from the northern 
lights, shot downwards through the darkness. This valley stretched 
in a north-eastwardly direction right under Finmark, she said, and 
inside the white doors dwelt the old Finn Kings who had perished on 
the sea. Then she went and opened the nearest of these doors—here, 
down in the salt ocean, was the last of the kings, who had capsized 
in the very breeze that he himself had conjured forth, but could not 
afterwards quell. There, on a block of stone, sat a wrinkled yellow 
Finn with running eyes and a polished dark-red crown. His large 
head rocked backwards and forwards on his withered neck, as if it 
were in the swirl of an ocean current. Beside him, on the same 
block, sat a still more shrivelled and yellow little woman, who also 
had a crown on, and her garments were covered with all sorts of 
coloured stones ; she was stirring up a brew with a stick. If she only 
had fire beneath it, the girl told Eilert, she and her husband would 
very soon have dominion again over the salt sea, for the thing she was 
stirring about was magic stuff. 

In the middle of a plain, which opened right before them at a turn 
of the road, stood a few houses together like a little town, and, a little 
farther on, Eilert saw a church turned upside down, looking, with its 
long pointed tower, as if it were mirrored in the water. The girl 
explained to him that her father dwelt in these houses, and the church 
was one of the seven that stood in this realm, which extended all over 
Helgeland and Finmark. No service was held in them yet, but it 
would be held when the drowned bishop, who sat outside in a brown 
study, could only hit upon the name of the Lord that was to be served, 
and then all the Draugs would go to church. The bishop, she said, 
had been sitting and pondering the matter over these eight hundred 
years, so he would no doubt very soon get to the bottom of it. A 
hundred years ago the bishop had advised them to send up one of the 
Draugs to R6d6 church to find out all about it; but every time the 
word he wanted was mentioned he couldn’t catch the sound of it. In 
the mountain “ Kunnan ” King Olaf had hung a church-bell of pure 
gold, and it is guarded by the first priest who ever came to Nordland, 
who stands there in a white chasuble. On the day the priest rings the 
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bell, Kunnan will become a big stone church, to which all Nordland, 
both above and below the sea, will resort. But time flies, and there¬ 
fore all who come down here below are asked by the bishop if they can 
tell him that name. 

At this Eilert felt very queer indeed, and he felt queerer still when 
he began reflecting and found, to his horror, that he also had forgotten 
that name. 

While he stood there in thought, the girl looked at him anxiously. 
It was almost as if she wanted to help him to find it and couldn’t, 
and with that she all at once grew deadly pale. 

The Draug’s house, to which they now came, was built of boats’ 
keels and large pieces of wreckage, in the interstices of which grew 
all sorts of sea-grass and slimy green stuff. Three monstrously 
heavy green posts, covered with shell-fish, formed the entrance, and 
the door consisted of planks which had sunk to the bottom and were 
full of clincher-nails. In the middle of it, like a knocker, was a heavy 
rusty iron mooring-ring, with the wom-away stump of a ship’s hawser 
hanging to it. When they came up to it, a large black arm stretched 
out and opened the door. 

They were now in a vaulted chamber, with fine shell-sand on the 
floor. In the comers lay all sorts of ropes, yam, and boating-gear, and 
among them casks and barrels and various ships' inventories. On a 
heap of yam, covered by an old red-patched sail, Eilert saw the 
Draug, a broad-shouldered, strongly-built fellow, with a glazed hat 
shoved back on to the top oi bis bead, with dark-red tangled hair and 
beard, small tearful dog-fish eyes, and a broad mouth, round which 
there lay for the moment a good-natured seaman's grin. The shape 
of his head reminded one somewhat of the big sort of seal which is 
called Klakkekal—his skin about the neck looked dark and shaggy, 
and the tops of his fingers grew together. He sat there with turned- 
down sea-boots on, and his thick grey woollen stockings reached right 
up to his thigh. He wore, besides, plain frieze clothes with bright 
glass buttons on his waistcoat. His spacious skin jacket was open, 
and round his neck he had a cheap red woollen scarf. 

When Eilert came up, he made as if he would rise, and said good- 
naturedly, " Good-day, Eilert—you've certainly had a hard time of 
it to-day I Now you can sit down, if you like, and take a little grub. 
You want it. I'm sure ” ; and with that he squirte^out a jet of tobacco 
juice like the spouting of a whale. With one foot, which for that 
special purpose all at once grew extraordinarily long, he fished out of 
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a comer, in true Nordiand style, the skull of a whale to serve as a 
chair for Eilert, and shoved forward with his hand a long ship's drawer 
full of first-rate fare. There was boiled groats with syrup, cured fish, 
oatcakes with butter, a large stack of flatcakes, and a multitude of 
the best hotel dishes besides. 

The Merman bade him fall to and eat his fill, and ordered his 
daughter to bring out the last keg of Trondhjem aqua vitae. " Of that 
sort the last is always the best," said he. When she came with it, 
Eilert thought he knew it again; it was his father's, and he himself, 
only a couple of days before, had bought the brandy from the whole¬ 
sale dealer at Kvaeford; but he didn’t say anything about that now. 
The quid of tobacco, too, which the Draug turned somewhat im¬ 
patiently in his mouth before he drank, also seemed to him wonder¬ 
fully like the lead on his own line. At first it seemed to him as if he 
didn't quite know how to manage with the keg—his mouth was so 
sore; but afterwards things went along smoothly enough. 

So they sat for some time pretty silently, and drank glass after 
glass, till Eilert began to think that they had had quite enough. So 
when it came to his turn again he said no, he would rather not; 
whereupon the Merman put the keg to his own mouth and drained 
it to the very dregs. Then he stretched his long arm up to the shelf, 
and took down another. He was now in a better humour, and began to 
talk of all sorts of things.. But every time he laughed, Eilert felt 
queer, for the Draug’s mouth gaped ominously wide, and showed a 
greenish pointed row of teeth, with a long interval between each 
tooth, so that they resembled a row of boat stakes. 

The Merman drained keg after keg, and with every keg he grew 
more communicative. With an air as if he were thinking in his own 
mind of something very funny, he looked at Eilert for a while and 
blinked his eyes. Eilert didn’t like his expression at all, for it seemed 
to him to say : " Now, my lad, whom I have fished up so nicely, look 
out for a change l " But instead of that he said, " You had a rough 
time of it last night, Eilert, my boy, but it wouldn't have gone so hard 
with you if you hadn't streaked the lines with corpse-mould, and 
refused to take my daughter to church "—here Tie suddenly broke 
off, as if he had said too much, and to prevent himself from com¬ 
pleting the sentence he put the brandy-keg to his mouth once more. 
But the same instant Eilert caught his glance, and it was so full of 
deadly hatred that it sent a shiver down his back. 

When, after a long, long draught, he again took the keg from his 
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mouth, the Merman was again in a good humour, and told tale after 
tale. He stretched himself more and more heavily out on the sail, 
and laughed and grinned complacently at his own narrations, the 
humour of which was always a wreck or a drowning. From time to 
time Eilert felt the breath of his laughter, and it was like a cold blast. 
If folks would only give up their boats, he said, he had no very great 
desire for the crews. It was driftwood and ship-timber that he was 
after, and he really couldn't get on without them. When his stock 
ran out, boat or ship he must have, and surely nobody could blame 
him for it either. 

With that he put the keg down empty, and became somewhat 
more gloomy again. He began to talk about what bad times they were 
for him and her. It was not as it used to be, he said. He stared 
blankly before him for a time, as if buried in deep thought. Then 
he stretched himself out backwards at full length, with feet extending 
right across the floor, and gasped so dreadfully that his upper and lower 
jaws resembled two boats' keels facing each other. Then he dozed 
right off with his neck turned towards the sail. 

Again the girl stood by Eilert's side, and bade him follow her. 

They now went the same way back, and again ascended up to the 
skerry. Then she confided to him that the reason why her father had 
been so bitter against him was because he had mocked her with the 
taunt about church-cleansing when she had wanted to go to church— 
the name the folks down below wanted to know might, the Merman 
thought, be treasured up in Eilert's memory; but during their con¬ 
versation on their way down to her father, she had perceived that he 
had also forgotten it And now he must look to his life. 

It would be a good deal later on iii the day before the old fellow 
would begin inquiring about him. Till then he, Eilert, must sleep so 
as to have sufficient strength for his flight—she would watch over him. 

The girl flung her long dark hair about him like a curtain, and it 
seemed to him that he knew those eyes so well. He felt as if his cheek 
were resting against the breast of a white sea-bird, it was so warm 
and sleep-giving—a single reddish feather in the middle of it recalled a 
dark memory. Gradually he sank off into a doze, and heard her 
singing a lullaby, which reminded him of the swell of the billows when 
it ripples up and down along the beach on a fine sunny'day. It was 
all about how they had once been playmates together, and how later 
on he would have nothing to say to her. Of all she sang, however, 
he could only recollect the last words, which were these: 
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" Oh, thousands of times have we played on the shore. 

And caught little fishes—dost mind it no more ? 

We raced with the surf as it rolled at our feet. 

And the lurking old Merman we always did cheat. 

'* Yes, much shalt thou think of at my lullaby. 

Whilst the billows do rock and the breezes do sigh. 

Who sits now and weeps o’er thy cheeks ? It is she 
Who gave thee her soul, and whose soul lived in thee. 

** But once as an eider-duck homeward I came 
Thou didst lie 'neath a rock, with thy rifle didst aim ; 

In my breast thou didst strike me ; the blood thou dost see 
Is the mark that I bear, oh ! beloved one, of thee.” 

Then it seemed to Eilert as if she sat and wept over him, and that, 
from time to time, a drop like a splash of sea-water fell upon his cheek. 
He felt now that he loved her so dearly. 

The next moment he again became uneasy. He fancied that right 
up to the skerry came a whale, which said that he, Eilert, must now 
make haste ; and when he stood on its back he stuck the shaft of an 
oar down its nostril, to prevent it from shooting beneath the sea again. 
He perceived that in this way the whale could be steered accordingly 
as he turned the oar to the right or left; and now they coasted the 
whole land of Finmark at such a rate that the huge mountaindslands 
shot by them like little rocks. Behind him he saw the Draug in his 
half-boat, and he was going so swiftly that the foam stood mid-mast 
high. Shortly afterwards he was again lying on the skerry, and the 
lass smiled so blithely; she bent over him and said, “ It is I, Eilert.” 

With that he awoke, and saw that the sunbeams were running over 
the wet skerry, and the Mermaid was still sitting by his side. But 
presently the whole thing changed before his eyes. It was the sun 
shining through the window-panes, on a bed in the Finn's hut, and by 
his side sat the Finn girl supporting his back, for they thought he was 
about to die. He had lain there delirious for six weeks, ever since the 
Finn had rescued him after capsizing, and this was his first moment 
of consciousness. 

After that it seemed to him that he had never heard anything so 
absurd and presumptuous as the twaddle that would fix a stigma of 
shame or contempt on Finn blood, and the same spring he and the 
Finn girl Zilla were betrothed, and in the autumn they were married. 

There were Finns in the bridal procession, and perhaps mauiy said 
a little more about that than they need have done ; but every one at 
the wedding agreed that the fiddler, who was also a Finn, was the best 
fiddler in the whole parish, and the bride the prettiest girl. 
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KAREN 


T HERE was once upon a time in Kraruper Inn a maiden named 
Karen. She attended to the serving of the guests herself, 
for the landlady lived among her pots and pans in the 
kitchen. And many people came to Kraruper Inn—neighbours who 
collected there when the autumn evenings began to darken, and sat 
in the warm room and drank unlimited quantities of coffee punch. 
Travellers and wanderers, too, who came in blue with cold, stamping 
their feet and calling for something hot, that would enable them to 
reach the next station. 

Karen went about silently, without haste, serving each in his 
turn. She was small and delicate, only a child, earnest and reserved, 
and the young fellows did not notice her. But she was very dear to 
the older customers, to whom a visit to the inn was an event of 
importance. She prepared their coffee quickly, and served it seven 
times hot. When she moved about among the guests with her waiter 
the burly, coarsely dressed men stood aside and made place for her, 
and every one looked admiringly after her. Karen had great grey 
eyes that took in everything, and seemed to look far, far away, and 
her eyebrows were arched in surprise and wonder. Strangers thought 
she did not understand their orders; but Karen heard them all, and 
made never a mistake. She had a way all her own, whether she gazed 
off into the distance, or listened, or waited, or dreamed. 

The west wind blew strong ; it threw up long, heavy waves from 
the west sea. Salt and damp, with froth and foam it threw them on 
the sands. But when the wind reached Kraruper Inn it had only 
strength enough left to tear open the stable door, and then that which 
connected the kitchen with the stable. It burst in, filled the space, 
swung the lantern that hung from the roof back and forth ; tore off 
the ostler's cap and rolled it out into the darkness ; threw the horses' 
blankets over their heads, and finally blew a white hen from her perch 
into the water trough. The hen squawked frightfully, the ostler 
swore, the chickens cackled. The kitchen was 'full of smoke; the 
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horses grew restless and beat sparks of fire from the stones with their 
hoofs. Even the ducks, which were gathered quacking together near 
the manger to be at hand when the oats were scattered, began to 
chatter, and through it all the wind roared fearfully. At last two 
men came out of the inn parlour and, putting their broad backs 
against the door, pushed it to, while a shower of sparks rained from 
their pipes over their dark beards. Having done all the mischief 
possible the wind fled back over the plain, crossed the great pond, 
and shook the mail coach that rolled majestically along about half a 
mile from the inn. 

“ What terrible haste he always makes to reach Kraruper Inn/' 
muttered the postilion, Anders, cracking his whip over the smoking 
horses. For the twentieth time the conductor had let down the 
window to call to him. At first it had been a friendly invitation to 
take a coffee punch with him, then little by little the good-nature 
disappeared. Finally the window went down with a bang, and 
remarks far from conciliating were showered on driver and horses. 

The wind swept low on the ground, and long, mysterious sighs 
murmured through the heather bushes. The moon was full, but 
thick clouds obscured its light. Behind Kraruper Inn lay the gloomy 
moor, covered by black heaps of peat and deep, treacherous holes. 
And between the heather bushes wound a strip of grass that looked 
like a path, but it was no path, for it came to a sudden end at the 
brink of a hole deeper than the others, and filled with water. In the 
grass a sleek fox crouched and waited, and a hare hopped softly over 
the plain. The fox could reckon with certainty that the hare would 
not make a long circuit so late in the evening. He stretched out a 
cautious nose, and, as he sniffed in the direction of the wind and 
sought a secure post of observation, he thought how wise foxes always 
were and how stupid the hares. 

Yonder in the inn there was an unusual commotion. A couple of 
travellers had ordered roast hare. The landlord had gone to an 
auction at Thisted, and his wife was used only to the responsibilities 
of her kitchen. Now it happened unfortunately that the advocate 
wished to speak with the host on business, and because he was not at 
home the good woman had to listen to a long speech and take charge 
of an important letter, a proceeding that sadly disturbed her com¬ 
posure. A stranger, who was waiting for a bottle of soda-water, 
stood by the stove in greasy sailor clothes. Two fish pedlars had 
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three times ordered brandy for their coffee. The stable boy stood 
with an empty lantern and waited for a candle, and a tall, rough 
farmer followed Karen with, longing eyes—she owed him change for a 
crown he had just given her. Karen came and went without haste, 
without error. One would hardly imagine she could attend to so 
many things at once. The great eyes and the high arched brows were 
full of wonder and expectation. The fine little head was held straight 
and still. If she would make no mistakes she must keep her thoughts 
collected. Her blue woollen dress was too small for her. The tight 
neckband wrinkled her flesh just under the hair. " The maiden from 
Agger has a white skin,” said one fish pedlar to the other. They 
were young people and spoke of Karen as connoisseurs. 

Some one stood near the window, and looking at the clock said: 
u The post is early to-night." It rattled over the pavement, the doors 
were thrown open, and the wind blew the smoke from the stove. 
Karen entered from the kitchen just as the conductor stepped into 
the door and greeted the company with a hearty “ Good evening! ” 
He was a tall, handsome man, with dark eyes, a crisp brown beard 
framed his face, and curly brown hair covered his small head. His 
long heavy mantle of beautiful red royal Danish cloth was trimmed 
with black fur, and hung from his shoulders. The entire light of 
the two dim paraffin lamps that were suspended from the wall over 
the table centred itself on this spot of glorious crimson, as if it loved 
it, and left all the black and grey of the room to grow still greyer and 
blacker. On the tall figure with the fine, dark curly head, the long 
folds of the crimson cloak shone like a very marvel of splendour and 
colour. 

Karen came in quickly from the kitchen with her waiter. She 
bent her head so that no one could see her face, as she hastened from 
one guest to the other. She set the roast hare before the fish pedlars, 
and brought the commercial traveller, who sat in an adjacent room, 
the bottle of soda-water. She gave the anxious farmer a tallow candle, 
and, slipping to the stranger by the stove, she thrust the change from 
the crown in his hand. 

The hostess was in the deepest despair. Everything had gone 
wrong in the kitchen. She had lost the advocate’s letter, and bound¬ 
less confusion filled the inn. The traveller pounded the table with 
the bell loudly; the fish pedlars laughed until they were half dead 
over the hare spread before them ; the bewildered farmer tapped the 
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landlady on the shoulder with the candle and puffed himself out like 
a turkey cock. 

And amid all this maddening confusion Karen had disappeared. 
The postilion Anders sat on the driver's seat; the stable boy stood 
ready to open the door; the travellers in the mail coach were im¬ 
patient and so were the horses, although they had nothing pleasant to 
look forward to, and the wind still rattled and whistled through the 
stable. At last the conductor, whom they all awaited, came. He 
carried his mantle over his arm as he stepped into the coach, and 
excused his delay with a few curt words. He laughed to himself as he 
drew his cloak about him and took his seat. The door was closed ; 
the mail coach rolled on. Anders let the horses trot gently, now there 
was no more need of haste. From time to time he glanced slyly at 
the conductor, who still laughed to himself, while the wind ruffled 
his hair. The postilion laughed too. He suspected something. The 
wind followed the coach to a turn in the road, then threw itself 
again over the plain and sighed mysteriously through the heather 
bushes. 

The fox lay at his post. All was ready now, the hare must soon 
come. Yonder at the inn harmony was restored, the anxious farmer 
was relieved of his candle and received his change, and the travellers 
consumed their hare. The hostess complained a little, but she did 
not blame Karen. No one in all the world had ever scolded Karen. 
Quietly, unconsciously she hastened from one to the other, and the 
serene satisfaction that always followed her footsteps spread through 
the cozy half-dark inn parlour. 

The two fish pedlars who had ordered a second cup of cognac and 
coffee, to follow the first, were especially pleased with her. A soft 
pink flush rested on her pale cheek, the glimmer of a smile on her lip, 
and once when she raised her eyes their light was dazzling. When 
she felt the men's eyes followed her she went into the next room 
where the travellers sat, pretending that she wanted some teaspoons 
from the cupboard. " Did you notice the conductor ? " asked one 
of them. 

“ No ; not till he went out. He left very quickly,” answered the 
other with his mouth full of roast hare. 

" A devilish handsome fellow. I attended his wedding.” 

“ So, is he married ? ” 

“ Yes, indeed ; his wife is the daughter of the landlord at Ulstrup, 
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and I got there the night of the wedding. That was a jolly time, I 
assure you. They have two children, I believe." 

Karen dropped the teaspoons and went out. She heard nothing 
that was called after her from the inn. She went across the court to 
her room and began mechanically to make her bed. Her eyes stared 
into the darkness. She pressed her hands to her head, to her breast; 
she groaned. She could comprehend nothing—nothing 1 She heard 
the landlady’s complaining voice : “ Karen, dear Karen 1" it called. 
She ran out across the court, behind the inn, across the moor. 

The winding strip of grass glimmered in the half-light as if it were 
a path, but it was no path. No one dared to follow it, for it led 
abruptly to the brink of the great pond. The hare quickened his 
steps. He heard a rustling. He gave long jumps as if he were mad 
to escape ; not knowing what he feared, he fled over the plain. The 
fox stretched out his sharp nose and stared in surprise at the hare. 
He had heard nothing. According to the instincts of his kind he had 
crouched there in the hollow—he was conscious of no error. He could 
not understand the action of the hare. He stood long with out¬ 
stretched head and slinking body. His bushy tail was hid by the 
heather bushes, and he began to wonder if foxes were getting duller 
or hares wiser. But when the west wind had run its long course it 
turned into a north wind, and then into an east wind, and then into 
the south wind, and at last came back over the sea as the west wind 
again, threw itself upon the dunes, and long, mysterious sighs moaned 
through the heather bushes. 

But there were wanting in Kraruper Inn two wondering grey 
eyes, a little blue woollen gown that had grown too small, and the 
hostess complained more than ever. She could not understand it at 
all. No one could understand it, save the postilion Anders, and one 
other 1 




NORWEGIAN 


A MONKEY 

Alexander Kxelxand 

F OR it was really a monkey that very nearly got me first class 
honours in my Legal Qualifying Exam.; as it was, I only got 
second class, though that was fair enough. 

But my friend the lawyer, who every day had to read, with some- 
what mixed feelings, the rough copies of my examination papers, 
conceived therefrom such a high opinion of my manner of handling 
legal problems, that he feared the same might result in a possible 
first class for me. And he objected to my being subjected to the 
torture and inconvenience of a let-down in the oral exam., for he was 
my friend, and he knew me. 

The monkey was in reality nothing but a coffee stain in the margin 
of page 496 of Schweigaard's Legal Problems, which I had borrowed 
from my friend Cucumis. 

It would be difficult to imagine anything more depressing than 
going up for a Legal Exam, in the slush and darkness of mid-winter. 
It might possibly be worse in the summer, but as I have never tried 
it I cannot say. 

One struggles through the eleven questions—or is it thirteen ? 
(surely the most horrible number that could be imagined I)—like an 
unhappy circus performer at his first performance in public. 

Off he gallops at full speed, with his life in his hands and a silly 
circus smile on his lips, and he has to jump through eleven—-or is it 
thirteen ?—of those ugly paper-covered hoops. 

The unfortunate candidate in a Legal Exam, finds himself in 
exactly the same situation as the circus performer, only that he does 
not gallop to the sound of music or in a brilliantly lighted building. 
He sits on a hard chair in half-darkness, and his face is turned towards 
the wall, and the only sound he hears is the creaking of the Superin¬ 
tendent’s boots, for no boots in all the wide, wide world creak like 
those of a Superintendent at a Legal Exam. 

And then comes the terrible moment when the black emissary 
from the Collegium Juridicum arrives with the list of Questions. He 

*47 



248 


ALEXANDER KIELLAND 


places himself in the doorway, and reads them but, coldly, dispassion¬ 
ately, with a cruel scorn for the fearsomeness of the occasion, and the 
fatal document he holds in his hands is the ugly paper-covered hoop 
through which all candidates have to jump, or, failing that, dismount 
and retire on foot. 

You settle yourself in the saddle; some do not succeed in doing 
this, but sway this way and that way uneasily. 

An unhappy one simply gives it up and dismounts. All eyes are 
upon him as he moves towards the door, and a sigh goes through the 
remaining candidates. “ You to-day, I to-morrow.” In the mean¬ 
time, however, there are sounds to be heard which indicate that the 
jumping has begun. 

Some jump through steadily and gracefully, and alight on the 
farther side, with a certainty of getting first class ; others, who consider 
jumping straight through the hoop too easy a feat, turn round while 
in the air and jump through backwards. It is said, however, that 
their nimbleness does not win the appreciation it would appear to 
merit from the Umpires. 

Then, again, others jump, but miss the hoop; they jump under it 
or at the side of it. Some, too, jump high over it, finding the perform¬ 
ance apparently very simple, and continuing their wild ride afterwards 
with careless assurance. 

But when one has no desire to ride, and no experience in jumping 
through hoops, one is really to be pitied, unless one happens to come 
across a monkey on page 496 ! 

It was an unhealthy life we led in those days, jumping through 
hoops in the daytime and studying how to do it at night. 

I had just got half way through Schweigaard's Legal Problems 
one night; it was very late. I put more wood on the fire when I 
wanted air, and opened the window when I wanted heat, and every 
little while I tore through the faded pages of the Legal Problems like 
a whirlwind. 

But even whirlwinds ultimately calm down, and when this hap¬ 
pened in my case, I sat stiffly upright and read for the eleventh time : 
“ One might therefore certainly conclude, . . . one might therefore 
. . . certainly . . . combine the useful with the agreeable . . . and 
lean back a little in one's chair. ... I can read just as well . . . the 
lamp isn't in the way at all . . . one . . . might . . . therefore. . . .” 

But unlegal pictures floated out of the book, encircled the lamp, 
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and threatened entirely to overshadow the clearness of my legal 
vision. 

I could still dimly distinguish the white leaves : " one . . . might 
. . . therefore. . . .” The rest disappeared in a crowd of little 
black letters that swarmed over the closely-printed pages; my eyes 
followed them in weary desperation. Then, I saw, at the bottom, on 
the right-hand side of the page ... a face ! It was that of a monkey 
drawn by some one in the margin ; it was beautifully done, especially 
the brown face I 

My interest in this work of art was greater, I am ashamed to say, 
than that I felt for Schweigaard ; I roused myself and leaned forward 
to see better. 

After due examination, I discovered that the wonderful brown 
hue of the face was due to coffee, and further, that the whole monkey 
was nothing more than a coffee stain 1 

The artist had added the eyes and a little hair, that was all 1 The 
genius in the case was the one who had spilt the coffee. 

I understood then, because I knew Cucumis could not draw a 
line! but he knew his law thoroughly. And then I began to think 
of him, of his successful examination when he took first class honours, 
of his triumphant return home. How he must have worked to achieve 
this! And musing thus, my conscience began to stir uneasily and 
awake from its slumbers, until suddenly, like a flash, my own ignor¬ 
ance stood before me in all its horrible nakedness 1 

I pictured to myself the disgrace it would mean for me, if I had to 
“ dismount,” or, still worse, if I were to be numbered among those 
unhappy ones who remain eternally nameless, of whom it is said, 
“ He got a ‘ non contemnendus ’ ” ! 

And just as it happens that sometimes people go out of their minds 
as a result of too much learning, so did I nearly go out of mine when 
I realized the extent of my ignorance. 

Up I jumped, and plunged my head into the water-basin, then, 
hardly allowing myself time for drying, I started reading with such 
determination that every word was indelibly printed on my memory : 
" One might therefore certainly conclude, etc. etc.'’ 

I hurried through the left-hand page, then, with unabated energy, 
down the right-hand one, reached the monkey, passed him, turned 
over the leaf and read on bravely. 

I did not notice that my powers were exhausted. Although I 
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caught a glimpse oi a new chapter, which, in ordinary cases, acts as 
a spur, I could not help getting entangled in one of those perfidious 
sentences which one reads over and over again with illusive gravity. 

I groped about for some means of salvation, but there were none. 

I began to feel giddy: " Where is the monkey ? . . . a coffee 
stain; . . . one cannot show genius on both pages . . . everything 
in life has a right and a wrong side ... for example, the University 
clock, . . . but as I can't swim, let me come out. . . . I'rn going to 
the Circus! . . . I know very well that you are laughing at me, 
Cucumis l But I can jump through the hoop, I tell you, . . . and if 
omy the Professor, who has come out of my lamp, had searched pro¬ 
perly in the ' corpus juris,’ I should not be lying here, ... in my 
shirt in the middle of Karl Johans Street . . . but . . ." 

At this* juncture I fell into the deep dreamless sleep which only 
comes to those who suffer from a bad conscience, when they are very 
young. 

I was early in the saddle the following morning. 

I do not know whether the Devil had put on boots that day, but, 
at any rate, his superintendents had theirs on, and they creaked past 
me, where I sat in my misery with my face turned towards the wall. 

A Professor walked about the rooms watching the victims. Now 
and then, when his eyes happened to fall on one of those miserable 
toadies who attend Lectures, he would give a nod and an encouraging 
smile; but"when his eyes rested on me, the smile vanished, and his 
icy glance seemed to write on the wall above my head, “ O wretched 
one, I know you not 1 . . ." 

One or two of the Superintendents creaked up to the President and 
fawned i$fcn him; I could hear them whispering behind my chair, 
while I ground my teeth in silent rage at the thought that such 
wretches should be paid, should in fact earn their living by torturing 
me as well as some of my best friends! 

The door opened, and a ray of yellow light shone in on to the pale 
faces; it reminded one of " the Victims of the Terror ” in the Luxem¬ 
bourg Museum. Then all was dark again, and the black emissary 
glided through the room like a bat, with the famous white sheet in 
his claws. 

He began to read. 

I never in all my life felt so devoid of hope a&J did just then; and 
yet the very first words made me jump. 
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" The monkey 1 ” 

I nearly shouted the words out loud ! for there was no doubt about 
it, it was page 496 in the Legal Problems, just where I had found the 
monkey t The problem he was reading out was the very one I had 
studied with such energy the night before. And I started writing. 

After a brief introduction, I worked in the melodious phrase: 
“ One might therefore certainly conclude "... and hurried down 
the left-hand page, then with unabated energy over the right-hand 
one, reached the monkey, passed him, began to grope, . . . and 
suddenly came to a standstill. 

I knew something was lacking, but I knew also that it was no 
good trying to think out what it was. What one doesn’t know, one 
doesn't know, and that’s all about it I So I put a full stop, and left, 
long before the others were half finished. 

My companions in misfortune thought that I had dismounted, 
or that I had jumped wide of the hoop—for the problem was a difficult 
one. 

“ Well, well," said the lawyer, when he read my paper, " this is 
better than I expected 1 Why, it is just undiluted Schweigaard! 
You have omitted the last point, but that is of no great importance ; 
one can see that you are well up in the subject. But why did you 
dread the exam, so yesterday ? ” 

" I didn’t know anything." 

He smiled. " Was it, then, in the night that you mastered the 
problem ? " 

" Yes l It was.” 

" Did any one help you ? " 

"Yes.” ' 

" It must have been a devil of a teacher to get so much law into 
your head in one night! May I ask who the magician was ? " 

" A monkey I " I replied. 
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Alexander Kielland 

N O one could understand where he got his money from. 
But the person who marvelled most at the dashing and 
luxurious life led by Alphonse was his quondam friend 
and partner. 

After they dissolved partnership, most of the custom and the best 
connection passed by degrees into Charles’s hands. This was not 
because he in any way sought to run counter to his former partner; 
on the contrary, it arose simply from the fact that Charles was the 
more capable man of the two. And as Alphonse had now to work 
on his own account, it was soon clear to any one who observed him 
closely, that in spite of his promptitude, his amiability, and his pre¬ 
possessing appearance, he was not fitted to be at the head of an 
independent business. 

And there was one person who did observe him closely. Charles 
followed him step by step with his sharp eyes; every blunder, every 
extravagance, every loss—he knew all to a nicety, and he wondered 
that Alphonse could keep going so long. 

They had as good as grown up together. Their mothers were 
cousins; the families had lived near each other in the same street ; 
and in a city like Paris proximity is as important as relationship in 
promoting close intercourse. Moreover, the boys went to the same 
school. 

Thenceforth, as they grew up to manhood, they were inseparable. 
Mutual adaptation overcame the great differences which originally 
marked their characters, until at last their idiosyncrasies fitted into 
each other like the artfully carved pieces of wood which compose the 
picture-puzzles of our childhood. 

The relation between them was really a beautiful one, such as does 
not often arise between two youn§ men ; for they did not understand 
friendship as binding the one to bear everything at the hands of the 
other, but seemed rather to vie with each other in mutual 
consideration. 

If, however, Alphonse in his relation to Charles showed any high 
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degree of consideration, he himself was ignorant of it; and if any 
one had told him of it he would doubtless have laughed loudly at such 
a mistaken compliment. 

For as life on the whole appeared to him very simple and straight¬ 
forward, the idea that his friendship should in any way fetter hitn was 
the last thing that could enter his head. That Charles was his best 
friend seemed to him as entirely natural as that*he himself danced 
best, rode best, was the best shot, and that the whole world was 
ordered entirely to his mind. 

Alphonse was in the highest degree a spoilt child of fortune; he 
acquired everything without effort; existence fitted him like an 
elegant dress, and he wore it with such unconstrained amiability that 
people forgot to envy him. 

And then he was so handsome. He was tall and slim, with brown 
hair and big open eyes ; his complexion was clear and smooth, and his 
teeth shone when he laughed. He was quite conscious of his beauty, 
but, as everybody had petted him from his earliest days, his vanity 
was of a cheerful, good-natured sort, which, after all, was not so 
offensive. He was exceedingly fond of his friend. He amused 
himself and sometimes others by teasing him and making fun of him ; 
but he knew Charles's face so thoroughly that he saw at once when 
the jest was going too far. Then he would resume his natural, kindly 
tone, until he made the serious and somewhat melancholy Charles 
laugh again. 

From his boyhood Charles had admired Alphonse beyond measure. 
He himself was small and insignificant, quiet and shy. His friend’s 
brilliant qualities cast a lustre over him as well, and gave a certain 
impetus to his life. 

His mother often said: " This friendship between the boys is a 
real blessing for my poor Charles, for without it he would certainly 
have been a melancholy creature." 

When Alphonse was on all occasions preferred to him, Charles 
rejoiced ; he was proud of his friend. He wrote his exercises, prompted 
him at examination, pleaded his cause with the masters, and fought 
for him with the boys. 

At the commercial academy it was the same story. Charles worked 
for Alphonse, and Alphonse rewarded him with his inexhaustible 
amiability and unfailing good-humour. 

When subsequently, as quite young men, they were placed in the 
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same banker’s office, it happened one day that the principal said to 
Charles: “ From the first of May I will raise your salary.” 

” I thank you,” answered Charles, “ both on my own and on my 
friend’s behalf.” 

” Monsieur Alphonse's salary remains unaltered,” replied the chief, 
and went on writing. 

Charles never forgot that morning. It was the first time he had 
been preferred or distinguished before his friend. And it was his 
commercial capacity, the quality which, as a young man of business, 
he valued most, that had procured him this preference; and it was 
the head of the firm, the great financier, who had himself accorded 
him such recognition. 

The experience was so strange to him that it seemed like an in¬ 
justice to his friend. He told Alphonse nothing of the occurrence; 
on the contrary, he proposed that they should apply for two vacant 
places in the Credit Lyonnais. 

Alphonse was quite willing, for he loved change, and the splendid 
new banking establishment on the Boulevard seemed to him far more 
attractive than the dark offices in the Rue Berg&re. So they removed 
to the Credit Lyonnais on the first of May. But as they were in the 
chief's office taking their leave, the old banker said to Charles, when 
Alphonse had gone out (Alphonse always took precedence of Charles), 
“ Sentiment won’t do for a business man.” 

From that day forward a change went on in Charles. He not only 
worked as industriously and conscientiously as before, but developed 
such energy and such an amazing faculty for labour as soon attracted 
to him the attention of his superiors. That he was far ahead of his 
friend in business capacity was soon manifest; but every time he 
received a new mark of recognition he had a struggle with himself. 
For a long time, every advancement brought with it a certain qualm 
of conscience ; and yet he worked on with restless ardour. 

One day Alphonse said, in his ligfifTfrank way: " You are really 
a smart fellow, Charlie I You're getting ahead of everybody, young 
and old—not to mention me. I'm quite proud of you.” 

Charles felt ashamed. He had been thinking that Alphonse must 
feel wounded at being left on one side, and now he learned that his 
friend not only did not grudge him his advancement, but was even 
proud of him. By degrees his conscience was lulled to rest, and his 
solid worth was more and more appreciated. 
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But if he was in reality the more capable, how came it that he was 
so entirely ignored in society, while Alphonse remained everybody's 
darling ? The very promotions and marks of appreciation which he 
had won for himself by hard work were accorded him in a dry, business 
manner; while every one, from the directors to the messengers, had 
a friendly word or a merry greeting for Alphonse. 

In the different offices and departments of the bank they intrigued 
to obtain possession of Monsieur Alphonse; for a breath of life and 
freshness followed ever in the wake of his handsome person and joyous 
nature. Charles, on the other hand, had often remarked that his 
colleagues regarded him as a dry person, who thought only of business 
and of himself. 

The truth was that he had a heart of rare sensitiveness, with no 
faculty for giving it expression. 

Charles was one of those small, black Frenchmen whose beard 
begins right under the eyes; his complexion was yellowish and his 
hair stiff and splintery. His eyes did not dilate when he was pleased 
and animated, but they flashed around and glittered. When he 
laughed the comers of his mouth turned upward, and many a time, 
when his heart was full of joy and good-will, he had seen people draw 
back, half frightened by his forbidding exterior. Alphonse alone 
knew him so well that he never seemed to see his ugliness ; every one 
else misunderstood him. He became suspicious, and retired more and 
more within himself. 

In an insensible crescendo the thought grew in him : Why should 
he never attain anything of that which he most longed for—intimate 
and cordial intercourse and friendliness which should answer to the 
warmth pent up within him ? Why should every one smile towards 
Alphonse wdth outstretched hands, while he must content himself with 
stiff bows and cold glances ? 

Alphonse knew nothing of all this. He was joyous and healthy, 
charmed with life and content with his daily work. He had been 
placed in the easiest and most interesting branch of the business, and, 
with his quick brain and his knack of making himself agreeable, he 
filled his place satisfactorily. 

His social circle was very large—every one set store by his 
acquaintance, and he was at least as popular among women as 
among men. 

For a time Charles accompanied Alphonse into society, until he 
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was seized by a misgiving that he was invited for his friend's sake 
alone, when he at once drew back. 

When Charles proposed that they should set up in business together, 
Alphonse had answered : “ It is too good of you to choose me. You 
could easily find a much better partner.” 

Charles had imagined that their altered relations and closer associa¬ 
tion in work would draw Alphonse out of the circles which Charles 
could not now endure, and unite them more closely. For he had 
conceived a vague dread of losing his friend. 

He did not himself know, nor would it have been easy to decide, 
whether he was jealous of all the people who flocked around Alphonse 
and drew him to them, or whether he envied his friend's popularity. 

They began their business prudently and energetically, and got 
on well. 

It was generally held that each formed an admirable complement 
to the other. Charles represented the solid, confidence-inspiring 
element, while the handsome and elegant Alphonse imparted to the 
firm a certain lustre which was far from being without value. 

Every one who came into the counting-house at once remarked 
his handsome figure, and thus it seemed quite natural that all should 
address themselves to him. 

Charles meanwhile bent over his work and let Alphonse be spokes¬ 
man. When Alphonse asked him about anything, he answered shortly 
and quietly without looking up. 

Thus most people thought that Charles was a confidential clerk, 
while Alphonse was the real head of the house. 

As Frenchmen, they thought little about marrying, but as young 
Parisians they led a life into which erotics entered largely. 

Alphonse was never really in his element except when in female 
society. Then all his exhilarating amiability came into play, and 
when he leaned back at supper and held out his shallow champagne- 
glass to be refilled, he was as beautiful as a happy god. 

He had a neck of the kind which women long to caress, and his soft, 
half-curling hair looked as if it were negligently arranged, or carefully 
disarranged, by a woman’s coquettish hand. 

Indeed, many slim white fingers had passed through those locks; 
for Alphonse had not only the gift of being loved by women, but also 
the yet rarer gift of being forgiven by them. 

When the friends were together at gay supper-parties, Alphonse 
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paid no particular heed to Charles. He kept no account of hi9 own 
love-affairs, far less of those of his friend. So it might easily happen 
that a beauty on whom Charles had cast a longing eye fell into the 
hands of Alphonse. 

Charles was used to seeing his friend preferred in life; but there 
are certain things td which men can scarcely accustom themselves. 
He seldom went with Alphonse to his suppers, and it was always long 
before the wine and the general exhilaration could bring him into a 
convivial humour. 

But then, when the champagne and the bright eyes had gone to his 
head, he would often be the wildest of all; he would sing loudly with 
his harsh voice, laugh and gesticulate so that his stiff black hair fell 
over his forehead; and then the merry ladies shrank from him, and 
called him the “ chimney-sweep.” 

As the sentry paces up and down in the beleaguered fortress, 
he sometimes hears a strange sound in the silent night, as if something 
were rustling under his feet. It is the enemy, who has undermined 
the outworks, and to-night or to-morrow night there will be a hollow 
explosion, and armed men will storm in through the breach. 

If Charles had kept close watch over himself he would have heard 
strange thoughts rustling within him. But he would not hear—he had 
only a dim foreboding that sometime there must come an explosion. 

One day it came. 

It was already after business hours; the clerks had all left the 
outer office, and only the principals remained behind. 

Charles was busily writing a letter which he wished to finish before 
he left. 

Alphonse had drawn on both his gloves and buttoned them. Then 
he had brushed his hat until it shone, and now he was walking up and 
down and peeping into Charles’s letter every time he passed the desk. 

They used to spend an hour every day before dinner in a caf6 on 
the great Boulevard, and Alphonse was getting impatient for his 
newspapers. 

" Will you never have finished that letter ? ” he said, rather 
irritably. 

Charles was silent a second or two, then he sprang up so that hi 9 
chair fell over: ” Perhaps Alphonse imagined that he could do it 
better ? Did he not know which of them was really the man of 
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business ? ” And now the words streamed out with* that incredible 
rapidity of which the French language is capable when it is used in 
fiery passion. 

But it was a turbid stream, carrying with it many ugly expressions, 
upbraidings, and recriminations ; and through the whole there sounded 
something like a suppressed sob. 

As he strode up and down the room, with clenched hands and 
dishevelled hair, Charles looked like a little wiry-haired terrier barking 
at an elegant Italian greyhound. At last he seized his hat and rushed 
out. 

Alphonse had stood looking at him with great wondering eyes. 
When he was gone, and there was once more silence in the room, 
it seemed as though the air was still quivering with the hot words. 
Alphonse recalled them one by one, as he stood motionless beside the 
desk. 

" Did he not know which was the abler of the two ? " Yes, 
assuredly I he had never denied that Charles was by far his superior. 

“ He must not think that he would succeed in winning everything 
to himself with his smooth face.” Alphonse was not conscious of ever 
having deprived his friend of anything. 

“ I don’t care for your cocottes,” Charles had said. 

Could he really have been interested in the little Spanish dancer ? 
If Alphonse had only had the faintest suspicion of such a thing he would 
never have looked at her. But that was nothing to get so wild about; 
there were plenty of women in Paris. 

And at last: " As sure as to-morrow comes, I will dissolve partner¬ 
ship ! ” 

Alphonse did not understand it at all. He left the counting-house 
and walked moodily through the streets until he met an acquaintance. 
That put other thoughts into his head ; but all day he had a feeling 
as if something gloomy and uncomfortable lay in wait, ready to seize 
him so soon as he was alone. 

When he reached home, late at night, he found a letter from Charles. 
He opened it hastily ; but it contained, instead of the apology he had 
expected, only a coldly-worded request to M. Alphonse to attend at the 
counting-house early the next morning "in order that the con¬ 
templated dissolution of partnership might be effected as quickly as 
possible.” 

Now, for the first time, did Alphonse begin to understand that the 
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scene in the counting-house had been more than a passing outburst 
of passion; but this only made the affair more inexplicable. 

And the longer he thought it over, the more clearly did he feel 
that Charles had been unjust to him. He had never been angry with 
his friend, nor was he precisely angry even now. But a9 he repeated 
to himself all the insults Charles had heaped upon him, his good- 
natured heart hardened ; and the next morning he took his place in 
silence, after a cold “ Good-morning.” 

Although he arrived a whole hour earlier than usual, he could see 
that Charles had been working long and industriously. There they 
sat, each on his side of the desk ; they spoke only the most indispens¬ 
able words ; now and then a paper passed from hand to hand, but they 
never looked each other in the face. 

In this way they both worked—each as busily as the other—until 
twelve o’clock, their usual luncheon-time. 

This hour of dejeuner was the favourite time of both. Their custom 
was to have it served in their office, and when the old housekeeper 
announced that lunch was ready, they would both rise at once, even if 
they were in the midst of a sentence or of an account. 

They used to eat standing by the fireplace, or walking up and down 
in the warm, comfortable office. Alphonse had always some piquant 
stories to tell, and Charles laughed at them. These were his 
pleasantest hours. 

But that day, when Madame said her friendly ” Messieurs , on a 
servi,” they both remained sitting. She opened her eyes wide, and 
repeated the words as she went out, but neither moved. 

At last Alphonse felt hungry, went to the table, poured out a glass 
of wine and began to eat his cutlet. But as he stood there eating, with 
his glass in his hand, and looked round the dear old office where they 
had spent so many pleasant hours, and then thought that they were 
to lose all this and embitter their lives for a whim, a sudden burst of 
passion, the whole situation appeared to him so preposterous that he 
almost burst out laughing. 

" Look here, Charles,” he said, in the half-earnest, half-joking tone 
which always used to make Charles laugh, “ it will really be too absurd 
to advertise: ‘ According to an amicable agreement, from such and 
such a date the firm of— * ” 

“ I have been thinking,” interrupted Charles quietly, " that we 
will put: 4 According to mutual agreement.’ ” 
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Alphonse laughed no more ; he put down his glass, and the cutlet 
tasted bitter in his mouth. 

He understood that friendship was dead between them, why or 
wherefore he could not tell; but he thought that Charles was hard 
and unjust to him. He was now stiffer and colder than the other. 

They worked together until the business of dissolution was finished ; 
then they parted. 

A considerable time passed, and the two quondam friends worked 
each in his own quarter in the great Paris. They met at the Bourse, 
but never did business with each other. Charles never worked against 
Alphonse ; he did not wish to ruin him ; he wished Alphonse to ruin 
himself. 

And Alphonse seemed likely enough to meet his friend’s wishes in 
this respect. It is true that now and then he did a good stroke of 
business, but the steady industry he had learned from Charles he soon 
forgot. He began to neglect his office, and lost many good connections. 

He had always had a taste for dainty and luxurious living, but his 
association with the frugal Charles had hitherto held his extravagances 
in check. Now, on the contrary, his life became more and more 
dissipated. He made fresh acquaintances on every hand, and was 
more than ever the brilliant and popular Monsieur Alphonse ; but 
Charles kept an eye on his growing debts. 

He had Alphonse watched as closely as possible, and, as their 
business was of the same kind, could form a pretty good estimate of 
the other's earnings. His expenses were even easier to ascertain, 
and he soon assured himself of the fact that Alphonse was beginning 
to run into debt in several quarters. 

He cultivated some acquaintances about whom he otherwise cared 
nothing, merely because through them he got an insight into Alphonse's 
expensive mode of life and rash prodigality. He sought the same 
caf£s and restaurants as Alphonse, but at different times; he even 
had his clothes made by the same tailor, because the talkative little 
man entertained him with complaints that Monsieur Alphonse never 
paid his bills. 

Charles often thought how easy it would be to buy up a part of 
Alphonse's liabilities and let them fall into the hands of a grasping 
usurer. But it would be a great injustice to suppose that Charles for 
a moment contemplated doing such a thing himself. It was only an 
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idea he was fond of dwelling upon ; he was, as it were, in love with 
Alphonse's debts. 

But things went slowly, and Charles became pale and sallow while 
he watched and waited. 

He was longing for the time when people who had always looked 
down upon him should have their eyes opened, and see how little the 
brilliant and idolized Alphonse was really fit for. He wanted to see 
him humbled, abandoned by his friends, lonely and poor; and 
then—! 

Beyond that he really did not like to speculate ; for at this point 
feelings stirred within him which he would not acknowledge. 

He would hate his former friend; he would have revenge for all 
the coldness and neglect which had been his own lot in life and 
every time the least thought in defence of Alphonse arose in his mind 
he pushed it aside, and said, like the old banker, “ Sentiment won’t 
do for a business man." 

One day he went to his tailor’s; he bought more clothes in these 
days than he absolutely needed. 

The nimble little man at once ran to meet him with a roll of cloth : 
“ See, here is the very stuff for you. Monsieur Alphonse has had a 
whole suit made of it, and Monsieur Alphonse is a gentleman who 
knows how to dress." 

" I did not think that Monsieur Alphonse was one of your favourite 
customers,” said Charles, rather taken by surprise. 

“ Oh, mon Dieu ! " exclaimed the little tailor, “ you mean because 
I have once or twice mentioned that Monsieur Alphonse owed me a 
few thousand francs. It was very stupid of me to speak so. Monsieur 
Alphonse has not only paid me the trifle he was owing, but I know 
that he has also satisfied a number of other creditors. I have done 
ce cher beau monsieur great injustice, and I beg you never to give him 
a hint of my stupidity." 

Charles was no longer listening to the chatter of the garrulous 
tailor. He soon left the shop, and went up the street, quite absorbed 

in the one thought that Alphonse had paid. 

He thought how foolish it really was of him to -wait and wait for 
the other's ruin. How easily might not the adroit and lucky Alphonse 
come across many a brilliant business opening, and make plenty of 
money without a word of it reaching Charles's ears. Perhaps, after 
all, he was getting on well. Perhaps it would end in people saying, 
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“ See, at last Monsieur Alphonse shows what he is fit for, now that he 
is quit of his dull and crabbed partner! ” 

Charles went slowly up the street with his head bent. Many 
people jostled him, but he heeded not. His life seemed to* him so 
meaningless, as if he had lost all that he had ever possessed—or had 
he himself cast it from him ? Just then some one ran against him with 
more than usual violence. He looked up. It was an acquaintance 
from the time when he and Alphonse had been in the Credit 
Lyonnais. 

“ Ah, good-day. Monsieur Charles 1 ” cried he. " It is long since 
we met. Odd, too, that I should meet you to-day. I was just think¬ 
ing of you this morning." 

" Why, may I ask ? " said Charles half-absently. 

" Well, k you see, only to-day I saw up at the bank a paper—a 
bill for thirty or forty thousand francs—bearing both your name and 
that of Monsieur Alphonse. It astonished me, for I thought that you 
two—h'm !—had done with each other.” 

" No, we have not quite done with each other yet,” said Charles 
slowly. 

He struggled with all his might to keep his face calm, and asked, in 
as natural a tone as he could command, " When does the bill fall 
due ? I don’t quite recollect.” 

" To-morrow or the day after, I think,” answered the other, who 
was a hard-worked business man, and was already in a hurry to be off. 
” It was accepted by Monsieur Alphonse.” 

" I know that,” said Charles; ” but could you not manage to 
let me redeem the bill to-morrow ? It is a courtesy—a favour I am 
anxious to do.” 

” With pleasure. Tell your messenger to ask for me personally 
at the bank to-morrow afternoon. I will arrange it; nothing easier. 
Excuse me; I'm in a hurry. Good-bye ! ” and with that he ran on. 

Next day Charles sat in his counting-house waiting for the messenger 
who had gone up to the bank to redeem Alphonse's bill. 

At last a clerk entered, laid a folded blue paper by his principal’s 
side, and went out again. 

Not until the door was closed did Charles seize the draft, look 
swiftly round the room, and open it. He stared for a second or two 
at his name, then lay back in his chair and drew a deep breath. It 
was as he had expected—the signature was a forgery. 
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He bent over it again. For long he sat, gazing at his own name, 
and observing how badly it was counterfeited. 

While his sharp eyes followed every line in the letters of his name, 
he scarcely thought. His mind was so disturbed, and his feelings so 
strangely conflicting, that it was some time before he became conscious 
how much they betrayed—these bungling strokes on the blue paper. 

He felt a strange lump in his throat, his nose began to tickle a little, 
and, before he was aware of it, a big tear fell on the paper. 

He looked hastily around, took out his pocket-handkerchief, and 
carefully wiped the wet place on the bill. He thought again of the 
old banker in the Rue Berg&re. 

What did it matter to him that Alphonse’s weak character had at 
last led him to crime, and what had he lost ? Nothing, for did he not 
hate his former friend ? No one could say it was his fault that 
Alphonse was ruined—he had shared with him honestly, and never 
harmed him. 

Then his thoughts turned to Alphonse. He knew him well enough 
to be sure that when the refined, delicate Alphonse had sunk so low, 
he must have come to a jutting headland in life, and be prepared to 
leap out of it rather than let disgrace reach him. 

At this thought Charles sprang up. That must not be. Alphonse 
should not have time to send a bullet through his head and hide his 
shame in the mixture of compassion and mysterious horror which 
follows the suicide. Thus Charles would lose his revenge, and it would 
be all to no purpose that he had gone and nursed his hatred until he 
himself had become evil through it. Since he had for ever lost his 
friend, he would at least expose his enemy, so that all should see what 
a miserable, despicable being was this charming Alphonse. 

He looked at his watch ; it was half-past four. Charles knew the 
cate in which he would find Alphonse at this hour; he pocketed the 
bill and buttoned his coat. 

But on the way he would call at a police-station, and hand over 
the bill to a detective, who at a sign from Charles should suddenly 
advance into the middle of the cate where Alphonse was always 
surrounded by his friends and admirers, and say loudly and distinctly 
so that all should hear it: 

" Monsieur Alphonse, you are charged with forgery." 


It was raining in Paris. The day had been foggy, raw, and cold; 
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and well on in the afternoon it had begun to rain. It was not a down¬ 
pour—the water did not fall from the clouds in regular drops—but 
the clouds themselves had, as it were, laid themselves down in the 
streets of Paris and there slowly condensed into water. 

No matter how people might seek to shelter themselves, they got 
wet on all sides. The moisture slid down the back of your neck, 
laid itself like a wet towel about your knees, penetrated into your boots 
and far up your trousers. 

A few sanguine ladies were standing in the portes cochbres, with 
their skirts tucked up, expecting it to clear; others waited by the 
hour in the omnibus stations. But most of the stronger sex hurried 
along under their umbrellas; only a few had been sensible enough 
to give up the battle, and had turned up their collars, stuck their 
umbrellas under their arms, and their hands in their pockets. 

Although it was early in the autumn it was already dusk at five 
o’clock. A few gas-jets were lighted in the narrowest streets, and 
in a shop here and there strove to shine out in the thick wet air. 

People swarmed as usual in the streets, jostled one another off the 
pavement, and ruined one another’s umbrellas. All the cabs were 
taken up; they splashed along and bespattered the foot passengers 
to the best of their ability, while the asphalt glistened in the dim light 
with a dense coating of mud. 

The caffe were crowded to excess ; regular customers went round 
and scolded, and the waiters ran against each other in their hurry. 
Ever and anon, amid the confusion, could be heard the sharp little 
ting of the bell on the buffet; it was la dame du comptoir summoning 
a waiter, while her calm eyes kept a watch upon the whole caf£. 

A lady sat at the buffet of a large restaurant on the Boulevard 
Sebastopol. She was widely known for her cleverness and her amiable 
manners. 

She had glossy black hair, which, in spite of the fashion, she wore 
parted in the middle of her forehead in natural curls. Her eyes 
were almost black and her mouth full, with a little shadow of a 
moustache. 

Her figure was still very pretty, although, if the truth were known, 
she had probably passed her thirtieth year; and she had a soft little 
hand, with which she wrote elegant figures in her cash-book, and now 
and then a little note. Madame Virginie could converse with the 
young dandies who were always hanging about the buffet, and parry 
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their witticisms, while she kept account with the waiters and had her 
eye upon every comer of the great room. 

She was really pretty only from five till seven in the afternoon— 
that being the time at which Alphonse invariably visited the caf£. 
Then her eyes never left him; she got a fresher colour, her mouth 
was always trembling into a smile, and her movements became some¬ 
what nervous. That was the only time of the day when she was ever 
known to give a random answer or to make a mistake in the accounts; 
and the waiters tittered and nudged each other. 

For it was generally thought that she had formerly had relations 
with Alphonse, and some would even have it that she was still his 
mistress. 

She herself best knew how matters stood; but it was impossible 
to be angry with Monsieur Alphonse. She was well aware that he 
cared no more for her than for twenty others ; that she had lost him— 
nay, that he had never really been hers. And yet her eyes besought 
a friendly look, and when he left the caf6 without sending her a con 
fidential greeting, it seemed as though she suddenly faded, and the 
waiters said to each other : “ Look at madame ; she is grey to-night." 

Over at the windows it was still light enough to read the papers; 
a couple of young men were amusing themselves with watching the 
crowds which streamed past. Seen through the great plate-glass 
windows, the busy forms gliding past one another in the dense, wet, 
rainy air looked like fish in an aquarium. Further back in the caf£, 
and over the billiard-tables, the gas was lighted. Alphonse was 
playing with a couple of friends. 

He had been to the buffet and greeted Madame Virginie, and she, 
who had long noticed how Alphonse was growing paler day by day, 
had—half in jest, half in anxiety—reproached him with his thoughtless 
life. 

Alphonse answered with a poor joke and asked for absinthe. 

How she hated those light ladies of the ballet and the opera who 
enticed Monsieur Alphonse to revel night after night at the gaming¬ 
table, or at interminable suppers! How ill he had been looking 
these last few weeks 1 He had grown quite thin, and the great gentle 
eyes had acquired a piercing, restless look. What would she not 
give to be able to rescue him out of that life that was dragging him 
down I She glanced in the opposite mirror and thought she had 
beauty enough left. 
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Now and then the door opened and a new guest came in, stamped 
his feet, and shut his wet umbrella. All bowed to Madame Virginie, 
and almost all said, " What horrible weather! " 

When Charles entered, he saluted shortly and took a seat in the 
corner beside the fireplace. 

Alphonse’s eyes had indeed become restless. He looked towards 
the door every time any one came in; and when Charles appeared, 
a spasm passed over his face and he missed his stroke. 

“ Monsieur Alphonse is not in the vein to-day,” said an 
onlooker. 

Soon after a strange gentleman came in. Charles looked up from 
his paper and nodded slightly; the stranger raised his eyebrows a 
little and looked at Alphonse. 

He dropped his cue on the floor. 

" Excuse me, gentlemen, I’m not in the mood for billiards to-day," 
said he, “ permit me to leave off. Waiter, bring me a bottle of seltzer- 
water and a spoon—I must take my dose of Vichy salts.” 

“You should not take so much Vichy salts. Monsieur Alphonse, 
but rather keep to a sensible diet,” said the doctor, who sat a little 
way off playing chess. 

Alphonse laughed, and seated himself at the newspaper table. He 
seized the Journal Amusant, and began to make merry remarks upon 
the illustrations. A little circle quickly gathered round him, and he 
was inexhaustible in racy stories and whimsicalities. 

While he rattled on under cover of the others' laughter, he poured 
out a glass of seltzer-water and took from his pocket a little box on 
which was written, in large letters, “ Vichy Salts.” 

He shook the powder out into the glass and stirred it round with 
a spoon. There was a little cigar-ash on the floor in front of his chair; 
he whipped it off with his pocket-handkerchief, and then stretched 
out his hand for the glass. 

At that moment he felt a hand onJiis arm. Charles had risen and 
hurried across the room ; he now bent down over Alphonse. 

Alphonse turned his head towards him so that none but Charles 
could see his face. At first he let his eyes travel furtively over his 
old friend’s figure; then he looked up, and, gazing straight at Charles, 
he said, half aloud, " Charlie 1 ” 

It was long since Charles had heard that old pet name. He gazed 
into the well-known face, and now for the first time saw how it had 
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altered of late. It seemed to him as though he were reading a tragic 
story about himself. 

They remained thus for a second or two, and there glided over 
Alphonse's features that expression of imploring helplessness which 
Charles knew so well from the old school-days, when Alphonse came 
bounding in at the last moment and wanted his composition written. 

“ Have you done with the Journal Amusant ? " asked Charles, 
with a thick utterance. 

" Yes, pray take it,” answered Alphonse hurriedly. He reached 
him the paper, and at the same time got hold of Charles’s thumb. 
He pressed it and whispered, " Thanks,” then—drained the glass. 

Charles went over to the stranger who sat by the door: " Give 
me the bill.” 

“ You don’t need our assistance, then ? ” 

" No, thanks.” 

“ So much the better,” said the stranger, handing Charles a folded 
blue paper. Then he paid for his coffee and went. 

Madame Virginie rose with a little shriek: " Alphonse I Oh, my 
God 1 Monsieur Alphonse is ill.” 

He slipped oft his chair; his shoulders went up and his head fell 
on one side. He remained sitting on the floor, with his back against 
the chair. 

There was a movement among those nearest; the doctor sprang 
over and knelt beside him. When he looked in Alphonse's face he 
started a little. He took his hand as if to feel his pulse, and at the 
same time bent down over the glass which stood on the edge of the 
table. 

With a movement of the arm he gave it a slight push, so that it 
fell on the floor and was smashed. Then he laid down the dead man’s 
hand and bound a handkerchief round his chin. 

Not till then did the others understand what had happened. 
“ Dead ? Is he dead, doctor ? Monsieur Alphonse dead ? ” 

" Heart disease,” answered the doctor. 

One came running with water, another with vinegar. Amid 
laughter and noise, the balls could be heard cannoning on the inner 
billiard-table. 

“ Hush I ” some one whispered. ” Hush! ” was repeated; and 
the silence spread in wider and wider circles round the corpse, until 
all was quite still. 
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" Come and lend a hand/' said the doctor. 

The dead man was lifted up; they laid him on a sofa in a comer 
of the room, and the nearest gas-jets were put out. 

Madame Virginie was still standing up; her face was chalk-white, 
and she held her little soft hand pressed against her breast. They 
carried him right past the buffet. The doctor had seized him under 
the back, so that his waistcoat slipped up and a piece of his fine white 
shirt appeared. 

She followed with her eyes the slender, supple limbs she knew so 
well, and continued to stare towards the dark comer. 

Most of the guests went away in silence. A couple of young men 
entered noisily from the street; a waiter ran towards them and said 
a few words. They glanced towards the comer, buttoned their coats, 
and plunged out again into the fog. 

The half-darkened caf6 was soon empty; only some of Alphonse’s 
nearest friends stood in a group and whispered. The doctor was 
talking with the proprietor, who had now appeared on the scene. 

The waiters stole to and fro, making great circuits to avoid the dark 
corner. One of them knelt and gathered up the fragments of the glass 
on a tray. He did his work as quietly as he could; but for all that 
it made too much noise. 

“ Let that alone until by and by," said the host softly. 

Leaning against the chimney-piece, Charles looked at the dead 
man. He slowly tore the folded paper to pieces, while he thought of 
his friend. 
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I T was late in the afternoon of an August day, but the sun was still 
pouring its hot slanting rays into Christian’s sitting-room. The 
flies were buzzing merrily around the head of the landlord, who 
sat by the window, apparently watching the two balsams blooming 
in broken china pots on the sill. Christian had been there a long time, 
staring between the leaves and flowers of the plants at the little gate 
of the fence, as if he was expecting some one. 

He had already reached middle life, but looked considerably older. 
His eyes were sunk deep in their sockets, and wrinkles seamed his 
face. His wife, who was working busily at the loom, did not seem to 
have her mind wholly on her task ; for, whenever Christian made the 
slightest movement, she glanced anxiously toward the door as if she, 
too, was expecting somebody. 

Suddenly Laurikamen, the assessor of the district court, entered, 
greeted the couple, and shook hands ceremoniously with them. This 
guest, whose visit seemed to afford neither pleasure nor surprise, sat 
down at the table, and, after a short silence, lighted his pipe, and 
finally remarked that it really was far too hot for five o'clock in the 
afternoon, to which undeniably truthful remark Christian replied that 
the heat would at least do the oats good. Gradually the conversation 
grew more fluent; they discussed the questions of the day, the fall of 
stocks, the price of grain at home and in Russia, and the sessions of 
the court. Then the assessor had reached the point at which he was 
aiming. Rising deliberately, he went to the hearth, knocked the ashes 
from his pipe, and remarked, as if casually : 

" By the way, you are summoned there." 

“ I ? To the court ? By whom ? " 

" By Jegor Timofitsch Ivanov, your neighbour.” 

“ H'm ! What is he after ? ’ Is it about the beating I gave him 
last spring ? " 

" Not at all; he must put up with that. It’s the affair of Jalo, 
his trotter, you know." 
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“ Well, what’s that to me ? ” 

“ I don’t know. Come to-morrow, and you’ll find out.” 

The assessor uttered a sigh of relief, rose, took his leave, and went 
away. 

Christian scratched himself behind the ear, and went out thought¬ 
fully. Sighing heavily, he wandered restlessly over the pastures and 
meadows until late in the evening. 

As it was still too warm in the room, he sat down on the steps to 
enjoy the cool evening air. It was a damp, hot night; the stars 
shone dimly through the air, which lay like a thin veil on the horizon. 
The full moon was rising in majesty above the moor, looming in a 
large, reddish gold disk through the firwood, which grew sparse and 
stunted upon the moss-covered hill. The last birds were twittering 
sleepily, and the nightjar flew clumsily, as if drunk, first to the right, 
and then to the left, sometimes vanishing in the gloom. Country 
folk hate the nightjar, and this aversion probably made Christian's 
whole surroundings suddenly seem unspeakably desolate. His mood 
was transmitted to the scene about him. He could not possibly drive 
that business of Jalo the trotter out of his head. All the memories 
of his life were associated with the name. Everything he had dreamed 
and hoped, everything which had disturbed and alarmed him, had 
revolved wholly around Jalo. How well he recollected the day Jegor 
Timofitsch Ivanov opened his shop in the village of Tervola. Every¬ 
thing that previously was brought from the city could now be bought 
at Jegor Timofitsch's. How humble and cringing the fellow had been 
then; how well he understood how to ingratiate himself with every¬ 
body. 

At that time Jalo was nearly three years old. 

Jegor had been everybody’s most humble servant. Doubling up 
like a pocket-knife in his obsequiousness, he had treated his customers 
to tobacco and sbitin , 1 promised them unlimited credit, and thereby 
won all hearts. " You haven’t any money ? Oh, that makes no 
difference—we'll charge it; you can pay another time.” It was all 
so easy and simple, but when a year had gone by, Jegor's account 
book was full, and all the insignificant entries were found to amount 
to an enormous sum. 

If anybody needed a loan, who but Jegor had the money ? True, 

1 A Russian national drink, very popular among the lower classes, made of 
syrup, thin beer, and water. 
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he asked twelve per cent, but then there was no bothering with lawyers, 
judges, assessors, and such people. And who did not need money in 
these times ? Everybody wanted it, and Christian, perhaps, most 
of all. 

But when four years had passed, Jegor Timofitsch from being 
everybody's servant had become everybody's master. Now he carried 
his back as stiff as a ramrod; now he used a very different tone : 
“ Lout, do you mean to sow rye ? No, you must sow oats; I can't 
sell rye in these times. You want money to buy a cow ? You have 
scarcely enough feed for the one you own. No, that won’t do.” 

He sold the peasants’ grain from the fields before it was mowed. 
He felled their woods for fuel and lumber, without any further cere¬ 
mony than to notify them of his intention. And yet how the terrible 
debt grew! It was as insatiable as the Moloch of the Philistines. 
Everything disappeared in its mighty jaws. It was never settled, in 
spite of all the sacrifices and payments in the shape of tar, wood, tallow, 
sheep, crabs, game-birds, and oats. 

If any one had cause to suffer from this neighbour it was Christian. 
Their farms adjoined, and he knew better than all the rest what it 
means to be a debtor. It seemed as though the flesh was being gnawed 
from his body and the marrow sucked out of his bones. He often 
felt utterly defenceless against the cruel foe, and thought seriously of 
going out to beg bis way from door to door, if only he could be a free 
man once more. 

But in the hour of his sorest need help came. And his deliverer 
was Jalo, who had reached his sixth year at Michaelmas. 

Oh, what an animal this Jalo was ! His black coat shone like silk. 
Looking at his side, darker and lighter circles appeared on his back 
and thighs. What a tail, and what a mane he had, both so thick and 
long ! His hoofs were like steel, his broad breast inhaled the air like 
bellows. His eyes were those of a sea-eagle. He not only saw at a 
distance, but in the mist, in the whirling snow, and in the dark. But 
of even greater worth than his strength and his beauty was his noble 
nature. He was proud. A blow from a whip was an insult that drove 
him nearly frantic. He was docile with all his strength, loving with 
all his spirit. And what a grateful heart he had 1 How he would 
rub his velvety muzzle on Christian's arm when he offered him salt 
and bread, oats, or a bit of sugar. This animal was better than many 
a human being, certainly better than his disobedient daughter and his 
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ungrateful son-in-law. Had anybody ever seen Jalcr shy ? Never— 
he would not fear Satan himself. Had he ever stumbled ? Never, 
no matter how steep might be the descent of the hill. Everybody 
was obliged to admit that Jalo was the finest animal in all Finland. 
His equal could scarcely be found in Russia. When Christian’s debts 
weighed heavily upon him, when Moloch opened his jaws and demanded 
fresh sacrifices, Christian went to the stable, curry-combed his Jalo, 
blackened his hoofs, braided his mane, and patted his back. And 
he always felt lighter-hearted. 

When Jegor Timofitsch's demands had gone far beyond Christian’s 
powers to meet, and he saw no way of shaking off this vampire, he 
harnessed Jalo into a light sleigh and set off for Viborg, to consult a 
distinguished lawyer. He could not believe that Jegor had written 
things down correctly. His poor little purchases, some tobacco and 
grain, coffe6 and sugar, could never amount to so large a sum. Some¬ 
thing was surely wrong, and there was Jegor’s usurious interest into 
the bargain! 

How vividly he remembered that journey. It was a clear, cold 
day in January. The snow lay on the fields and meadows as smooth 
and level as the surface of the lake. The shadows of the fences, 
hayricks, and rollers lay like blue spots upon the white surface. The 
snow-birds hopped across the road, and the magpies chattered joyously 
as they ran up and down the fences. Sipi, the bear-dog, with pointed 
ears and woolly tail, dashed at full gallop before Jalo, who with a 
dainty movement of his hoofs, as if it were mere play, rushed forward 
at lightning speed. It was all so cheering that Christian's depression 
began to pass away. He had almost reached the Papula quarter, 
when suddenly he heard some one calling and shouting. Taking the 
pipe from his mouth, he leaned out of the sleigh and looked behind 
him. A man in a little racing sleigh was following at full gallop, 
waving his hand in its fur-edged gauntlet glove. Christian stopped, 
and the traveller, a short, stout man dressed in furs, driving a mouse- 
coloured horse, soon reached him. 

“ Good morning. Landlord. That is a trotter you have! ” he 
said eagerly, biting his frozen moustache. " To tell the truth. I've 
been driving behind you at least a quarter of an hour without being 
able to overtake you. Where did you get the animal ? What is hi 9 
pedigree ? How old is he ? Just look at that chest and those 
thighs I ** 
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The stranger left his sleigh as he spoke to examine Jalo more 
closely. Christian was pleased and proud, answered to the best of 
his ability, and praised the horse to the new-comer, who seemed to be 
perfectly delighted with him. 

" Well, of course, you’ll come to the trotting races day after to¬ 
morrow. As the owner of an animal like yours, it's your duty to do 
it. I am Captain T., one of the judges. Remember the first prize is 
a thousand marks." 

Christian had already heard of the races and even thought of them ; 
but in the country people usually learn facts only after they have 
occurred. But now—why not, since he was already in the city ? 

Christian promised to come, and the men clasped hands on the 
agreement. Jalo, who was already impatient to go on, vanished from 
the Captain's admiring gaze beyond the next hill like a streak of 
lightning. 

Christian entered his horse for the races. What glorious days, 
what a season of triumph and honour for Jalo and his master 1 There 
was not a newspaper in the whole country which did not mention 
Jalo and his owner. Telegrams announcing the horse's wonderful 
deeds flew from city to city. His victory was extraordinary; he 
carried off the first prize, outstripping famous old trotters. Even 
now, as Christian sat depressed and sorrowful in his entry, a bright 
smile flitted over his face as he recalled that glorious time. How 
distinctly everything rose before his mind : the golden sunlight, the 
blue sky, the light snow-flakes carried by the winter wind, the music 
and the cheering, the heating drinks, and Jalo, the hero of the day. 
It had undoubtedly been the brightest and happiest of his life. But 
as the highest surges sink the lowest, and the tallest pine trees cast 
the longest shadows, it also happened that the day when Jalo and his 
master reached the giddy heights of joy was followed by very sad 
consequences. 

Nothing favourable was obtained from the lawyer. Instead of 
encouraging counsel he informed Christian that Jegor had already 
obtained the final judgment from the Governor. Christian's debt 
must be paid, principal and interest. There was no resource except 
to sell Jalo, and even that would not completely cover the amount. 
Christian drank till he was completely dazed, wept, sobered, up again, 
and, during all these varying moods, constantly tried to raise the 
price. At last the bargain had to be closed. Jalo was sold to a 
VOL. xix T 
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Russian merchant, and Christian returned home, deeply saddened 
and frantic with rage, driving a mare which he detested from the first 
moment. It was small consolation that his pocket-book was stuffed 
with hundred-mark notes, the farewell gift Jalo's victory had brought 
to his master. 

Christian was inconsolable, and it seemed downright madness to 
pay Jegor so much good money. It was just like throwing it into the 
sea. But at last he was obliged to make up his mind to it, and went 
to Jegor’s shop at an hour when he was sure of finding him alone, 
paid his debt, and received his note and other papers. Jegor was 
incautious enough to let some offensive words escape his lips, and 
nothing more was required to bring Christian’s repressed fury to 
utterance. If the former had never known before what a drubbing 
means, he understood it when his neighbour left the shop. From 
that day there was the bitterest enmity between the two men. 

Christian was free ; but though he bragged of it in Jegor’s hearing, 
his heart bled. What did he care for liberty without Jalo ? True, 
he had escaped an impending danger, but in exchange had sacrificed 
all the happiness of his life. Existence had lost all charm for him ; 
he had no more debts to trouble him, but also no Jalo to love. The 
occasional notices of the animal which he read in the newspapers were 
like salt in an open wound. " The famous trotter Jalo, that won the 
first prize at Viborg, has again covered himself with glory,” or “ the 
well-known trotter Jalo has again carried off a prize at the races at 
Savastehus.” On such days Christian was like a madman. Either 
he sat sullen and silent like a chaffinch in the rain, or he was angry and 
irritable, blazing out at the least provocation like juniper in the flames. 

Gradually the resolution to get possession of Jalo again at any cost 
became fixed in his mind. What was the use of saving and gathering 
to spend his life in joyless longing ? His daughter and son-in-law were 
waiting impatiently for his death, that they might inherit his property. 
He had no grandchildren, so, as matters stood, the best thing he could 
do would be to try to get possession of Jalo once more. 

After much difficulty, he found bondsmen, and pledged his land. 
Now he need only secure the money, and then set off to bargain for 
the horse. Even in the worst case, it could not be " dearer than gold.” 1 
His present owner in Viborg had many horses, and would surely be 
willing to give up Jalo for a satisfactory price. The day of his 

1 A Finnish proverb. 
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departure was already fixed when one beautiful morning in July, just 
as Christian was in the act of removing a few stubbly grey hairs from 
his chin, he heard a familiar neigh. There was no mistake ; it must be 
Jalo, that was just the way he always called his master when he went 
into his stable late in the morning. Christian threw down the razor 
and rushed out. There behind the comer of his own stable, to which 
Jegor's pasture extended, stood Jalo with dilated nostrils, tossing his 
head up and down. In a second he flew over the fence, and stood 
upon the ground of his former owner. Christian felt as though he was 
paralysed in every limb. He could only utter a gasp of astonishment. 
A joyful smile flitted over his face like sunshine over the moorland, 
while all the talcs of witchcraft he had overheard flashed through his 
excited brain. While he still stood there, rubbing his eyes, to con¬ 
vince himself that he was not dreaming, Jegor, his enemy, entered 
the yard, bridle and whip in hand. “ The horse belongs to me,” he 
said ; *' beware of luring him here.” 

Jegor seized Jalo by the lock of hair on his forehead, put on the 
bridle, and swearing violently, protested that he would cure him of 
leaping the fence. Poor Jalo was roughly dragged away to his own 
barn, and after a time Christian heard the horse snorting and stamping 
under the blows of Jegor’s whip. To beat Jalo, to abuse such an 
animal—who ever heard of such a thing ? 

From that day Christian s life was a hell. To be compelled to do 
without the horse was torture enough, but to know that it was in the 
hands of his worst enemy, that he could never own it again, to see it 
daily without being able to go near it, was far worse. Everything 
that Jegor could think of to do to the horse in Christian’s presence 
to torment him he conscientiously did. Every blow he had himself 
received he returned to Jalo. And when, as sometimes happened, 
the horse came dashing at a gallop to his old master, as if seeking 
protection, Christian could be certain that thick wales on Jalo's sides 
would show how Jegor Timofitsch rewarded faithful friendship. 

Several weeks passed in this way. It was a hot August day when 
the baked clods of earth cracked with the heat, and the air quivered 
and shimmered under the burning sunshine. Even the village dogs 
had stopped barking and fled to the shade under steps and outbuildings. 
The cows stood knee-deep in the water beneath the shelter of the 
dark alders. Only the gnats enjoyed the fierce heat of the sun ; the 
dragon-flies flew through the air in shimmering circles. Christian lay 
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stretched on the wooden bench in his house watching Jalo with burning 
eyes as he stood opposite to him in Jegor's meadow in the shade of a 
gnarled old elm. Christian was dreaming of the happy days when 
Jalo still belonged to him. How insignificant appeared the troubles 
of those times, and how great their joys. He was just falling into a 
light slumber when he was roused by three huntsmen from Viborg 
inquiring eagerly for the landlord. They had been in pursuit of 
hares when they unexpectedly encountered a lynx engaged in the same 
chase. For two days they had followed the trail of the wild beast, 
which became greatly exhausted, when unluckily their dog hurt its 
paw and had to be left behind. The hunters now asked where they 
could borrow one to continue the chase. Christian owned such a 
dog. His Sipi could be used to track sea-fowl, hares, and bears. The 
gentlemen, accompanied by Christian and Sipi, hurried back to the 
moor where they had last seen the trail of the lynx. Within fifteen 
minutes Sipi found it and, amid joyous barking and waving of his bushy 
tail, ran towards the woods. Soon furious baying announced that the 
lynx was either caught or had climbed a tree. When the hunters 
reached the spot, Sipi was executing a wild war-dance around a pine 
tree, on whose boughs lay the wild beast, gnashing its teeth at its 
enemy. With ears laid back smoothly against its head, and eyes 
glittering with rage, it seemed on the point of leaping down on its 
shaggy foe. But before determining to commence the fray, it fell 
under the bullet of the first of the approaching hunters. Its paws 
were bound together, a pole thrust through them, and it was carried 
in triumph back to Christian's farm. There the weary men ate a 
country luncheon, and celebrated their luck thoroughly by consuming 
plenty of brandy and rum. The heating drinks went to their heads, 
and by twilight Christian and his guests had become very excited 
and garrulous. 

“ Listen to me, Christian,” said his wife, who was made somewhat 
anxious by the noisy company; ” I won’t have any loaded guns in the 
house ; go and fire the bullets out of those barrels." 

Christian rose slowly, remarking that women were always great 
cowards; took the guns from the bench, and went out. Daylight 
was failing, but darkness had not yet closed in ; the perfume of new- 
mown clover drifted in on the breeze. From the distance echoed the 
notes of the cowherds’ horns, and the crickets were chirping loudly 
in the courtyard. 
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Christian staggered down the steps. Suddenly he stopped. There 
by the comer of the stable again stood the dream of his nights and the 
longings of his days. Jalo raised his delicately formed head, shook his 
floating mane, and uttered a low, mysterious neigh, as if calling his 
former master. 

Christian went to him and patted his neck. The animal put his 
velvety nozzle over the low fence into Christian's pocket. The latter, 
deeply moved, threw his arm over the horse's neck. It was so long 
since he had caressed Jalo, stroked his soft skin, and spoken to him. 
While thus passing his hand along the beautiful creature's back, he 
suddenly felt the wales of Jegor's lashes. The blood surged hotly in 
his veins. " Miserable brute," he muttered, shaking his fist savagely 
at Jegor's house. " My poor friend, I’ll free you for ever from his 
whip, his cruelty, and tyranny." Almost before he himself was 
aware what he was doing, he had snatched the gun from his'shoulder 
—one shot, and the noble creature fell moaning; one sorrowful glance 
from the glazing eyes, and Jalo lay lifeless behind the fence which 
separated him from his former owner. Christian fled into the forest 
like a murderer. Half an hour later he returned to his home perfectly 
sober. The hunters had gone to look for their dog. He was alone 
with his wife. Deeply agitated, he told her what he had done. 

“ Well, what do you mean to do ? " asked Christian’s wife when 
her husband returned late in the evening from Laurikamen’s. " There 
are no witnesses.” 

" No, there are no witnesses; but whatever they may do to me, 
I will tell them at any rate the whole story of Jalo." 
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WHEN FATHER BROUGHT HOME THE 

LAMP 


W HEN father bought the lamp, or a little before that, he said 
to mother: 

" Hark ye, mother—oughtn't we to buy us a lamp ? " 

" A lamp ? What sort of a lamp ? '* 

“ What I Don’t you know that the storekeeper who lives in the 
market town has brought from St. Petersburg lamps that actually 
bum better than ten parea ? 1 They've already got a lamp of the 
sort at the parsonage." 

“ Oh, yes ! Isn’t it one of those things which shines in the middle 
of the room so that we can see to read in every comer, just as if it was 
broad daylight ? " 

" That's just it. There's oil that bums in it, and you only have 
to light it of an evening, and it bums on without going out till the next 
morning." 

" But how can the wet oil bum ? " 

" You might as well ask—how can brandy bum ? ” 

" But it might set the whole place on fire. When brandy begins 
to bum you can't put it out, even with water." 

" How can the place be set on fire when the oil is shut up in a glass, 
and the fire as well ? " 

“ In a glass ? How can fire bum in a glass—won t it burst ? '* 

" Won’t what burst ? " 

“ The glass." 

“ Burst! No, it never bursts. It might burst, I grant you, if 
you screwed the fire up too high, but you’re not obliged to do that." 

" Screw up the fire ? Nay, dear, you’re joking—how can you screw 
up fire ? " 

“ Listen, now 1 When you turn the screw to the right, the wick 
mounts—the lamp, you know, has a wick, like any common candle, 

* A pdre (pr. payray ; Swed., peri a ; Ger., ptrgei) is atesmous pine chip, or 
splinter, used instead of torch or candle to light the poorer houses in Finland. 
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and a flame too—but if you turn the screw to the left, the flame gets 
smaller, and then, when you blow it, it goes out.” 

" It goes out! Of course ! But I don't understand it a bit yet, 
however much you may explain—some sort of new-fangled gentlefolk 
arrangement, I suppose.” 

“ You'll understand it right enough when I've bought one." 

" How much does it cost ? " 

“ Seven and a half marks, and the oil separate at one mark the can." 

“ Seven and a half marks and the oil as well 1 Why, for that you 
might buy pared, for many a long day—that is, of course, if you were 
inclined to waste money on such things at all, but when Pekka splits 
them not a penny is lost.” 

" And you'll lose nothing by the lamp, either! Pare wood costs 
money too, and you can't find it everywhere on our land now as you 
used to. You have to get leave to look for such wood, and drag it 
hither to the bog from the most out-of-the-way places—and it’s soon 
used up, too.” 

Mother knew well enough that pare wood is not so quickly used 
up as all that, as nothing had been said about it up to now, and that 
it was only an excuse to go away and buy this lamp. But she wisely 
held her tongue so as not to vex father, for then the lamp and all 
would have been unbought and unseen. Or else some one else might 
manage to get a lamp first for his farm, and then the whole parish 
would begin talking about the farm that had been the first, after the 
parsonage, to use a lighted lamp. So mother thought the matter 
over, and then she said to father : 

” Buy it, if you like ; it is all the same to me if it is a pare that 
burns, or any other sort of oil, if only I can see to spin. When, pray, 
do you think of buying it ? " 

“ I thought of setting off to-morrow—I have some other little 
business with the storekeeper as well.” 

It was now the middle of the week, and mother knew very well 
that the other business could very well wait till Saturday, but she did 
not say anything now eithei, but, “ the sooner the better,” thought she. 

And that same evening father brought in from the storehouse the 
big travelling chest in which grandfather, in his time, had stowed his 
provisions when he came from Uleaborg, and bade mother fill it with 
hay and lay a little cotton-wool in the middle of it. We children 
asked why they put nothing in the box but hay and a little wool in 
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the middle, but she bade us hold our tongues, the whole lot of us. 
Father was in a better humour, and explained that he was going to 
bring a lamp from the storekeeper, and that it was of glass, and might 
be broken to bits if he stumbled or if the sledge bumped too much. 

That evening we children lay awake a long time and thought of 
the new lamp ; but old scullery-Pekka, the man who used to split up 
all the pared, began to snore as soon as ever the evening pare was put 
out. And he didn’t once ask what sort of a thing the lamp was, 
although we talked about it ever so much. 

The journey took father all day, and a very long time it seemed to 
us all. We didn’t even relish our food that day, although we had 
milk soup for dinner. But scullery-Pekka gobbled and guzzled as 
much as all of us put together, and spent the day in splitting pared 
till he had filled the outhouse full. Mother, too, didn't spin much 
flax that day either, for she kept on going to the window and peeping 
out, over the ice, after father. She said to Pekka, now and then, that 
perhaps we shouldn’t want all those pared any more, but Pekka 
couldn’t have laid it very much to heart, for he didn’t so much as ask 
the reason why. 

It was not till supper-time that we heard the horses' bells in the 
courtyard. 

With the bread crumbs in our mouths, we children rushed out, 
but father drove us in again and bade scullery-Pekka come and help 
with the chest. Pekka, who had already been dozing away on the 
bench by the stove, was so awkward as to knock the chest against 
the threshold as he was helping father to carry it into the room, and 
he would most certainly have got a sound drubbing for it from father 
if only he had been younger, but he was an old fellow now, and father 
had never in his life struck a man older than himself. Nevertheless, 
Pekka would have heard a thing or two from father if the lamp had 
gone to pieces, but fortunately no damage had been done. 

“ Get up on the stove, you lout I ” roared father at Pekka, and 
up on the stove Pekka crept. 

But father had already taken the lamp out of the chest, and now 
let it hang down from one hand. 

“ Look 1 there it is now 1 How do you think it looks ? You 
pour the oil into this glass, and that stump of ribbqn inside is the wick 
—hold that pare a little farther off, will you l ” 

“ Shall we light it ? ” said the mother as she drew back. 
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“ Are you mad ? How can it be lighted when there’s no oil in it ? ” 

" Well, but can’t you pour some in, then ? ” 

“ Pour in oil ? A likely tale! Yes, that’s just the way when 
people don’t understand these things; but the storekeeper warned 
me again and again never to pour the oil in by firelight, as it might 
catch fire and burn the whole house down.” 

“ Then when will you pour the oil into it I ” 

” In the daytime-daytime, d’ye hear ? Can’t you wait till day ? 
It isn't such a great marvel as all that." 

“ Have you seen it burn, then ? ” 

“ Of course I have. What a question ! I’ve seen it burn many a 
time, both at the parsonage and when we tried this one here at the 
storekeeper's.” 

“ And it burned, did it ? ” 

" Burned ? Of course it did, and when we put up the shutters of 
the shop, you could have seen a needle on the floor. Look here, now I 
Here's a sort of capsule, and when the fire is burning in this fixed glass 
here, the light cannot creep up to the top, where it isn't wanted either, 
but spreads downward, so that you could find a needle on the 
floor.” 

Now we should have all very much liked to try if we could find a 
needle on the floor, but father hung up the lamp to the roof and began 
to eat his supper. 

“ This evening we must be content, once more, with a pare,” said 
father, as he ate; " but to-morrow the lamp shall bum in this very 
house.” 

“ Look, father 1 Pekka has been splitting pared all day, and filled 
the outhouse with them.” 

" That’s all right. We’ve fuel now, at any rate, to last us all the 
winter, for we sha’n’t want them for anything else.” 

” But how about the bathroom and the stable ? ” said mother. 

" In the bathroom we'll burn the lamp,” said father. 

That night I slept still less than the night before, and when I woke 
in the morning I could almost have wept, if I hadn't "been ashamed, 
when I called to mind that the lamp was not to be lit till the evening. 
I had dreamed that father had poured oil into the lamp at night and 
that it had burned the whole day long. 

Immediately when it began to dawn, father dug up out of that great 
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travelling chest of his a big bottle, and poured something out of it 
into a smellier bottle. We should have very much liked to ask what 
was in this bottle, but we daren’t, for father looked so solemn about 
it that it quite frightened us. 

But when he drew the lamp a little lower down from the ceiling 
and began to bustle about it and unscrew it, mother could contain 
herself no longer, and asked him what he was doing. 

“ I am pouring oil into the lamp.” 

“ Well, but you’re taking it to pieces! How will you ever get 
everything you have unscrewed into its proper place again ? ” 

Neither mother nor we knew what to call the thing which father 
took out from the glass holder. 

Father said nothing, but he bade us keep farther off. Then he 
filled the glass holder nearly full from the smaller bottle, and we now 
guessed that there was oil in the larger bottle also. 

” Well, won’t you light it now ? ” asked mother again, when all 
the unscrewed things had been put back into their places and father 
hoisted the lamp up to the ceiling again. 

“ What! in the daytime ? ” 

“ Yes—surely we might try it, to sec how it will burn.” 

“ It’ll bum right enough. Just wait till the evening, and don't 
bother.” 

After dinner, scullery-Pekka brought in a large frozen block of 
wood to split up into pared, and cast it from his shoulders on to the 
floor with a thud which shook the whole room and set in motion the 
oil in the lamp. 

" Steady ! ” cries father ; ” what are you making that row for ” 

“ I brought in this pdre-block to melt it a bit—nothing else will do 
it—it is regularly frozen.” 

“You may save yourself the trouble then,” said father, and he 
winked at us. 

“ Well, but you can’t get a blaze out of it at all, otherwise.” 

“ You may save yourself the trouble, I say.” 

" Are no more pared to be split up, then ? ” 

" Well, suppose I did say that no more pared were to be split up ? ” 

“ Oh ! 'tis all the same to me if master can get on without 'em.” 

" Don't you see, Pekka, what is hanging down from the rafters 
there ? ” When father put this question he looked proudly up at the 
lamp, and then he looked pityingly down upon Pekka. 
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Pekka put his clod in the comer, and then, but not till then, looked 
up at the lamp. 

" It's a lamp,” says father, " and when it burns you don’t want 
any more pdre light.” 

” Oh ! ” said Pekka, and, without a single word more, he went off 
to his chopping-block behind the stable, and all day long, just as on 
other days, he chopped a branch of his own height into little faggots ; 
but all the rest of us were scarce able to get on with anything. Mother 
made believe to spin, but her supply of flax had not diminished by 
one-half when she shoved aside the spindle and went out. Father 
chipped away at first at the handle of his axe, but the work must have 
been a little against the grain, for he left it half done. After mother 
went away, father went out also, but whether he went to town or not 
I don't know. At any rate he forbade us to go out too, and promised 
us a whipping if we so much as touched the lamp with the tips of our 
fingers. Why, we should as soon have thought of fingering the priest's 
gold-embroidered chasuble. We were only afraid that the cord which 
held up all this splendour might break and we should get the blame 
of it. 

But time hung heavily in the sitting-room, and as we couldn’t 
hit upon anything else, we resolved to go in a body to the sleighing 
hill. The town had a right of way to tHe river foF fetching water 
therefrom, and this road ended at the foot of a good hill down which 
the sleigh could run, and then up the other side along the ice rift. 

" Here come the Lamphill children,” cried the children of the 
town as soon as they saw us. 

We understood well enough what they meant, but for all that we 
did not ask what Lamphill children they alluded to, for our farm was, 
of course, never called Lamphill. 

" Ah, ah! We know! You've gone and bought one of them 
lamps for your place. We know all about it 1 ” 

“ But how came you to know about it already ? ” 

•' Your mother mentioned it to my mother when she went through 
our place. She said that your father had bought from the storeman 
one of that sort of lamps that burn so brightly that one can find a needle 
on the floor—so at least said the justice's maid.” 

" it is just like the lamp in the parsonage drawing-room, your 
father told us just now. I heard him say so with my own ears,” said 
the innkeeper’s lad. 
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“ Then you really have got a lamp like that, eh ? " inquired all 
the children of the town. 

“ Yes, we have ; but it is nothing to look at in the daytime, but 
in the evening we’ll all go there together.” 

And we went on sleighing down hill and up hill till dusk, and every 
time we drew our sleighs up to the hill-top, we talked about the lamp 
with the children of the town. 

In this way the time passed quicker than we thought, and when 
we had sped down the hill for the last time, the whole lot of us sprang 
off homeward. 

Pekka was standing at the chopping-block and didn’t turn his 
head, although we all called to him with one voice to come and see how 
the lamp was lit. We children plunged headlong into the room in 
a body. 

But at the door we stood stock-still. The lamp was already burn¬ 
ing there beneath the rafters so brightly that we couldn't look at it 
without blinking. 

" Shut the door; it’s rare cold,” cried father from behind the table. 

“ They scurry about like fowls in windy weather,” grumbled 
mother from her place by the fireside. 

"No wonder the children are dazed by it, when I, old woman as I 
am, cannot help looking up at it,” said the innkeeper's old mother. 

" Our maid also will never get over it,” said the magistrate’s 
stepdaughter. 

It was only when our eyes had got a little used to the light that we 
saw that the room was half full of neighbours. 

" Come nearer, children, that you may see it properly,” said father, 
in a much milder voice than just before. 

" Knock that snow off your feet, and come hither to the stove; 
it looks quite splendid from here,” said mother, in her turn. 

Skipping and jumping, we went toward mother, and sat us all 
down in a row on the bench beside her. It was only when we were 
under her wing that we dared to examine the lamp more critically. 
We had never once thought that it would burn as it was burning now, 
but when we came to sift the matter out we arrived at the conclusion 
that, after all, it was burning just as it ought to bum. And when we 
had peeped at it a good bit longer, it seemed to us as if we had fancied 
all along that it would be exactly as it was. 

But what w v could not make out at all was how the fire was put 
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into that sort of glass. We asked mother, but she said we should see 
how it was done afterward. 

The townsfolk vied with each other in praising the lamp, and one 
said one thing, and another said another. The innkeeper’s old mother 
maintained that it shone just as calmly and brightly as the stars of 
heaven. The magistrate, who had bad eyes, thought it excellent 
because it didn't smoke, and you could burn it right in the middle of 
the hall without blackening the walls in the least, to which father 
replied that it was, in fact, meant for the hall, but did capitally for 
the dwelling-room as well, and one had no need now to dash hither 
and thither with pared, for all could now see by a single light, let them 
be never so many. 

When mother observed that the lesser chandelier in church scarcely 
gave a better light, father bade me take my ABC book, and go to the 
door to see if I could read it there. I went and began to read : " Our 
Father.” But then they all said : ” The lad knows that by heart.” 
Mother then stuck a hymn-book in my hand, and I set off with “ By 
the Waters of Babylon.” 

” Yes; it is perfectly marvellous! ” was the testimony of the 
townsfolk. 

Then said father: " Now if any one had a needle, you might 
throw it on the floor and you would see that it would be found at 
once.” 

The magistrate's stepdaughter had a needle in her bosom, but 
when she threw it on the floor, it fell into a crack, and we couldn't 
find it at all—it was so small. 

It was only after the townsfolk had gone that Pekka came in. 

He blinked a bit at first at the unusual lamplight, but then calmly 
proceeded to take off his jacket and rag boots. 

“ What's that twinkling in the roof there enough to put your eyes 
out ? ” he asked at last, when he had hung his stockings up on the 
rafters. 

” Come now, guess what it is,” said father, and he winked at 
mother and us. 

” I can’t guess,” said Pekka, and he came nearer to the lamp. 

" Perhaps it's the church chandelier, eh ? ” said father jokingly. 

“ Perhaps,” admitted Pekka; but he had become really curious, 
and passed his thumb along the lamp. 
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“ There's no need to finger it,” says father ; " look at it, but don't 
touch it.” 

" All right, all right! I don't want to meddle with it! " said 
Pekka, a little put out, and he drew back to the bench alongside the 
wall by the door. 

Mother must have thought that it was a sin to treat poor Pekka 
so, for she began to explain to him that it was not a church chandelier 
at all, but what people called a lamp, and that it was lit with oil, and 
that was why people didn’t want pared any more. 

But Pekka was so little enlightened by the whole explanation that 
he immediately began to split up the pare -wood log which he had 
dragged into the room the day before. Then father said to him that 
he had already told him there was no need to split pared any more. 

" Oh ! I quite forgot,” said Pekka ; “ but there it may bide if it 
isn’t wanted any more,” and with that Pekka drove his pare knife 
into a rift in the wall. 

" There let it rest at leisure,” said father. 

But Pekka said never a word more. A little while after that lie 
began to patch up his boots, stretched on tiptoe to reach down a pare 
from the rafters, lit it, stuck it in a slit fagot, and sat him down on his 
little stool by the stove. We children saw this before father, who 
stood with his back to Pekka planing away at his axe-shaft under the 
lamp. We said nothing, however, but laughed and whispered among 
ourselves, ” If only father sees that, what will he say, I wonder ? ” 
And when father did catch sight of him, he planted himself arms 
akimbo in front of Pekka, and asked him, quite spitefully, what sort 
of fine work he had there, since he must needs have a separate light 
all to himself ? 

“lam only patching up my shoes,” said Pekka to father. 

" Oh, indeed ! Patching your shoes, eh ? Then if you can’t see 
to do that by the same light that does for me, you may take yourself 
off with your pdre into the bath-house or behind it if you like.” 

And Pekka went. 

He stuck his boots under his arm, took his stool in one hand and 
his pdre in the other, and off he_ went. He crept softly through the 
door into the hall, and out of the hall into the yard. The pdre light 
flamed outside in the blast, and played a little while, glaring red, over 
outhouses, stalls, and stables. We children saw the light through the 
window and thought it looked very pretty. But when Pekka bent 
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down to get behind the bath-house door, it was all dark again in the 
yard, and instead of the pare we saw only the lamp mirroring itself in 
the dark window-panes. 

Henceforth we never burned a p&re in the dwelling-room again. 
The lamp shone victoriously from the roof, and on Sunday evenings 
all the townsfolk often used to come to look upon and admire it. It 
was known all over the parish that our house was the first, after the 
parsonage, where the lamp had been used. After we had set the 
example, the magistrate bought a lamp like ours, but as he had never 
learned to light it, he was glad to sell it to the innkeeper, and the 
innkeeper has it still. 

The poorer farmfolk, however, have not been able to get themselves 
lamps, but even now they do their long evening’s work by the glare 
of a pare. 

But when we had had the lamp a short time, father planed the 
walls of the dwelling-room all smooth and white, and they never got 
black again, especially after the old stove, which used to smoke, had 
to make room for another, which discharged its smoke outside and 
had a cowl. 

Pekka made a new fireplace in the bath-house out of the stones of 
the old stove, and the crickets flitted thither with the stones—at least 
their chirping was never heard any more in the dwelling-room. Father 
didn't care a bit, but we children felt, now and then, during the long 
winter evenings, a strange sort of yearning after old times, so we very 
often found our way down to the bath-house to listen to the crickets, 
and there was Pekka sitting out the long evenings by the light of his 
pare. 
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H E had been obliged to pass the summer in town to relieve a 
well-to-do colleague, who was spending his vacation in the 
country. He was engaged, but couldn’t think of marrying 
till he had got a fixed income. So he had to push his way. 

It was tiresome and trying to be plodding away in Helsingfors 
during the summer, and it was especially hard immediately after 
dinner. The forenoon passed away pretty tolerably in official work, 
but at three o’clock one had to be off to the eating-house, where the 
sun shone right into the room, where it was hot, where the furniture 
had unpleasant white coverings, the chandelier was enveloped in a 
cloth, wretched oil-paintings hung upon the walls, and where one had 
neither the feeling of home nor the comfort of a tavern. And from 
thence one had to drag one's self off to one’s lodgings in Kronohagen, 
and go along streets which the architects had made half as small again 
as they need have been, and past houses with chalked windows. 

It was midsummer—afternoon. All his colleagues had been 
invited to a picnic somewhere on the coast among the islands. But 
Antti had no acquaintances, and so, after vainly turning over in his 
mind what he should do with himself, he had returned to his lodgings. 
After coming home he usually sat with his elbows resting on the table, 
smoking and looking through the window over to the other side of 
the street, where a stone house was being built. Then he would 
remove the pillow from his bed to his sofa, kick his boots under the 
table and go to sleep for an hour or two, or perhaps a little more. 
But even after that a good many hours of the evening still remained 
empty. What was he to do with them, those long monotonous 
hours ? The Concert Room and the restaurants of Brunspark and 
Hesperia were dear, and besides, it's not quite the thing to be sitting 
there every evening. Yet, if he recollected aright, he had sat there 
nearly every evening, on Saturday evening because it was Saturday, 
on Sunday for a similar reason ; the other days were regular exceptions. 
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Regarded from the usual place behind the table the world to-day 
looked more than usually tiresome. The work-place opposite was 
also empty, the door in the scaffolding was locked, and there was 
“ no admittance except on business.” 

To be in the country now, far away in Savolax, at home with his 
beloved ! What rapture ! To lie at his ease in the hammock, row, 
sail, wander hand in hand, sit in her lap and make her sit in his, to kiss 
and caress when nobody was looking ! 

He began thinking what he should set about doing, and resolved 
to write a letter. He took out pen and paper, placed them in front 
of him, and jotted down the date in the upper comer, and a little 
below it “ Dearest Mia ” ! But as he was not quite clear with what 
he should begin and how he should go on, he resolved first of all to 
sleep off a bit of his midday heaviness. 

When, after getting up again, he again sat down in front of his 
writing-paper, where the lately written words were dry and shiny, 
he didn't feel in the humour for writing even now. He lit a cigarette, 
but even that did not give him inspiration. There was absolutely 
nothing to write about. Everybody who, like Antti, has been 
engaged for three years will know that a subject is often lacking 
under such circumstances. One ought to give expression to one’s 
love and interpret one’s thoughts, but one cannot hit upon fresh 
words. Antti had already used all the suitable phrases he knew of 
in the language, besides inventing not a few brand-new ones. 

He was obliged to get up and walk up and down the floor; he 
drank some water, opened the window and leaned out of it. As far 
as his eye could reach, all the streets were as empty as his own thoughts. 
Everybody must certainly have gone to the country. It was seven 
o’clock. By this time they were all picnicking at Hogholm or Degero 
or Foliso. 

He rallied all his energies and succeeded in putting down on 
his writing - paper, “ It is now midsummer afternoon, and I am 
sitting alone in my room and writing to you. If you only knew 
how I . . .” But here, he stopped short, he suddenly felt himself 
quite used up, he could no more ’get along with it than when as a 
schoolboy he had been obliged to write essays on subjects he didn't 
understand. 

While he was staring at his finger-nails, he heard in the street below 
the rapid steps and jerky talk of people who are in a violent hurry. 

VOL. xix lT 
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Two pretty girls were hastening down to the sea-shore. They had 
presumably got leave to be out for the whole night. They had their 
best clothes on, white hoods with long fringes, and clothes which fitted 
closely to their supple and vigorous shapes. 

Antti fell a-thinking that for three years he had been faithful to 
his sweetheart, and vanquished like a man all the temptations which 
had come in his way. . . . The girls swung rapidly round the comer, and 
the street was as empty as before. Antti's thoughts were also empty. 

“ But why can’t I go too ? Why can’t I share in the popular 
festivities at Degero, whither the steamboat goes every half-hour ? 
Such a splendid evening as it is, too ! I swallow dust all the week 
through, and when, for once in a way, the opportunity of flying to 
Nature’s bosom, presents itself, I lock myself up in my room ! ” 

He stretched himself, puffed the air out of his lungs and tapped 
himself in the ribs. He felt quite a stitch in the side from too much 
sitting down. 

There was one impediment, however. It was mail-day, and he 
would miss the post if he postponed writing his letter now. Mia will 
certainly walk the whole of the two miles to the post-office, and if 
she finds nothing there, she will be unhappy and accuse him of cold¬ 
ness, and then there will be long explanations and reassurances. But 
then, at any rate, one would have something to write about afterwards. 
Besides, when one returns from a little pleasure trip, one can always 
manage to scrape together news enough to fill a sheet. But it is of 
no very great consequence. A fellow doesn’t always feel in the humour 
to write love-letters. If she is offended she must get pleased again, 
that's all! 

If Antti had only been able to search his own heart he would have 
discovered that this very same frame of mind, an almost unconscious 
impatience, had revealed itself within him once or twice before. 
That very winter when his sweetheart was in town, and they were 
constantly together, a sort of inertia r -a sort of unwillingness to give 
free play to his feelings, had come over him. He could not throw into 
his voice the tenderness he wished to show, and it was only now and 
then at the soirees of the " Finnish Literary Society," when she had a 
new dress on, or when he had become a little warmed up by refresh¬ 
ments, that he could still wax enthusiastic, as he had done during the 
earlier days of his engagement, and so make heart and voice vibrate 
in unison. 
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He stuck the letter he had begun into his drawer, hastily dressed 
himself, filled his cigarette-case with cigarettes, stuffed a box of matches 
into his pocket, and sprang rapidly down the stairs as if he were afraid 
of being too late. When one looked at him from behind as he hurried 
along, he gave one the idea of a man who was about to do something 
which he felt was not quite right. 

In a few moments he was standing by the side of a steamboat at 
the South Haven, and watching the pleasure-seekers stepping on board. 
Carters, whose horse-collars were covered with birch-leaves in honour 
of Midsummer Day, drove, one after the other, through the market¬ 
place down to the strand. Groups of men with flowers in their hats, 
and women with roses in their breasts, were hastening down to the 
steamboat with their wraps across their arms. 

The steamboat was bright with flags from stem to stern, and mid¬ 
summer birch boughs covered the railings of the deck. Antti also 
had bought a little bouquet from a flower-girl. 

They are all hastening out into the country. They are all hasten¬ 
ing on board along the landing-stage. Antti still hesitates. But just 
when they are about to unloose the ropes, he skips on board too. 

II 

But why does he sit so disconsolately there on a stone by the way- 
side, a little distance from the pleasure-ground whence the sounds of 
music and a merry hum proceed incessantly ? Why does he long to 
be away from all this merry-making the very moment he has got there, 
and only awaits another steamboat to take him back to town ? 

When a cat has pounced down upon a flock of chickens without 
success, she sneaks shamefacedly away with her tail between her legs 
and vexation in her heart. 

Antti was convinced within himself that he had meant to pounce 
upon nothing, but, for all that, he had turned aside hither, sullen and 
depressed, and was now prodding about in the sand with his cane. 

The girls from the steamboat had skipped down upon the bridge. 
They were unusually free and lightsome in their movements, and their 
kirtles rustled all about them. Young men came forward to meet 
them, nonchalantly took them round their waists or under their arms, 
and, without more ado, swung them round once or twice before they 
let them go. In a long stream, which filled the whole road, they then 
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hastened towards the pleasure-ground, frisking and bouncing as they 
went. 

Antti went slowly forward, though there was a slight tickling 
sensation in the soles of his feet, and he let those who were in a hurry 
pass him by. One petticoat after another whisked past him. The 
lasses pretended to fly from the lads who pelted after them. But 
they soon allowed themselves to be caught, and, hand in hand, they 
reached the pleasure place. 

When Antti came up the dancing was in full swing. The musicians 
stood in the centre. The sport was fast and furious. The dancers 
held tightly to each other all through; they took big steps and long 
hops, their movements were brisk, and they swung rapidly round and 
round. Hoods shrunk down upon shoulders, and hats over necks, 
and here and there a cigar could be seen stuck nonchalantly in the 
comer of a mouth. 

There were soldiers there, broad-chested sailors, sturdy peasants 
from the islands, artisans, and a few students in broad-brimmed hats. 
The women were shop-girls, milliners, tobacconist nymphs, artisans’ 
daughters, and servant-girls. Antti knew one or two of them by 
sight and a few of them by name. But nobody knew him. For it 
was a long time since he had seen one of them. 

And not a soul there troubles itself about him. For every one 
there has her own young man, nay, there are some of the lads who 
have a sweetheart under each arm. Antti has nothing but his stick 
on which he leans now and then, while he glances from one group to 
the other. Mia is, somehow or other, far, far away. The women here 
are, in his opinion, quite pretty. Amongst the mob there were some 
so young, so smart, and so fresh, that it was delightful to look at them. 
There was something so fresh about them, something so naive, some¬ 
thing of the artless joy of young calves. They are now celebrating 
their midsummer fete ; they have the whole night before them ; their 
masters and mistresses are all in the country, and they have resolved, 
for once in the year, to revel on the island, on the green meadow, 
among the rocks and trees. 

What on earth were they laughing at ? Whatever could they find 
to amuse them in the dull witticisms of their gallants ? Antti could 
not for the life of him make it out. But he would very much have 
liked to have been just such a belauded hero in their estimation. He 
also would have liked to clip them round the neck, whisper some such 
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tickling jest in their ears, learn all their little ways, and for that even¬ 
ing, at any rate, appropriate to himself those half-shamefaced confi¬ 
dences to which girls abandon themselves so readily. 

For a time he stood lurking there with stiff, darkened looks, stolid 
features, and a load upon his heart. 

Suppose now he were to join the group and partake of its pastimes ? 
Nobody there knew him. What harm could it do to anybody ? And 
how was any one the better for the life he was living now ? Living, 
indeed ! It was not living ; it was withering 1 The cowardly idealism 
of these latter days is regular nonsense, or, any rate, sheer childishness. 
Yes, cowardly, and nothing else. People don't dare to live now as 
Nature bids them. It is an eternal avoiding opportunities and 
balancing chances. Not one in a hundred is really loyal at heart. 
Now look at those people there ! Their life is something quite different. 
They know nothing about the silly prejudices of educated people. 
They all enjoy life in its fulness, the women as well as the men. That 
is why they are all so fresh, gay, and lively. They know how to 
celebrate their midsummer fete, and rejoice in the feast of the 
sun. 

Thus spoke his thoughts, and his eyes followed a fresh and lovely 
girl who is standing there bareheaded, fanning her burning checks 
with her handkerchief. He plucked up courage and drew near to her. 
He asks how the young lady is, and remarks that it is fine weather. 
He tries to be free and easy, but his voice strikes him as hollow and 
affected. The girl replies as if he were a perfect stranger, nay, almost 
with awe. 

When Antti asks her if she will have a dance, she answers, “Yes 1" 
but discreetly, solemnly, just as if she were a fashionable young lady, 
and with nothing at all of that frank abandonment with which Antti 
saw her skip just now towards another cavalier who was coming to 
her with an invitation. During the dance Antti pulled her towards 
him, and pressed her hand, but without meeting with any response. 
He knows that they do not go well together—don't get along at all, 
somehow. Whenever he tries to put some go into it and swings her 
round, they get out of step and have to stop and begin all over again. 
When the dance is over they stand for some time side by side without 
speaking a word. 

" May I offer you some tea ? ” asks Antti at last. 

“ No, thank you ; it is warm enough without that.’* 
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“ Perhaps you would like a little lemonade, or something of that 
sort ? " 

'* Nothing, thank you.” 

” Are you looking out for any acquaintance, Miss ? ” 

" Acquaintance ? What do you mean ? ” 

” Why, because, Miss, you seem to be peeping about so.” 

“ No ; I have no particular acquaintance.” 

” Then are you quite alone here. Miss ? ” 

To this Antti got no answer at all. 

" Do you intend to stay here long. Miss ? ” 

" I don't think of leaving just yet.” 

" Wouldn't you like a little walk ? It is certainly very pretty in 
the woods over there.” 

“ One can walk at any time. I have come here to dance.” 

" The dance is just over.” 

The same instant up came a young artisan swell in a white waist¬ 
coat, and took the girl to dance. They treated each other as equals. 
They whirled now to the right and now to the left, and laughed good- 
naturedly whenever any one bumped against them. 

Antti followed them with his eyes. He waited for them to separate, 
but when the music ceased they went off for a walk with their arms 
round each other's waists. All the other couples did the same thing, 
and soon the whole wood was swarming with people. Every hill- 
slope was alive with them, and there was a laughing, and a whispering, 
and a giggling at the foot of every tree. 

And that is why Antti sits there so downcast and almost devout, 
prodding about in the sa.:d with his stick, and with more than half a 
mind to go home. 

It seems to him that he is somewhat superfluous here, and he feels 
that he has not been a success. The world is such a meaningless blank 
to him now; life tastes like mouldy wood which does not taste of any¬ 
thing at all. 

He is quite nauseated by the dance-music, which has now begun 
again, and by the noise in the pleasure-ground also. When suchlike 
folks set to dancing, they hop about like so many calves. It is really, 
after all, a very rough-and-tumble business. 

He feels the want of Mia. A longing after love suddenly overcomes 
him, and he is seized with an irresistible desire to write to her, right 
tenderly and affectionately. 
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Had he been disloyal ? In thought, perhaps. But the fact that 
he is ready to be off with the very first steamboat proves that he is 
man enough to overcome temptation and has a will of his own. 

hi 

No sooner did he get into his room than he took from the drawer 
the letter he had already begun : 

" Dearest Mia —It is now Midsummer afternoon, and I am sitting 

alone in my room and writing to you. If you only knew how I-" 

—here begins the continuation, which ran on now quite easily—“ love 
you beyond everything. You have no idea how I long for you, how I 
regard the prospect of one day possessing you as my highest bliss. 
Why are you not here that I might say it to you by word of mouth, 
and whisper it in your ear ? Why can I not press you to my breast, 
kiss your forehead, your red cheeks, your rosy lips, caress you, and 
throw my arms round your neck ? 

" Without you I am nothing 1 I thought I would amuse myself a 
little to-day, so I joined a popular pleasure party at Degerd. But I 
very soon came back again—came back again full of grief and longing. 
I couldn’t get on at all in such society. Perhaps I am a little too 
aristocratic ; but, anyway, I feel almost a physical repulsion when I 
think of how it was there and what I saw. Nothing is so unbeautiful, 
I think, as when a half-fuddled mob of that sort from town is let loose 
in the country in the midst of lovely scenery. I was glad to withdraw 
from it as quickly as possible. As soon as ever 1 had drunk a cup of 
tea, I took the first boat and came straight to town. 

“ Yet I don’t at all repent that I went there, for on the way back I 
began to feel so lonely, so disturbed, my thoughts were of you alone, 
my own Mia. If I were a poet, if I had the pencil of a painter, what 
a picture would I not draw of my frame of mind, and what a splendid 
description I would give of the scenery I saw and admired from the 
deck of the steamboat. In the front of our steamboat. The Nixey, 
the water foamed and frothed as we passed through the eastern rocky 
channel. The sea was as still as the forest along the shore. The 
islands and the sound lay so lovely there in the clearness of the mid¬ 
summer night. On the shore burned the bonfires, and here and there 
one could hear songs and music. What a delicious voyage I But 
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how many hundreds of times more splendid and more beautiful it 
would have been if you, my own Mia, had been sitting beside me I 
“ But although you were not actually present, you were neverthe¬ 
less with me in spirit. I thought of you the whole time. I conjured 
up our own pretty little house which we will make for ourselves when 
I get regular employment. We will live simply for each other, we 
will choose our own society, we will only invite some of our best friends. 

“ Do you love me, Mia, as you used to do ? Such strange thoughts 
are borne in upon me sometimes. I wonder whether you love me 
now as you loved me when we were first engaged. I am sometimes 
jealous of the whole world, and fancy that nobody cares about me— 
not even you. You are forgetting me, perhaps, in the country yonder, 
where there are so many young people. Forgive me these doubts, 
which I only mention to you because I promised to be candid. I know 
that it is all imagination, that not even in thought could you be 
disloyal to me ; but I feel like this because I am so lonely here, so 
forsaken by everybody. It would make me so happy to hear that I 
am mistaken. Say that you love me—I know you do —but I implore 
you to tell me so, and repeat it a thousand times. 

“ Oh, how delightful it really is to know that there is somebody 
whom one loves and who loves onerin return, to whom one can tell all 
one’s sorrows and open one’s heart and one's whole soul l 

“ Farewell, my own dear, beloved Mia ! Write me a long letter— 
write about everything you think and feel. Every stroke written by 
your hand, every word uttered by your lips, is dearer to me than gold. 
What is all earthly gold compared with ”—Antti paused for a moment 
to reflect how he should go on, but the same instant a happy thought 
occurred to him, and he added—“our good fortune in having discovered 
one another's hearts ? 

" My love to Aunt and Uncle. A thousand ardent kisses from 
your eternally loyal Antti. 

“ PS .—I haven't said half I want to say yet, but I must carry this 
letter to the railway this very night. I will put it in the post-box at 
the station, lest it go astray, and you pay a visit to the post-office in 
vain. When I come home again and lay me down to sleep, my last 
thought before I close my eyes will be—yourself.—Ever thine." 


Such a tender, affectionate letter Mia had not received from Antti 
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for a long time. She who knew of nothing else, who thought of nothing 
else but Antti, she who believed that no other man was so upright, 
so pure, so noble—for she knew all about his views on all subjects— 
she was so glad when she received this fresh proof of her sweetheart's 
love that she locked herself in her own room straightway, and wrote 
him this letter: 

She began : “ Dearest, dearest, dearest Antti! ” And then she 
said that she was still all of a tremble with rapture at the thought that 
he loved her so intensely. She had read through his letter again and 
again, and when she went to sleep, she meant to lay it under her pillow. 
She had cried when she thought how lonely Ant^i must be in that nasty 
Helsingfors. Alas ! if only she could do something to hasten on the 
founding of their own little home ! “ How could you imagine, Antti, 

that I would ever be disloyal to you ? I think of nothing else, I care 
for nothing else but you, only you. I take no part in the pastimes of 
the young people here, as you may suppose, except very, very seldom. 
And if you only wish it, I will see no society at all, nor go any excursions, 
nor accept any invitations, just as you do not dance nor take any 
pleasure in popular amusements. Often I sit in the garden beneath 
the birch-tree in which your name is carved and in whose shadow we 
spent so many unforgettable moments last summer. I sit and sew, 
and hum the songs you love. Sometimes I put out the boat, and row 
out upon the lake. How lovely it is there 1 But you have indeed 
become a poet. Again and again I have read your fine description 
of the steamboat journey along the rocky coast. I read it out to papa 
and mamma too. You are not angry, are you ? They think so much 
of you, and always ask me what you write about.” 

Mia wrote and wrote sheet after sheet. She was “ so happy, so 
happy.” She had been wrong in doubting Antti's feelings and think¬ 
ing that he was growing cold. Her conscience almost reproached her 
for having been able to think so ill of her own loyal Antti. And she 
concluded her letter like this : *' Oh, oh, how frightfully much I love 
you! Farewell, dearest, most beloved Antti. I send you thousands 
and thousands of kisses.—Thy little Mia.” 
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T HEY were both in service at the parsonage, he as stable-boy 
she as housemaid. He drove the horses, and she was busy 
about the house. At meal-times, when they sat each at a 
corner of the table, they joked together sometimes, but usually they 
were quarrelling. Their master and mistress thought them a singularly 
ill-assorted couple : in fact, just like cat and dog, people said. 

But, what with fishing-parties at night, what with helping each 
other at hay-making and corn-cutting by day, the thought of starting 
a home together gradually grew strong within them. Far away out 
in the wilderness they had fixed upon a plot for their cottage, by the 
side of a marsh. There was forest-land and to spare ; it only wanted 
clearing. The vast, alder-grown flat could be turned into arable land, 
and meadow-land could be made out of the low-lying ground on both 
sides of the brook. If only the hut could be built.! But wages were 
low, and one needed a horse and cow at least to start with. Thus 
circumstances delayed the marriage. But, in the course of the year, 
the bonds between them were knit still closer, and their prospects for 
the future grew brighter every day. They spent their leisure hours 
in totting up what their savings already amounted to, and in estimating 
how long they must still wait till the indispensably necessary sum 
had been scraped together. Nobody dreamed that an eager longing 
after freedom and a burning desire to keep house on their own 
account were gradually waxing and waxing in this boy and girl. For 
they had such a nice easy time of it at the parsonage, no cares at all, 
and food and clothing found. But their hearts were turned towards 
the wilderness. 

Every one was ready with a warning when, one summer, they 
both refused to continue in service. " Over yonder the frost rules 
and rages, and you'll only load yourselves with debt. A family soon 
grows up, and we've quite enough of beggars already.” But they had 
thought and worked the matter out for the last five years, and their 
minds were made up. The priest had to put up the banns for them, 
and in the autumn they quitted his house. 
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The following winter they were still living in lodgings. Ville, 
however, was busy with the building of his hut and did a day’s work 
at the parsonage at odd times, and Anni helped the priest’s wife with 
sewing and weaving. 

The wedding was celebrated at the Whitsuntide following. The 
cost of it was paid by the parsonage people, and the vicar himself 
married his former servants in the large room of the parsonage. But 
when the married couple had taken their leave and the priest, standing 
at the window, saw them disappearing down the path, he shook his 
head anxiously, and said : “ Let the young people try what they can 
make of it, but the wilderness is not to be cleared away by the capital 
of a boy and a girl.” 

Finland's wilderness had, however, been cleared by such capital, 
and yet the vicar was right too. 

We, the youths of the parish, escorted our dear old friends to their 
new home. The long summer day passed away as we wandered 
through the forest bright with vernal green, and we danced away the 
night in the new hut. The planks of the new dwelling were still quite 
roughish ; the jagged, unsawn timber ends jutted unevenly out of 
the knots in the wood, and the brown river appeared to be spreading 
everywhere over the newly reclaimed field. But on the hill-slope the 
fresh rye shoots glistened bright and green amidst the sooty tree-stumps, 
and on the plot of land cleared for corn the trees were lopped gaunt 
and dry. The young hostess lit a bonfire on the clearing and milked 
her cow there for the first time. Ville and I sat on a stone and watched 
her bustling about in the sickly sheen of the evening sun: she still 
wore her bridal garments. 

Ville had no doubt whatever of success. 

“ If only we keep our health and the frost doesn’t come "—and as 
if anticipating my thoughts, he added: “ I know that the swamp down 
there is a regular nest of frost, but if a fellow always keeps his arms 
a-going, I'll drive the forest further away and open up a place for the 
sun, and then ... It still feels a little chilly here of an evening per¬ 
haps, but come here next summer and have a look at us then.” 

I paid them no visit next summer or the summer after that either. 
I must confess that I clean forgot them; but once, when I was at home, 
I asked how they were getting on. 

*' They have been obliged to get into debt,” was my father’s answer. 

" And Anni has been ailing,” added my mother. 
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Some years had passed. I was now a student, and had a gun and 
a retriever, and was passing my autumn vacation in the country. 

One dull October day I was wandering about the woods and hit 
upon a narrow path which seemed familiar to me. It began to 
drizzle; the dog was scampering on in front. Suddenly he began 
to growl and then to bark fiercely. We heard in front of us the tramp 
of a horse. Presently, at a turn of the road, the horse became visible ; 
it was harnessed between a pair of shafts the ends of which dragged 
upon the ground. A white cloth hung upon the collar-trees, and 
right across the shafts lay a fastened-down coffin. Behind the car 
tramped Ville, like a plougher after his plough. He had quite enough 
to do to keep his load in equilibrium. 

He looked worn out: his cheeks were pale, his eyes dim and faded. 

It was only when he heard my name that he recognised me. 

" But what sort of a load have you got there ? " said I. 

“ My dead wife," was the reply. 

" Dead ? " 

" Yes, she is dead." 

By a little questioning I learnt their brief, predicted story : frost, 
debt, many children, his wife sick, and at last dead from overwork. 
Now he had to carry her to the grave, but the roads were so very bad. 
He only hoped that the coffin would hold out till he reached the church. 
He tweaked at the reins, for the horse had overstepped the path and 
was searching for a little grass among the withered leaves. " Wo-ho I " 

It was trying to satisfy its hunger. The beast was in just as 
wretched a state as the man : it looked like a skeleton. 

Ville took leave of me and went on his way without lifting his eyes 
from his load. The shaft-poles cut twoparallel furrows in thesandypath. 

I went in the opposite direction and came to a marsh where they 
had begun to dig a draining ditch but stopped short when the work 
was only half done. The path, familiar to me since the bridal tour, 
led to the little hut. 

Behind the fence a lean cow was lowing feebly and a pig was 
grunting in the plot of yard, the wicket-gate of which had been left 
open. In the middle of the yard stood an empty bed, and the dead 
woman’s bedclothes had been cast upon the fence. The jagged timber- 
ends still stuck up out of the knots in the wood of which the hut was 
built. In the frame of the window, the panes of which were dim and 
dirty, stood a withering balsam in a little birch-wood box. 



PIONEERS 


801 


The man had succeeded, however, in clearing out a little bit of the 
wilderness. A small strip of comland of about a couple of acre9 in 
width and about half as much land dug up for sowing formed an 
opening in the forest. But at this point his powers seemed to have 
broken down. The birch-wood he had felled and the alder-groves he 
had changed into meadows. But behind them stood the dark pine 
forest like an insurmountable wall. There he had been obliged to 
stop short. 

I stood for a long time in the yard of the deserted cottage. The 
wind whined fiercely in the forest, and called forth from the mouth of 
my gun-barrel, which lay close to my ear, a mournful wailing sound. 

• ■ ••••• 

The first pioneer has fulfilled his task; the man can do no more 
good there now. His strength, his energy are gone, the fire of his 
eye is extinguished and the self-confidence of his marriage mom has 
forsaken him. 

Another will certainly come after him and take over the cottage 
plot. He perhaps will have better luck. But he will have a lighter 
task to begin with, for before him no longer stands the savage forest 
quite untouched by man. He can settle down into a ready-made 
hut, and sow in the plot of land which another has ploughed up before 
him. That cottage plot will, no doubt, become a large and wealthy 
farm, and in course of time a’ village will grow up around it. 

Nobody thinks of those who first dug up the earth with all their 
capital, the only capital they possessed—their youthful eneigies. 
They were merely a simple lad and lass, and both of them came there 
with empty hands. 

But it is just with such people’s capital that Finland’s wildernesses 
have been rooted up and converted into broad acres. Had these two 
pnly remained at the parsonage, he as a coachman and she as a house¬ 
maid, then perhaps the course of their own lives would have been free 
enough of care. But the wilderness would not have been cultivated, 
and the foreposts of civilisation would not have been planted in the 
midst of the forest. 

When the rye blooms and the ears of com ripen in our fields, let 
us call to mind these first martyrs of colonisation. 

We cannot raise monuments upon their graves, for the tale of them 
is by thousands, and their names we know not. 




The Dutch Story-Tellers 


T O edit this selection of Dutch short stories, done into English 
by E. C. Broers (excepting only “ Gitje " and " My Hero ”) 
promised a particularly agreeable task. Dutch fiction has 
often, in her translations, brought me pleasure; and having fre¬ 
quently before now tried to present to my countrymen attractive 
circumstances of life and society in Holland, I found very welcome 
this occasion of adding still another from its literature. But it pre¬ 
sented to both of us a difficulty, foreseen from the first, indeed, but 
not in its true magnitude. This difficulty is that the short story, as 
the well-defined literary form known to English and most Continental 
literatures, is not a mode in Dutch fiction that offers a wide choice. 
On the other hand, that less definite form, known variously to us as 
" sketches,” ” studies,” and the like, has of recent years in Holland 
been practised with much distinction, and as that, for the purposes of 
this ” Library,” is included in the term short story, Dutch literature 
may be not unworthily represented. 

The modern short story is essentially a product of the “ popular ** 
periodical, and there has not been in Holland until recent years, and 
there is to a very limited extent even now, a ” popular ” reading- 
public or a ” popular ” press. When I began twenty-five years ago 
my considerable acquaintance with that country, what struck me 
most was the sharp dividing-line between its highly educated people 
and its people who were scarcely educated at all. On the one side of 
the line were those who, through their familiarity with foreign lan¬ 
guages, possessed several literatures and enjoyed them all. And on 
the other side of the line was a very large class by whom the " habit 
of reading,” even in their own tongue, had not been acquired. The 
newsagent did not exist. You subscribed for your daily paper, 
which was delivered from its office, by post or otherwise. The 
bookseller's was well stocked with stories from all countries. All 
tongues were represented on the well-selected shelves of many houses. 
And throughout the country was established the institution of the 
" Portfolio ”—a private circulating library of books and magazines 
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among circles of friends and acquaintances. So much for the wide 
range of reading among the few—though this few was, in fact, very 
large relatively. For the many, again—at any rate in the cities—the 
cafe offered a rich provision of journals in many languages. These 
were diligently read. But the cafe and the occasional station book¬ 
stall did not make up for our conspicuously absent newsboy. It 
followed inevitably that there was not a " popular " literature in his 
own language for the Hollander to read. 

The stories here presented, if they include no peer to " The Pearl 
Necklace ” or " Markheim,” and lack those qualities of invention and 
surprise which we are so accustomed to expect in the French conte and 
the English or American tale, are at least informed with character, 
observation, and humour. In the first, written nearly two hundred 
years ago, the inspiration is obviously our own “Spectator,” which the 
author, the eminent Justus van Effen (1684-1735), had profitably 
studied in London himself; of his Hollandsche Spectator (1731-35), 
as of its model, it can be said that it was the " noble foundation ” of 
fine and sound literature to follow. “ Keesje Tells his Story” and 
" Gitje ” are examples by two leaders in a national literary awakening 
a full century later. Nearing the end of a long life, the Rev. Professor 
Nicholas Beets (1814-1903) appeared to me, when I met him then, 
not to be particularly anxious to bask in the popularity which, as 
“ Hildebrand,” he had earned by his Camera Ohscura (1839). 
That volume (from which Keesje's story is taken) consists of short 
stories and peasant studies, and it has been translated into several 
languages, but in English is known only by a few scraps. Its immense 
and undimmed popularity in Holland might have been expected to 
lead to numerous explorations in the region of short fictions, but it 
founded no national school of imaginative writers. Busken Huet 
(1826-86), the author of " Gitje,” originally a clergyman, was a 
man of various parts and achievements, whose career, after he left 
the Church, forecast, if no more, cosmopolitan tendencies in his 
countrymen. 

“ The Magic Lantern,” by Ina Boudier Bakker, presents a very 
penetrating study of an objectional type often depicted bv French 
writers under the slang description of vieux marcheur, while Wally 
Moss writes an extremely good peasant story in "On Sound Founda¬ 
tions.” Quite unlike English notions of the short story is " The 
Shadow,” by Emma van Burg, but this is a little piece of imaginative 
fiction so charged with tragic possibilities that it is far more definite 
and satisfying than most of the Russian stories to which it bears some 
likeness ; on the other hand, " A Visit,” by Anna van Gogh-Kaulbach, 
is in every sense a real short story, containing an original idea finely 
conceived and skilfully told. " My Hero,” by Conrad van der Liede, 
is an excellent example of the subtly humorous, and in " Temptation,” 
by Johanna van Woude, we have again a short story in all essentials— 
dramatic in conception, delicately and effectively handled in the 
telling. 1 ). S. M. 





JUSTUS VAN EFFEN 
1684-1785 


HOW TO CURE A FUSSY WIFE 

D EAR MR. SPECTATOR—Recently being invited to the house 
| of a very good friend of mine, I fell into a meditation while 
waiting for the door to be opened tome. Such “ brown studies” 
are not uncommon with authors, and it reduced me to a piece of care¬ 
lessness which afterwards gave me cause to grieve. On being admitted, 
I stepped off the mat, which was lying just inside on the scrubbed 
and polished marble floor. I soon discovered my fault by the dirty 
footsteps I left behind, and turned back immediately to clean my 
shoes with the utmost painstaking. Nevertheless I was rather dis¬ 
pleased with myself in consequence of this negligence, for I have always 
considered it to be an incivility, and even a thing contrary to good¬ 
nature, to spoil the work of others, especially since it requires so little 
trouble on one's part to avoid the same. 

I was made to perceive at once that the mistake I had committed 
had not passed unobserved by the lady of the house. Hardly had I 
entered when I heard her call out, after some considerable grumbling 
to herself : “ Katryn, bring a mop here instantly 1 ” Mevrouw, 
however, received me with politeness, though somewhat coolly, and 
conducted me to her husband in the dining-room, where I found 
everything the pink of neatness, and in particular the table, which, 
covered with fine and snow-white linen, seemed to smile at me in its 
pleasant and excellent cleanliness. 

After we had eaten a little, my host poured me out a glass of white 
wine, which he recommended to me as excellent Bergerac, and which, 
though to my judgment a good wine, revolted me a little by its 
sweetness. My polite friend appeared to notice my dislike, however 
much I tried to conceal it; at least, I had hardly emptied my glass 
when he said to the manservant: " Bring us the red wine. Mynheer 
may possibly relish that more.” 

The words " red wine ” filled Mevrouw with great dismay, and 
without giving me time to express my feelings, she began : ” Dearest, 
Mynheer probably loves a glass of Moselle or Rhenish ; we have 
voi. \»\ x 
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excellent old Rhenish. Mynheer, you ought certainly to taste 
it!" 

Meanwhile the Pontac had been brought upon the table, and my 
friend had already filled my glass which was to be followed by several 
others. I do not know that I ever drank a better wine, or drank it 
with more anxiety. It was not only that my first error had made me 
over-cautious : Mevrouw’s eyes, fixed on my hand each time I raised 
my glass, increased my nervousness, and I never put it to my lips 
without turning sideways so as not to soil the exquisite linen with 
even the least little drop. My friend, who is an intelligent man, and 
had meanwhile involved me in a conversation of a serious cast, was by 
no means so careful; in pouring out he allowed a drop every now and 
then to spill over the tablecloth, each of these occasions giving Mevrouw 
a fright, and causing her to make the same gesture, as if someone had 
unexpectedly pinched her or pricked her with a needle. 

So far she had contented herself with hastily rubbing a little salt 
into each spot. But Mynheer at last behaved so badly that his 
beloved requested him, with affable displeasure, to attend to what he 
was doing and not spill so much. “ All right, child ! ” was the 
answer, " it's a mishap : I'll be more careful in the future." But 
the being careful succeeded so badly that Mynheer, slightly knocking 
the bottle against a full glass, caused a whole gulp to fly out of it. At 
this Mevrouw suddenly lost patience, and with a suspicion of tears in 
her eyes burst forth in these words : “ It seems, Mynheer, that you do 
this to torment me. It's the best table linen I possess in the world. 
However, very well; you may invite guests as often as you please; 
but, I promise you. I’ll lay the table accordingly.” 

In this same sense she expressed herself several times, with an 
inconceivable torrent of words, which, in accordance with the eloquence 
of an angry wife, implied the same thing in ten different ways. 

After my friend had listened for a time with the greatest calmness 
to this snappish raging, all the while looking his wife straight in the 
face, he takes the bottle, and with the same imperturbability of mind, 
sheds the wine all over the cloth—in front of me, in front of his wife, 
in front of himself; and when he considered he had spilt sufficient 
wine everywhere, he coolly put down the bottle. You will under¬ 
stand, sir, that this was no drink offering in atonement; so far from 
that was it, that Mevrouw, who during this wine-spilling had been 
forced into compulsory silence, like one struck by thunder, or attacked 
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by an acute fit, suddenly rose from the table, with glowing eyes, like 
a hellish Fury, as if she wanted to fly at her husband's face. 

“ Now, what am I forced to witness here ! " she screamed. “ Well, 
what next ? Are you mad, Mynheer, or possessed by the devil ? " 

Having exhausted herself in speech, she fell back in an arm-chair, 
where she remained for a while, half stifled with sobbing, the tears 
streaming down her face. Amidst this storm her husband remained 
absolutely quiet; he continued, however, to look at her with a severe 
and angry gaze, without uttering a single word. But as soon as the 
storm seemed to abate a little, and Mevrouw rose to leave the room, 
he stopped her, and in the tone of one with both the right and the will 
to be obeyed, requested her to sit down beside him. She did so, after 
only a slight recalcitrant fit, whereupon my friend, without raising 
his voice, addressed her thus, with a staid seriousness : 

"I am sorry, child, that what has happened here occurred in the 
presence of Mynheer. Not because of you or me—I know his reason¬ 
ableness and modesty—but only on his account, since, while honouring 
our table for the first time, he has been forced to drink the bitterest 
gall instead of the most delicious wine. Though we have been married 
only recently, I have noticed several times, in trifling matters, a dis¬ 
position on your part to attempt gradually to undermine my proper 
authority. But I have not betrayed my observation of such occasions, 
because I wished to see how far your irreverence for your husband 
would extend itself, and to await an important opportunity for 
acquainting you with my sentiments thereon. Understand then, 
once and for all, that I, however cleanly the table may be laid (and thus 
I desire it to be laid), intend to drink the wine that pleases me and my 
friends best, and to drink it without dread, or servile circumspection. 
As often as it shall please you to cavil with me on that, as if I were a 
boy, I intend to do the same thing that has roused in you to-night 
such an unseemly passion as would better become a fishwife than a 
respectable woman. When, as your sweetheart, I tried to win your 
love, I used only honest means ; I have sacrificed everything to you 
except my reasonableness and sincerity, and I have preferred to win 
your pleasure gradually in this way, rather than sooner by cowardly 
and pernicious flattery. So that, dear heart, if you are subject to 
temper and whims, these are not of my making, and I shall not and 
have no call to suffer them. Willingly I shall try to please you, as a 
much beloved housewife, with all endeavours that are reasonable. 
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But I will not have my right, which before God and the world is 
indisputably mine, trodden underfoot by you. Be absolutely assured 
that I wish to be and shall be master in my house ; this I dared to 
tell you even before our marriage. Does this not please you, Mevrouw ? 
Are you not reasonable enough to know my right and your duty, 
or to conform yourself to these—well, there is a way out. It will 
offend my true and tender love mortally, but it comes better in 
good time than too late, and one cannot apply any means too bitter 
to deliver one’s self from an unhappy life. You can return with your 
dowry to your parents and sec whether they are inclined to submit to 
your capricious whimsies.” 

In the middle of these last words, a few manly tears escaped the 
eyes of my stately friend ; but during his whole address I noticed in 
the eyes of his young wife a constant growth of most tender emotions. 
They gradually filled with tears, no longer of rage, but of remorse and 
love. Without a word she throws her arms round his neck, remains 
clinging to him like a burr, and bathes his face with her tears mingled 
with his own. At last she lets him go, only to throw herself at his 
feet; but, prevented by him from doing so, again clasped in his arms, 
she bursts out, interrupted by her sobs, in these tender words : 

“ I part from you, my sweet, l part from you 1 I would prefer a 
thousand times to die by your hand. I own I am not worthy of your 
love, but, I pray you, attribute my gross error to my childishness. 
Yes, my angel, I feel that you are right in everything you have said: 
you must be master and guardian in your own house ; and hence¬ 
forth you shall be so, and I intend to consider it my honour and my 
happiness to obey and please you with the most ready submission. 

I am not only your wife ; I am also a fool who does not know how to 
control herself, but one who hopes henceforth to be wise enough to be 
delighted to trust upon your reasonableness in everything. For 
God’s sake, my dear, trust me in this. Remove the slightest indigna¬ 
tion on my account from your tender heart. Let my sincere tears of 
remorse, and an indulgent pity for my sad weakness, completely 
remove that impression. I beg of you to be kind enough to add to 
this still another favour. You do wrong, my second life, to excuse 
small faults in me; I am not wise enough for this, your gentle tolerance. 

I pray you, do not let the slightest fault of mine pass, lest a greater 
spring from it. And you, Mynheer,” she continued, addressing me, 

" I dare not lift my eyes to you ; I have offended you unpardonably 1 
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Forgive me, however, out of goodness only, and not for my sake, who 
do not deserve such, but out of friendship for my husband, who, I 
can assure you, has the most delicate esteem for you. You have had 
to consider me to-day the most despicable fool in the world; do 
something, I pray you sincerely, to lose this opinion of me. What I 
have to request you cannot displease my husband. Honour, please, 
as often as your presence will allow you, our house and our table, and 
do not refuse to be a witness of the happy change which I hope will 
be constant in my heart." 

After this, having once more embraced her husband, she runs out 
of the room, and reappears after a moment with clean table-linen, 
and spreads the table afresh with the former neatness, throwing the 
other cloth disdainfully in a corner. During dessert they fell into a 
new dispute, but one very different from the first: my friend, excusing 
his wife's error and accusing himself of having gone too far, and she, 
on the contrary and with all possible reasons, arguing that he had 
acted wonderfully well, since she, through longer patience, would have 
been robbed of the most wholesome lesson that could have ever been 
given her. 

Herein they both agreed, that they had never experienced a 
happier and unhappier day, and never had felt their mutual love 
more. 

This determined the happily ended tragedy. Since that day I 
have daily been to their house, and have seen with the greatest pleasure 
the little wife’s perseverance in good behaviour. She is almost as 
proud of her respectful submissiveness as some wives are of their 
authority; it was she herself who urged me, Mr. Spectator, to inform 
you of this incident, so that, as she says, her conversion may cause 
repentance in masterful, foolish women who do not know that their 
happiness and peace lie hidden in the practice of their duty. 
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KEESJE TELLS HIS STORY 

I HAD been three days with the family Stastok, and during that 
time had made great friends with Keesje. Once or twice he had 
accompanied me through the town when I went shopping, and 
since, like most old people, he was rather garrulous, and I am sometimes 
inclined to be that myself, we had managed to discuss a fair number of 
topics. 

Keesje was a simple, honest, good-natured little man. He had 
dim recollections of his father, who had been a brushmaker and wore 
large silver buckles on his shoes. Besides the buckles, Keesje remem¬ 
bered only about his death—how with a large broad-brimmed mourning 
hat and white stock he had followed the coffin ; and how, on his 
returning home, a black cloth was hanging over the looking-glass, and 
he had been allowed to eat as many crisp rolls as he liked ; and how 
there had been a tall aunt who had drunk so much white wine that a 
fat uncle said, " You won’t get a drop more." 

His mother he had never known. The fat uncle had taken him to 
the Orphanage. He had learnt to spell, and then had gone carpen¬ 
tering ; but proving too weak for that kind of work, he was sent to a 
chemist to wash bottles and to handle pestle and mortar—not exactly 
a job with brilliant prospects. Fifteen years he had served at this 
chemist's. But he could read only a very little, and it happened once 
that he mixed up salep and jalap, with disastrous results for the 
recipients, and in consequence was dismissed as not being learned 
enough. After that he acted as office boy, and later as manservant 
to various people, some of whom were dead, others bankrupt. He 
was too old to be sent to the Charity Colony at Frederiksord, so the 
Orphanage had handed him over to the Workhouse, and now, in 
his old age, he was still employed by my uncle and a few others to 
brush boots and clothes, to hand round the newspaper, and, in a word, 
do the less important errands. According to my uncle, what had 
spoiled the man's career more than anything else, was his excessive 
" greenness," and fear of his fellow-men. 
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Besides the back room with the high window, projecting beyond 
the neighbour’s house, and behind which was the kitchen, there was in 
the residence of Peter Stastok, Senior, another back room giving on 
to a small garden, and not uncharacteristically called " the Garden 
Room.” Going through the garden door you come first on a kind of 
pavement of yellow Flemish bricks, about three feet wide, and then, 
stepping over a high kerb-stone of blue bricks (before which on the 
farther side were placed three foot scrapers), entered suddenly into my 
Aunt's Elysium. There you saw a large apple tree, on which some¬ 
times a dozen or more rennets turned green ; several rose plots, round 
which in the spring a border of yellow crocuses were supposed to 
flower; more than one lilac, two laburnums, a cherry tree; and 
against the wall, on one side a vine, and on the other a mulberry tree. 
By the side of the paths was growing not grass of a common kind, 
but red-and-white daisies and sea-grass. About this time, too, there 
were several pots with asters and one or two flowering dahlias, while 
at the back was a green-painted summer-house, with honeysuckle, 
caterpillars, and spiders. Opposite the summer-house was the factory, 
from which jutted out a shed, with a small yard in front where Keesje 
did his work. Round it was a low railing. 

To this summer-house I went one Saturday morning after break¬ 
fast, with a book under my arm, for a little sunshine. Why I did not 
open the book you’ll soon see. 

I had wiped the dust off the seat with my handkerchief, and was 
settling down comfortably, with my eyes on the shed, the courtyard, 
and the railing, delighted with the idea how well everything at my 
uncle’s and aunt's was painted, when the back door opened and 
Keesje appeared. As he had to cross the whole length of the garden 
to reach his destination, and was carrying on his shoulders the weight 
of nearly seventy years, I had time enough to observe that something 
was the matter. First he nearly tripped over the kerb-stone, which 
he did not appear to notice, though he had stepped over it every 
morning for years at half-past nine; he allowed my uncle s Sunday 
coat, which he carried over his arm, to trail in the sand; and before 
he had passed the apple tree the brush had fallen twice from his 

t 

hand. 

When he came nearer I perceived that his cheeks were very pale 
and faded under the not very well kept beard. His whole face was 
gloomy, his eyes were dull, and when he passed me it was not with 
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the customary “ Fine day. Sir! ” He merely lifted his hat, without a 
word, and stumbled towards the little yard. Then with a deep sigh 
he took off his coat, displaying in his tight-fitting sleeved black waist¬ 
coat all the thinness and bentness of his figure. The red tin tobacco- 
box which protruded from his waistcoat pocket remained untouched, 
and with another deep sigh he hung my uncle’s coat over the stand. 
With one still deeper he took hold of the brush, rubbed for a few 
minutes, lost in thought, up against the hairs of the cloth, and then 
began to brush, tails first. 

“ What’s up Keesje! Are things not going well ? ’’ I called to 
him. Keesje went on brushing. He was a little deaf. 

When one has to repeat himself after speaking in a somewhat 
compassionate tone, it is impossible to use the same words. I got 
up, therefore, came a little nearer to him, and said somewhat more 
loudly: 

" What’s the matter, Keesje ? ” 

Keesje started, looked at me, and remained with his eyes fixed on 
mine, and then taking hold of a sleeve of my uncle's Sunday coat 
began brushing afresh. A tear trickled down his cheek. 

“ I say, Keesje, this will not do; I see the water-works going, I 
believe.” 

Keesje wiped his eyes on his sleeve, and said : 

“ The wind is very sharp, Mr. Hildebrand.” 

” Eh ! what, Keesje 1 ” said I. " The wind's not cold at all. 
There’s something the matter, old man 1 Have you lost the news¬ 
paper ? ” 

Keesje shook his head, and brushed on more persistently. 

" Keesje ! ” I said. ” You are too old to grieve. Can't I help 
you; my friend ? ” 

At the word " friend ” the old man looked up wonderingly. Alas! 
possibly it was something he had never heard in all his sixty-nine 
years. A nervous smile, touched with something of fear, passed over 
his thin face ; his grey eyes brightened for a moment and then became 
dim again with tears. 

His whole face said, “ I shall trust you.” His lips said, " Listen, 
Sir ! Do you know Small Klaasje ? ” 

Now though I have a very special friend christened Nicolaas 
(whom, not impossibly, Keesje might have met at some time), yet I 
could hardly connect the name of Small Klaasje with the said Nicolaas, 
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for he is a very tall fair boy, whom I could never associate, annoying 
as he can sometimes be, with the cause of old Keesje’s tears. So I 
answered that I did not know Small Klaasje. 

" Has Mr. Pieter never pointed him out to you ? Why, all the 
town knows Small Klaasje.” And Keesjc added, “ He gets cents 
enough ! ” 

" But what sort of a man is he ? ” I asked. 

" He’s no man at all,” Kecsje replied. “ He's a dwarf, as true as 
I stand before you. You could travel in a show with him. But he 
is bad carrion. I know him well.” 

I could heartily have wished for a more orderly sequence in Keesje's 
information. 

"He is from the Workhouse,” he went on after a short pause. 
" He goes about the street as if he were a fool. He earns money with 
his hump. When the school comes out, the boys club their cents to 
get him to dance, and he jumps round a stick like a monkey, and then 
makes his hump about twice its natural size.” 

" I have not got a hump, Sir,” Keesje continued with a sigh. 

I rightly perceived that Keesje was less jealous of the hump than 
of the cents which it earned. 

" I wish,” he went on sadly, while brushing the coat harder than 
was good for cloth of nine guilders, “ I wish I had a hump 1 I should 
not have to work then. I should get cents, I should make them 
laugh. . . 

*' But I should not drink,” he suddenly said in an altered tone; 
and then, turning the sentence about, added very quietly, meanwhile 
taking the coat off the stand and folding it, " Drink, I should not.” 

" Keesje,” I said, " when you came across the garden and when 
I spoke to you, you were sad, and now you seem rather angry. I 
prefer to see you sad.” 

Again the old eyes filled with tears. He held out to me his withered 
hands, which I took, though ashamed of his familiarity he tried to 
withdraw them. I did not let them go until 1 had given them an 
encouraging shake. 

'* Ah ! ” he said—" ah, you don't quite understand, Sir—but I 
am—I am more sad than angry. But Small Klaasje has ill-treated 
me. Small Klaasje is wicked. People think sometimes,” he con¬ 
tinued, while stooping for the blacking, " that he is mad. But he is 
wicked.” 
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" Listen, Keesje," I said, fixing a small folding-table on to its iron 
stand ; " sit down here and tell me exactly what Klaasje has done/' 

" It won’t be of any use," Keesje answered, " but I'll do it, if you 
won't tell anybody. You know the House, sir ? " 

" Which House ? ” 

“ The Workhouse.” 

“ I have seen it, in passing." 

“ Very well. It is an ugly house, isn’t it ?—an ugly house with 
red doors and windows ; and everything inside is red and dark. 
Now, Sir, you know that all of us in there are poor, all equally poor. 
I can only express it in this way—we're all the same as in the church¬ 
yard. I and a few others earn a little, but that does us no good. We 
give it to the Father, and the Father he gives us each week a little 
pocket money. Well, that’s all right, Sir, there's nothing wrong in 
that. When I get old, I won't be able to earn a brass farthing, but 
still I’ll get my pocket money.” Then he said, producing a red cotton 
handkerchief, " This, and this ”—tapping his tobacco box—" I have 
bought with my pocket money.” 

It was pathetic to hear a man of sixty-nine say " when I get old.” 

" Klaasje, you must understand,” he continued, "also gets pocket 
money. But what does Klaasje do ? Klaasje does nothing but 
now and then weed the pavement for some one. Klaasje pretends to 
be mad. Klaasje dances with his hump, and when he gets cents from 
the people and the children he takes a walk outside the gates. Do 
you know the " Vette Vadoek ” ? 

"No, Keesje.” 

"It's an inn in the Hazelaan, and there Klaasje has a drink— 
sometimes two, sometimes three.” 

" And when he returns to the House ? ” 

“ Oh I he’s up to all sorts of dodges. He puts a large quid of 
tobacco in his mouth, or he buys a bit of orange-peel at the druggist’s. 
Sometimes the Father finds him out. Then he gets a log on his leg, for 
he is too old to be birched, and besides you can't cane him over his 
hump. But what does he do when he walks about with a log ? He 
says to the children : ‘ Hush boys, Klaasje has been naughty ; Klaasje 
has wetted his whistle, and the Father has taken all Klaasje's cents.’ 
Do you see. Sir—in that way he gets all the more;/ 

“ I do.” 

" That is his look-out,” Keesje continued, taking up one of my 
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uncle's boots, but laying it down almost at the same minute. “ But 
why should he make me miserable ? Do you know what it is ? I’ll 
tell you. I had money—much money. I had twelve guilders ! " 

" How did you get them, Keesje ? ” 

“ In honour and decency. I had saved when I was at the chemist’s. 
Sometimes if I had to take a bottle outside the town, to a country 
house or to a garden, the lady or gentleman would say, ' Give the 
messenger twopence—it's such bad weather.' In that way I had got 
twelve guilders put aside. I was not really allowed to have them in 
the House, but I kept them concealed near my heart.” 

” Why did you keep this money ? Did you want to use it, or was 
it only for the pleasure of having it ? ” 

“ Ah, Sir,” said the little man, shaking his head, " if I may say so, 
rich folk don't understand these things. Nor do the Guardians. 
They don't require to bother about it. All is well with such people, 
in life and in death. Listen. We’re all right in the House, and the 
Guardians are all right. On Shrove Tuesday we get dough-nuts 
with butter; in three weeks’ time, when it is the slaughtering, the 
House will get an ox from some grand gentleman—he’s long dead— 
and then we'll all get mince, and the Guardians will have a party and 
eat ox tongue. We are all right; but. Sir, one always thinks of one’s 
death.” 

" I think you'll be all right after your death also, Keesje.” 

” I hope so, Sir; in Heaven everything is good; but that's not 
what I mean. I would like to improve my dead body.” 

" Your dead body, Keesje 1 ” 

" Yes. When we are dead, we are laid on straw, and get a shroud 
from the House, just as now our clothes belong to the House, and 
then we go to the churchyard, in the pit. I didn’t want that. I 
would like, when I am dead, not to wear Workhouse clothes. . . 

He was quiet for a moment; and again the tears came. 

" I should like to lie in my coffin—I don’t know how to say it— 
just as I saw my father in his—in his own things. I have never had 
a shirt of my own. I should like to have one death-shirt.” 

I was touched. Do not speak of prejudices. The rich of the 
earth have so many. This poor man could put up with everything— 
poor food, a hard bed, and hard work for his years. He had no 
house of his own, he could not have a grave of his own, but if only 
he could be sure that his last garment was his own. . . . 
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" You will understand. Sir,” he continued, a little hoarsely, " I 
meant those twelve guilders for that. It was far too much—but I 
wanted still more. I wanted to be buried decently. I don’t quite 
understand those things, but I reckoned four guilders for the linen, 
and two guilders for the people to lay me out, and ten pence for each 
bearer—twelve there would be. Wouldn’t that have been decent ? 
The chemist’s assistant wrote it down for me, and his paper was 
round the money in a little leather bag; I have carried it for thirty 
years near my heart, and now it’s gone. . . 

“ Has Klaasje stolen it ? ” I asked. 

*' No I ” he said, wakening up from the sad musings into which 
his last words had thrown him. “ No, but he has found out about 
it. His cot stands next to mine. Whether he saw it when I dressed 
or undressed, or when I was ill, or whether I spoke about it in my 
sleep, I do not know. I fear I dreamt about it, for it is always in my 
mind. Last Tuesday it had rained all forenoon—you’ll remember. 
Klaasje had not managed to get one cent. The weather was so bad 
the boys did not bother about him. His pocket money was all spent, 
and he wanted badly to go to the ‘ Vette Vadoek.’ ‘ Keesje,’ he says 
to me after dinner, ‘ lend me six cents.' ' Klaasje,' says I, ' I won't, 
for you will only spend them in drink.' ' Keesje,’ he says, * I must 
have them,' says he ; and I says, ‘ Well, you won’t get them.' ' If 
you don’t give me them,' he says then, ‘ I’ll tell the Father what you 
have under your shirt. Do you hear ? ' ” 

“ I turned as white as a ghost and gave him the six cents, but 
said I, ' You're a scoundrel, Klaasje.' Whether that made him angry 
I do not know; at any rate yesterday he must have been drunk, 
and when the Overseer ordered the log to be put round his leg he 
yelled and sang like a madman : ‘ Keesje has money—he has money 
under his shirt.’ 

” The brothers told me about it when I came back. I felt like one 
dead. We went to the men's ward and undressed. Klaasje was 
lying there snoring like an ox. When everybody was asleep, I put 
my hand under my shirt, meaning to take away the bag and hide it in 
the straw of my bolster if possible. But before I could manage it, 
the door opened, and the Father entered the ward carrying a lantern. 

I fell back on my pillow with the money in my hand and stared like 
mad at the lantern. Every step the Father took I felt it on my heart. 

“ ‘ Keesje,’ said he, bending over me, ' you have money. You 
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know that in the House you are not allowed to hide it,' and saying 
this he pulled it out of my hand. ‘ It is for my shroud,' I stammered, 
and fell on my knees in my cot, but it was of no use. ‘ We'll keep it 
for you,' said the Father, opening the bag and calmly counting the 
money. I had not set eyes on it since I sewed it up—and that was 
thirty years ago. My own precious funeral money ! ‘ I swear I'll 

use it for nothing but a decent burial,' I cried. ‘ We'll look after that,' 
said the Father, and away he went with the money, and the lantern. 

I called after him, ‘ Klaasje told you about it, because he is-' but 

what use would it be to tell the Father that Klaasje is a boozer, and 
goes to the ‘ Vette Vadoek ' every day. That wouldn’t give me back 
my money. ... I haven’t closed an eye all night. It's terrible ! " 

“ Would it be of any use for me to speak to the Guardians, Keesje ?" 
I asked consolingly. 

“ No, no ! ” he sobbed, rubbing his hand across his chest as if still 
feeling for the packet: “ the money had to go. It's a law as old as 
the House, and the House is as old—as old as the world." 

" But this is too bad," I said, “ and when . . . ” ; but he inter¬ 
rupted me. 

“ Too bad ! It is not too bad at all. Weren't there always poor 
people like me, who came to the Workhouse, and had to get their 
food and drink there, and their bed, and be buried from there ? But 
I wanted to be buried with my own money, and I wanted to be sure 
that I had paid for it myself. That was my greatest consolation, 
and that’s why I carried it close to my heart. Oh, if Klaasje only 
knew, he has as good as killed me ! ” 

" Listen, Keesje," I said, “ you must and shall get back your 
money. I promise you. I shall consult my uncle; he knows the 
Guardians well, and we’ll see if for once they won’t break the rule, 
for an old, honest steady man like you. Believe me, Keesje, you'll 
get your money back." 

“ Shall I ? " said the poor old fellow, encouraged by my reassuring 
tone, " shall I really ? " Wiping his eye, his face happy again, he 
shook my hand. 

Wishing to say something pleasant in return, he asked : 

" Do I brush your boots well enough ? " 

" Beautifully,” said I. 

" And is your coat brushed to your liking ? If it is not all right, 
just say so. Sir." 
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I promised to, and went indoors. But he followed me, his left hand 
in one of Pieter’s boots, and a brush in the other. " Excuse me, Sir, 
for taking such liberty, but may I ask you something else ? " 

" Certainly, Keesje." 

“ If, Sir, you go to the Guardians, will you pretend not to know 
anything ? ” 

“ I promise, Keesje ! ” 

I went to my uncle and induced him to go to the Guardians. The 
President sent the Father round to the other Guardians to call them 
together for a special meeting; and at it Keesje had first to come in 
and then to go and stand outside ; and then the Father had to come 
in, and then stand outside. After that they spent an hour discussing 
things. The President said he left the case to the decision of the 
other gentlemen ; and the other gentlemen said they left it to that of 
the President. As this could not go on for ever, the President at last 
gave it as his opinion : that, in one way, it was quite in order to give 
Keesje back his money, seeing that Keesje was an inmate of exemplary 
conduct, who was sure to keep the money till his death as safely as the 
diligent Treasurer himself (here the diligent Treasurer bowed) ; but 
that, on the other hand, the diligent Treasurer could keep it as safely 
as Keesje, wherefore it was quite unnecessary to confirm Keesje in 
his prejudice that his money would be kept better, and would be 
certain to be used in accord with his (that is Keesje’s) intentions, if 
he (Keesje) kept it himself, instead of the diligent Treasurer keeping 
it; and that was his advice. 

The Secretary, however, somewhat rightly, was of the opinion 
that this did not settle the question definitely enough, and therefore 
he proposed that they accept one or other of the measures; where¬ 
upon the Treasurer himself was noble enough to resign the custody 
of the money, and the decision was reached unanimously to return to 
Keesje the twelve guilders duly sewn up in the little chamois bag. 

For two more years did Keesje carry his money close to his heart. 

And when last year I visited the churchyard at D-I was pleased 

to think that here, in the common grave of the poor, one man is 
sleeping who was carried hither respectfully by twelve brothers of 
his own choice, after having passed away with his mind at ease (owing 
partly to me), because he was to be buried in his own shroud. 

Did he, perhaps in those last moments, give a thought to Hilde¬ 
brand ? 




CONRAD BUSKEN-HUET 

1826-1886 


GITJE 

I F any one had asked us at that time—we speak of our childish, our 
boyish years—concerning the name and appearance of Brigitta 
van dcr Plas, we should have answered, “ Whom do you mean ? 
We have not the honour of knowing such a lady." Had the rejoinder 
been, " What! you do not know Brigitta van der Plas, the seamstress, 
who was in the service of your parents so many years ! " we should 
have answered again with the exclamation “ Ah, you mean Gitje, our 
seamstress ! Yes, indeed, we know her very well. Give us a pair of 
scissors and a piece of paper ; we will at once make you a likeness of 
her. But how were we to think that Brigitta van der Plas was the 
same person as our Gitje ? " 

You may be sure we never heard her called anything but Gitje. 
The future master or mistress begins already as a child to show an 
aristocratic, no doubt, a well-educated indifference to the fate and the 
circumstances of the servants. But workpeople's children also have 
aristocratic feelings. We, who were the children of well-to-do people, 
had never given it a thought, either that Gitje could be the abbrevia¬ 
tion of Brigitta, or that our seamstress could allow herself the luxury 
of a family name. Still you might say van der Plas sounds modest 
and simple enough. 

Three or four times a week Gitje came to practise her trade at our 
parents’ house. One of her regular occupations was to mend our 
blue-and-white striped blouses, in whose sleeves we managed to tear 
such wonderfully large holes. At other times she would iron upstairs 
in the nursery, the windows of which looked out on the garden, and 
in which also stood a mangle and a linen-press. She was a beautiful 
ironer. When she had put her irons to the fire and all was in order, 
she would take the ironing-board from the wall against which it leaned, 
and put it down in the usual way, i.e. like a bridge, with one end resting 
on the trestle-table and with the other on the back of a chair. Thus 
Gitje, standing in the middle, had plenty of room to move her arms 
and put her things down. The board was swathed in a half-scorched 
woollen blanket, and reminded us of a thin old woman covered with 
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a flannel vest. There was nothing more amusing than to watch Gitje 
when she ironed our sisters’ ball-dresses. After they had been damped 
and rolled up sufficiently long, she would take up a dress, and, lifting 
the ironing-board at one side, slip the frock over it. Then she took 
one of the irons out of the red-hot iron pot at her left-hand side, held 
it for a moment very close to her cheek to feel if it was as hot as she 
wanted, rubbed it lightly on a cloth lying for that purpose at her right 
hand, and then began her real operations. The ball-dress, first a limp, 
draggled, shapeless mass, gained crispness and form with every touch 
of the iron. My sisters were only half satisfied if they were going to a 
ball and any one but Gitje ironed their dresses. 

Once a month the scene of Gitje's labours was downstairs in the 
breakfast-rpom. This happened when the linen had come home. 
The family to which we belonged was a very large one, and conse¬ 
quently our washing was also large. Now we purpose to describe 
the management of a very large washing ; large not in the etymological 
sense, but in the technical. Gitje's help was indispensable. She 
descended from the less sacred sphere of the nursery, and was closeted 
with our mother in the breakfast-room, the holy of holies. Nothing 
was more fascinating than to watch our mother and Gitje stretch 
the numerous tablecloths and sheets. They did it exceedingly 
neatly; ay, not only neatly, but with energy, with enthusiasm. 
They stood at the head and foot of the large oblong table. The 
sheets still unstretched lay in gradually-diminishing piles on the 
lefthand side, while those already stretched lay in an ever-increasing 
heap upon the right. In the middle lay their present victim, several 
yards long, and pale as death, while they pinched it between their 
fingers. Their elbows pressed closely to their sides, their right feet 
forward, the upper part of their body thrown backwards, stood the 
two women, the mistress and the maid, and stretched, stretched, 
stretched as fast as they could—types of simplicity and fulfilment of 
duty, and pictures of Dutch home-life. For us who looked on 
passively, but nevertheless with the greatest interest, the question 
of questions was : Will Gitje presently draw our mother over the 
table ? or will our mother be quicker than she and draw Gitje across ? 
Will our mother drop the sheet ? or will Gitje open her fingers, and, 
as a preventive measure proceeding solely from | principle of permis¬ 
sible self-defence, play a trick upon our mother ? or will the sheet 
tear in the middle ? Will Gitje keep one end in her hand and our 
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mother the other ? and will the sorrowful close of the matter be that 
Gitje's head will fall against the mantelpiece, while our mother's will 
recoil against the wainscot, and thus both of them be hurt ? 

Meanwhile the dexterous women stood immovable, emulating each 
other in perseverance. The pile on the right grew bigger and bigger, 
and before dinner-time the heap on the left had disappeared. 

With the beginning of autumn came the preserving of greens and 
fruits. Good gracious! what a number of things were brought into 
our house with Gitje’s assistance ! We, who never felt too grand to 
help for a little while, if required, with the mangling, used also in our 
childhood, under Gitje’s guidance, to string a great many beans, 
especially the small French beans. Afterwards, when we could be 
trusted without danger with a knife, we also helped with the large 
beans, which, as you know, are so much more difficult to manage. 
Besides this, we saw Gitje throw numberless white cabbages into a 
cask, after she had cut them into little bits. Then she pressed them 
down with a wooden pestle, and, last of all, she covered them with a few 
heavy stones placed on a board nearly as large as the width of the cask. 
This is to induce fermentation in the contents of the cask, in contra¬ 
diction to the Dutch proverb, “ What lies in the cask does not ferment.” 

What lies in the cask does not turn sour. So people say; and it 
would be ignoble to undermine the hopeful trust in the future embodied 
in this proverb. Gitje, too, spoke in this manner as often as she 
thought of Leendert van ICuyk, and this happened now and then. 
You ask why ? Well, here our narrative takes quite a new turn. 
He was, and had been for years and days, her lover. At the time of 
which we are speaking the silver wedding of their engagement already 
lay far, far behind them. “ Incredible! ” you exclaim. Well, I 
cannot give you faith. We can assure you, as a well-sifted and well- 
confirmed fact, that Brigitta van der Plas had been for twenty-seven 
years the sweetheart of Leendert van Kuyk. And then r Then 
Leendert van Kuyk died of the cholera at the age of fifty-five. 

His profession was making fishing-tackle. We used to buy angling- 
rods, fishing-lines, hooks, and floats in great quantities at his little 
shop ; and sometimes, poor though he was, he would make us a 
present for Gitje’s sake. At that time we really did not know that 
he led such a poor life. On the contrary, we thought him very well 
off indeed. Had he not a large stock in his little shop, an enviable 
abundance of fishing-tools ? Did it not make our mouths water to 
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see his angling-rods, his trammels and drag-nets; his imitation 
breeze-flies, dun-flies, gad-flies, beetles, and other kinds of bait ? We 
dreamed of nothing more precious or desirable than his worm-boxes, 
made of painted tin, and intended to be worn slung across the shoulders, 
as a cavalry officer carries his cartridge-boxes. But, even if we had 
been acquainted with Leendert's poor circumstances, we should not 
the less have accepted his presents. Children are not only haughty, 
but greedy. See how, after the death of a little brother or sister, 
they immediately confiscate the dead child’s toys—dolls with real 
hair and movable eyes, magic-lanterns, humming-tops—and divide 
them, wrangling as to ownership. You see at once these are grown-up 
people in the bud. The wolf-nature is already in them. The first 
time they will share a real inheritance you will see them attack it with 
greed, unless they have learnt in the meantime to behave themselves 
in accordance with the requirements of society. 

Leendert and Gitje were not exactly a nice-looking couple, still 
they were not repulsive. They belonged to those worthy lovable 
people to whose features one pays no attention after one has spent 
two days in their company. Goodness and fidelity, the foundations 
of their character, radiated from both their faces. In the summer 
holidays, early in the morning, before daybreak, Leendert would 
take us out fishing ; and then his kindness was boundless. He woke 
us by ringing the bell, and then waited patiently at the street-door 
till we were ready; carried our barrels for us, showed us the places 
where we should have the best chances, gave us his own paste and 
worms, and presented us with the greater part of his catch. He 
fished splendidly. Do not fancy every one can fish if he likes. 
Angling especially requires much instinct and long practice. The 
tales Leendert told us of his exploits and good luck—of innumerable 
three-pounder perches which he had caught one after another in a 
small ditch; of eels which he had to split up to their tails to regain 
his fishing-hook; of pikes which had swum away with his rod; of 
bleeding tenches that cry like new bom babes; of large eels which 
he had skinned in the morning, and which bit his finger next evening. 
We believed them all, as we did the Arabian Nights. Two things 
especially we learnt from him. In the first place, how to put a new 
hook on the line, and to cover it over with tin-foil, so that it hung quite 
straight and did not slope away from the float ? an indispensable 
condition that alone makes it possible for the angler to know surely 
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if, and in what measure, the fish has bitten. In the second place, we 
brought from the school of Gitje’s faithful lover this lesson: when 
the fish has really bitten, and the angler is ready to strike, he should 
always do so by pushing it, and not by pulling. In the latter case, 
when the little fish has not bitten well, it swims away backwards 
with your bait in its mouth, and grants you at most a bloody piece of 
its gill. In the former case you oblige the creature to tumble, and 
by so doing you insert with deadly force the angle through the horny 
substance of the open lips. 

Of Gitje’s appearance in her spring-time, when she was twenty- 
three years of age and plighted her troth to her Leendert, he himself 
could have told you more than we are able to do, had not the 
great angler, Death, taken him away. At the time of which we 
are speaking all womanly beauty had fled from her. She was then 
fifty, very tall, looking delicate and weak, suffering much from 
catarrhs and rheumatism, and carrying always a silver snuff-box 
(containing coarse snuff and a tonka-bean) about her. Now that we 
have grown older and wiser, we do not think these peculiarities at all 
ridiculous. On the contrary, we feel that we have a right to make 
Leendert’s betrothed, who was fifty years old, and who carried a 
tonka-bean in her pocket, the heroine of a novelette. While yet a 
child, and having never pondered the rudiments of our art, we laughed 
at Gitje’s tediously long engagement and her old-maidish complaints. 
For children are not only haughty and greedy they are also cruel. 
They like to laugh at the misfortunes they do not understand. We 
did not, however, commit this cruelty. But this was not from amia¬ 
bility of disposition, but because the true relations between Leendert 
and our seamstress were not known to us till the funeral of the former, 
and because we had never even wondered why this man treated us 
with such marked kindness. 

The first information of Leendert’s death, and of his long court¬ 
ship of Gitje, did not make us laugh, you may be sure; but still it 
did not make that impression which the sad event deserved. This 
proves that had we been sooner informed, we should undoubtedly 
have made many jokes about Gitje and her lover. We heard the 
news from our mother, in answer to our question why, on a certain 

morning, Gitje had not come. 

" What is the reason Gitje has not come to-day ? 

« Leendert is dead, and is at this moment being buried. 
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W ITH stiff little steps the old gentleman mounted and rang 
the bell. 

It was keenly cold, and he stamped impatiently at the unusual 
delay in opening the door, from the other side of which laughter and 
voices reached his ears; and the pink tissue paper which held the 
birthday present for his grandchild rustled as his right hand crumpled 
it. At length, after he had rung impatiently a second time, quick 
footsteps shuffled nearer, the door was hastily pulled open, and the 
parlourmaid looked at him, a little scared. 

“ Oh, Sir! Have you had to ring twice ? I really did not hear. . . . 
Let me, please—your coat. . . .” 

With practised hand’ she helped him off with the heavy fur-wrap, 
which seemed almost too weighty for his frail body. 

“ In the parlour, I suppose, Anna ? The parlour, eh ? " 

“ Yes, Sir." 

" I'll manage," he signalled, somewhat peevishly prevt iting her 
from leading the way. 

A very old man, he was really glad that for a moment there was 
no one on whose account he need carry himself erect; he walked 
rather unsteadily, with carefully planted little steps, across the thick 
strip of carpet, his small bald head she king, his narrow shoulders bent. 

He recognised some of the voices even while he was still in the 
hall: that was Jeanne; that the little grandchild; that Eva . . . 
there was evidently a large company, for now all sorts of voices mingled 
together. He smiled, and his right hand hastily felt whether his tie 
was straight, touched for a moment the silk handkerchief in his 
pocket. For though he came to congratulate his grandchild, that was 
only a secondary consideration—an excuse. He came, as he always 
did at these birthday calls, full of the ardent expectation of meeting 
the young women friends of Jeanne and his other daughters ; he came 
most, oi ah, perhaps, to swagger with his trim fashionable clothes and 
his gallant conversation. How childishly vain he f^lt himself to-day, 
particularly tir&, with a new tie of a very uncommon new shade. . . . 
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As Mr. Carmaas had approached the door, all the voices suddenly 
fell silent; the hush was such that he stood still for a moment, 
taken by surprise. Only one voice, soft and indistinct, remained 
audible. 

“ Eh . . . what was it ? ” 

Then, slightly lifting the little parcel, a sweet, roguish smile round 
his unstable mouth, prepared to receive a loud and joyful welcome, he 
opens the door. 

He started. 

For, suddenly, he couldn't see anj'thing. He no longer saw—he 
stood in darkness—what had happened ? And in the confusion of 
this unexpected experience, no longer quick of apprehension and 
frightened to death, the thought of an accident seized him. . . . 
Blind ! . . . His trembling hand groped wildly about. . . . 

Then a weak shimmer of light from the hall fell in front of him, 
restored his calmness . . . yet left him hesitating. Put about by 
the unexpected, he was at a loss how to proceed. 

All at once, in front of him, he heard again the soft buzzing voices, 
the moving of chairs; and a voice—of some one—it was that of 
Jeanne, said, " Mind, Papa, be careful; it is so dark." 

It was pitch-dark 1 The old gentleman, recovered from his fright, 
thinking they were playing a trick on him, got angry. 

“ What—what's up with you ? " he stuttered, annoyed at his 
unimpressive entrie de chambre, and in his bad temper forgetting all 
his polite manners—in fact, just the grumbling, irascible old man he 
was at home. 

“ It’s a magic lantern, Papa. Wait, stay where you are one 
moment; I’ll strike a match so that you can find a chair. . . . Have 
you got one ?—We must go on, or else it will get too late for the 
little ones.” 

Some one took hold of his hand and guided him to a chair which 
he was still unable to see. He sat down, his present in his hand. 
Thought it all nonsense, really. 

His eyes, getting at last accustomed to the darkness, noticed now 
for the first time the lighted sheet to the right of him—he discovered 
that his back was half turned towards it, and the row of children on 
the chairs in front of it—Eddie's birthday visitors, following the 
performance with motionless attention. 

“ Papa, I'm sorry I cannot give up my r6le of showman- to welcome 
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you,” came a voice from the front room. He recognised it as that of 
Berger, his son-in-law. 

“ No, no; never mind," waved Mr. Carmaas, with an invisible 
gesticulation. 

He spied to the right of him a little table, and carefully deposited 
thereon his present—a satin box, filled with preserved fruit, an object 
bought more to show off his own exquisite taste than to please his 
little grandchild. 

"Goon now, "cried an impatient, high little voice in front of the screen, 
which for a moment remained empty. A good-natured laugh from a 
deep masculine voice sounded from the back room, and immediately 
a series of brightly coloured figures passed across the white space, while 
Jeanne related extraordinarily fantastic particulars in accompaniment. 

Mr. Carmaas, feeling lonely, and bereaved of anybody’s interest, 
leaned a little more comfortably in his chair; gradually he began to 
distinguish fresh objects. 

On the sofa yonder evidently sat Hermine, his youngest daughter, 
with her friend Betty de Leeuw, a very young lady, newly married, 
whom he had recognised during one of the flashes. Next to him 
was his other married daughter, Eva, but there, on the other side 
of the table, some one else was seated—a lady—who was she ? In 
the darkness, of course, no one was introduced. 

Now and then a somewhat subdued, distinguished voice from that 
direction spoke a few words; a rustle of silk skirts reached his well- 
trained ear. Oh ! it did irritate the old gentleman to be condemned 
to sit still, unable to air his polite courtesies . . . why, not even able 
to see. ... * 

He did not want to ask Eva, whom he peevishly blamed for sitting 
next to him, instead of the unknown—Eva, dull and stupid. Other¬ 
wise he did not mind her being thete—but he did dislike finding 
Hermine here ; Hermine, his youngest, who lived with him, and who 
tried to keep him under control. He had quite expected that she 
would leave early, and therefore hadn't himself arrived until four 
o'clock, so that they might miss each other. Tuts 1 To-day every¬ 
thing seemed to go wrong with him. . . . And when, in the name of 
Heaven, was this performance going to end 1 

A drowsy feeling came over him in this dark, faarm room, where 
the constantly fleeting shadow pictures tried his weak eyes. He 
nearly fell asleep. 




THE MAGIC LANTERN 


827 


" Are you enjoying this unexpected performance, Mr. Carmaas ? ” 
suddenly asked a mocking voice quite close to him. 

He started up, fully awake now. He didn't know how long he 
had been sitting musing—or had he really been asleep ? How long 
had this somebody been next to him ? Convinced that Eva was 
there, he had persisted in his boring silence. 

He pulled himself up, and made a smiling, courteous bow, forgetting 
that nobody could enjoy it. 

" I begin to feel interested, now that I do not merely suspect, but 
know, the sweet company I have.” 

“ Can you see that in the darkness ? ” whispered the unknown, 
coquettishly, amusing herself as a pastime with this foolish old man. 

“ Fortunately we have other senses besides sight . . . when we 
cannot see, we hear doubly sharp, and can also guess by intuition 
the charm which, alas ! is hidden from our eyes.” 

“ That's coming it rather strong I Why, then, didn’t you notice 
at once that I was sitting next to you ? ” 

" I believed ... at first . . . Eva . . .” he stuttered, embarrassed. 
Had he been so mistaken ? No, impossible. 

“ Eva is sitting there at the table," the other laughed, enjoying 
the trick which she had played him by supplanting the unsuspecting 
Eva, under the pretence of seeing better. 

He was silent for a moment, taken aback. No, he knew quite well 
that Eva had sat next to him. Ah ! but then—had she, the unknown, 
done this on purpose ?—how charming I But who was she ? If he 
had met her before, he did not like to show that he did not recognise 
her; on the contrary, he wished to give the impression that his 
memory, on this point, even in circumstances like the present, never 
failed him. He bent forward, carefully trying to intercept a ray of 
light—he bent too close. . . . 

“ A few minutes’ interval, ladies and gentlemen 1 Just five 
minutes,” called out Berger, and at the same moment Jeanne turned 
on the lights. 

Mr. Carmaas drew back as quick as lightning; trying to adjust 
himself in the sudden glare which almost blinded him. But he did 
not succeed, and Hermine's sharp eyes noticed him, blinking his weak 
eyes, with an idiotic grinning mouth, and next to him the handsome 
Ferry Lamoine, turning aside with a stifled laugh. 

The old gentleman remained quiet for a while, first with fright, 
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then with happy surprise. What ? Ferry Lamoine, that piquant, 
pretty young woman, how did she come here—didn't she live in 
Brussels ? No doubt a visitor—why hadn’t they told him so ? 

The little ones had slipped at once from their chairs, mixing among 
the grown-ups, eager for pastries and lemonade. There were two little 
friends of Eddie, her neighbours, brothers of four and five years old, 
fair little boys with funny high little voices. Also Corretje van Dalen, 
a little thing of three, a shy sweet child, with very dark eyes, in a white 
lace frock; and Henk, a fat boy of five, who made more noise than 
any one else. 

Eddie, domineering in the consciousness of being the heroine of the 
party, brusquely forced her way towards Grandpapa, and her careless 
little fingers “rudely tore the satin paper, and impatiently opening the 
box, had in one instant smudged the white and purple velvet violets— 
those marvels of taste—which embellished the lid. 

In the general bustle and stir nobody noticed the extraordinary 
elegance of the present. Eddie, leaving the pretty lid upside down 
on the table in some spilled raspberry wine, ran with the box in her 
arms towards her friends. 

" Look, from Grandpapa! Here, this one is for you—nice ? ” 
and she stuffed in the small mouth of the elder of the two little brothers 
the large green plum from the centre of the box. 

Jeanne noticed it, and shook her head for a moment while looking 
at Hermine. “ What an impracticable present from Papa I As if 
there was nothing else better than that for a little kiddy ! ” And she 
sat down, tired, looking round the not very large room, crowded with 
children and grown-ups. 

Without Hermine, she reflected, she could never have managed 
it—so she thought, the delicate young wife, for whom the noisy doings 
of her own children were rather too much. “ Yes, how kind Hermine 
always was in those sort of things ; and a girl like her, too, who was 
studying at the University, yet thoroughly womanly, though often 
she seemed harsh and sharp—but then her life at home with Papa, 
everything depended on her—a pity if she did not marry, she was 
pretty enough—but always so close—would she like it herself ? 
Sometimes it seemed not. ...” 

Jeanne, with a protecting grasp at the three-year old Corretje, 
who, balancing on two footstools, was drinking her lemonade with 
thirsty little lips, looked tenderly towards her younger sister. 
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The tall girl, her otherwise severe grey eyes softened, occupied 
herself exclusively with the children. She pulled Eddie, strong and 
rough as a boy, away from the fragile Corretje and showed Henk how 
he could produce the loudest sounds from his trumpet, in silent 
mischievous enjoyment of the bursting anger of the old gentleman, 
who was unable to understand his own words. 

At last, on the arrival of a fresh supply of pastries, there was 
silence, and Mr. Carmaas considered it time that attention, up till 
now given to the children, should be finally directed towards 
himself. 

He spoke a few kindly words with Betty, who happened to stand 
near him ; inquisitively glanced at the young wife, who as a friend of 
Hermine had never interested him—a real Dutch, dry, white-and-pink 
child he had always considered her. Now, with a new coy dignity 
in her manner, she suddenly interested him. 

“ Well, Mr. Carmaas,” said Ferry Lamoine, *' can’t you tell us 
something ? You generally know something amusing.” 

He smiled, feeling flattered, did not notice the mocking glance in 
her eyes—and almost too quickly produced the French conundrums 
specially preserved for to-day. 

” Quel est le roi, qui chante le mieux ? ” He launched it forth, 
proud of his pronunciation, and for a moment succeeded in drawing 
the general attention. For the others also, interested for a moment, 
listened and thought. . . . 

But Mr. Carmaas had only eyes for Ferry Lamoine, who, without 
the slightest sign of guessing, smiled at him. 

" Oh, just tell us,” said Betty. 

” Le roi d’ltalie, parce qu’il est mattre de Savoie .” 

" Very good 1 ” cried Berger, who had read it more than a week 
ago in the Handelsblad —and Ferry said carelessly, “ Yes; really rather 
well put.” 

Betty smiled a little stupidly ; she didn’t understand at once. 

“ Do you remember them all, or do you keep a collection ? ” asked 
Ferry. 

” No, no, no . . .” he defended himself, almost blushing. “ A 
collection—the idea—no; I just happen to remember them at the 
moment, and I daresay my memory is fairly good. ...” 

” But only on this point, surely, Mr. Carmaas, for as far as the 
remembering old acquaintance is concerned —” 


380 


INA BOUDIER BARKER 


“ Oh, but I beg your pardon l I did remember you—immediately 
—your voice. ...” 

She laughed in his face, but his silly vanity did not comprehend— 
and he did not wish to acknowledge that conversation with this smart 
beauty took it out of him. 

She turned away, and went towards Jeanne, who stood at the 
other end of the room, and at that moment, feeling tired, gave Berger 
a sign to begin again—it was getting late, and so noisy. 

" Come along, boys I ” cried Berger. " Take your seats, all of 
you. It’s going to begin again.” 

Away went the children, helter-skelter, pushing and struggling 
between the chairs and the people, until, all excitement, they were 
seated again in a row in front of the screen. 

Mynheer Carmaas, for a moment engaged by Eva, did not hear 
Betty whisper to Jeanne and Berger : “ I see you are beginning again, 
so I'll say good-bye—I'll disappear unnoticed—only I would like to 
see Wim's photo, you promised me.” 

” All right—we'll take it next,” said Berger. 

"Good-bye, then,and thanks for your visit,” kindly nodded Jeanne, 
hastening back to her post among the little ones. 

" Friends, friends, the lights are going out,” warned Berger. 

Betty quickly took her leave, and Ferry resumed her former seat. 

The children were quiet all of a sudden, now that the pictures, this 
time short isolated subjects, passed in manifold variety before their 
eyes. But they were excited, unsettled by the interval; the show did 
not please them any more, and one made bold to call: " Now, a long 
one again 1 That’s much nicer ! ” whereupon they all began to worry : 
" Now again a long one. Do, Sir, like the first ones.” 

" Take Ferry’s photo first, and then the Babes in the Wood,” said 
Jeanne to Berger. 

The excited row became quieter in anticipation. In the safety 
of the darkness, which he hailed now as a good friend, Mr. Carmaas 
bent forward towards Ferry. 

“ This is ever so much better,” he whispered in tones full of 
significance. She laughed—the cooing, half-mocking, half-encouraging 
laugh, which nettled him so much ; but his attention was now drawn 
towards the picture on the screen : a young woman. Ferry, lying 
stretched out on the basket chair, her arms folded above her head, a 
small curly-haired dog on her lap. 
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There was loud applause. “ How nice, very nice! ” sounded 
from various parts of the room, and Mr. Carmaas, his eyes fascinated 
by the picture in front of him , whispered : " I envy my son-in-law 
the possession of this/' 

She did not answer. In the darkness she pinned her hat on firmly, 
drew her fur closer round her shoulders, and in doing so, slightly 
touched Mr. Carmaas* sleeve and hand. 

For a moment he remained motionless — delighted, hoping the 
performance might continue for a long time yet. It was an adventure 
as unexpected as piquant. 

Suddenly there was a noise—something fell from the table, and 
dark figures quickly drew forward, mingled together—chairs were 
moved. . . . 

" Is it broken ? ” called Jeanne. 

“ No, it’s only an empty tumbler—I don’t understand how it 
happened. . . ." Nobody understood. 

Almost inaudibly the lock of the door clicked. In the commotion, 
Mr. Carmaas had missed Ferry beside him—he waited a little anxiously, 
however, and when every one was settled again, was aware of her sitting 
down next to him again. 

Jeanne told ... of the little boy and the little girl who had lost 
themselves in the wood—and the little ones, lost in breathless interest, 
followed in dead silence, looked on with motionless attention. 

But in this general hush and under cover of the darkness Mr. 
Carmaas was no longer content with sweetly whispered words. Care¬ 
fully, with tender gesture, his fingers stretdied themselves out; they 
touched a very soft woman’s hand. 

Had she taken off her gloves ? Oh . . . with more certain, more 
daring caresses his fingers stroked . . . then suddenly l . . . He drew 
back frightened, his simpering, smiling face petrified with anger. A 
sharp slap came down on his searching hand, and a voice shaking 
with passion snarled at him: 

“ Papa 11 What do you mean ? ” 

He sat struck all of a heap, in powerless mute fury. What, 
Hermine ? Hermine ? How on earth did she come ? . . . Who had 
played him this trick ? In despair he tried to see, to distinguish. . . . 

“ Ferry, this is another one Wim took. Nice, eh ? ” called Jeanne. 

“ Ferry went long ago/* snapped Hermine. She felt her cheeks 
burning. Now she understood the game of that little vixen Ferry 
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when she, quietly slipping away, hugging herself in great delight, had 
pushed her, Hermine, seemingly by accident, into her seat. Hermine 
clasped her large, strong hands in furious indignation over Ferry’s 
indelicate trick—throwing at her, his daughter’s, feet that wretched 
something against which she, in her secluded girl existence, alone 
with that father, continually fought in unspeakable disgust. 

The lantern pictures kept moving across the whole screen—the 
people sat still, overwhelmed, dreamy in the warm room, where the 
one voice continued speaking, tired. . . . The children also became 
drowsy—their attention changed to sleepy staring, but in an un¬ 
guarded moment, when Jeanne’s back was turned, the younger of the 
little brothers drew Corretje towards him and gave her a kiss. 

Hermine saw it. A hot tear suddenly trickled down her cheek. 

Amid the silence, only broken by Jeanne’s voice, in a surrounding 
which suddenly had lost all interest for him, Mr. Carmaas, without 
any gallant show, here among his own daughters, cross, bored, and 
dead tired, fell asleep, like a dishevelled, limp dolL 
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HOW FAME WAS BROUGHT TO 
KWEBBRUGGE 

I. The Visit to the Burgomaster 

T HE house in which Burgomaster Van der Vloet was busy 
taking his forty winks was a palace. Kwebbrugge had other 
palaces as well—melancholy memorials of a time when as 
yet no Havard had declared the little cities “ dead ” ; but the finest, 
the largest, those in greatest contrast with the general lack of distinc¬ 
tion in the houses of Kwebbrugge were the Burgomaster’s and that 
of the retired tradesman Verspil. The residence of Mr. Johan Van 
der Vloet was the most splendid of all—save one ; and in this exception, 
which discovered to every visitor to Kwebbrugge an obvious limitation 
to the mayoral claim to be " cock of the walk,” you find at once the 
explanation of the drama that, like a long-gathering thunder-cloud, 
seriously threatened the peace of the little town on this Sunday when 
the door-bell rang just as the Burgomaster was enjoying a nap. 

There followed a conversation between the rustic big-boned and 
plump milkmaid, Teuntje, imported as cook into Kwebbrugge (for 
even it was not immune from the servant difficulty), and the municipal 
musical director Smal, who seemed almost created to supply un¬ 
necessary proof how art, though possibly ministering to our passions, 
does not nourish our bodies. 

It was carried on from the street side of the door almost in a whisper, 
and from the hall side in blunt snubs; and at every word became 
worked up in fresh complications owing to the inability of Mr. Smal 
to comprehend how possibly the Burgomaster could be taking a nap 
now, at three o'clock in the afternoon, when, as all Kwebbrugge was 
aware, his worship reserved the hour from six to seven for his after- 
dinner sleep ; while the maid, with a distrustful reserve, characteristic 
of the peasant, towards this underfed bell-ringer, did not think it 
necessary to explain that to-day dinner had been served very early 
because it was her day out. 

Mrs. Van der Vloet had been much alarmed by the ringing of the 
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bell, and had listened vainly at the door, in the hope of discovering 
with whom Teuntje was talking so much. With a clever pretence of 
having come accidentally into the hall, she now put a stop to the 
misunderstanding, and gave the perspiring slave of the piano an 
opportunity of explaining to Mevrouw, in a voice even more subdued 
than usual, how urgent his call was. 

By means of her kitchen door, Teuntje indicated so loudly her 
annoyance at this closure of the conversation that Mevrouw feared 
the Burgomaster would be aroused forthwith. Happily the sweetness 
of his repose was proof against one door-bang, so that Mevrouw was 
able to interrogate Smal in the back room before admitting him— 
after a mysterious, nervous detour through an alcove, at the sound of 
a slight movement within—into the presence. 

Smal felt ill at ease, when, having been conducted along the broad 
marble hall, he put his foot across the threshold of the drawing-room, 
where Mevrouw folded back the shutters which for an hour had 
protected his worship from the sun and indiscreet local curiosity. 
On the card-table by the door Smal observed, illuminated by the first 
entering sunbeam, Burgomaster's silk hat, and on each side of it 
Burgomaster's black kid gloves. (As everybody in Kwebbrugge 
knew, his worship kept two sets of gloves in use : one new pair for 
pallet and walks with Mevrouw, when the left was put on ; and two 
old right-hand gloves for going to the Town Hall and for walks by 
himself, which Burgomaster, carried lengthwise in his ungloved left 
hand). Smal saw hat and gloves shining, and his eye glided anxiously 
along the sofa. Only at the sound of Burgomaster's benevolent and 
awe-inspiring greeting, “ Well, Smal, is your errand so urgent ? " 
did he discover his worship's figure in front of the mantel-piece, by the 
light that now irreverently revealed the whole room. 

" I suppose it is about Kamsteen's reception ? " said the Burgo¬ 
master, seating himself on the sofa, and bidding Smal be seated. 
He bade him do so in a kind tone that might have indicated the 
expectation that Smal would already have taken a chair. “ Yes, 
Burgomaster "; and then Smal repeated the grave news, which a 
mom en t ago he had disclosed to Mevrouw, that the ovation which 
Kwebbrugge intended offering the young Kwebbruggener, Kamsteen, 
just returned home from South Africa, was not going to be a success. 

It appeared that the members of the Municipal Musical Society, 
of which Smal was director, refused to assist in the concert in the 
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Market Place at the municipal stand opposite the Club and obliquely 
over against the house of Kamsteen's parents. Their reason was 
that the New Kwebbrugger Harmonic Society, contrary to arrange- 
ment, claimed the right to accompany the procession from the station— 
not, as the Committee had decided, as far as the corner of the 
Vyzelstraat, from where it should march away modestly to its own 
hall, but as far as the comer of the Market Place, where it proposed to 
stand and wait until the procession had passed. 

" Stand and wait! Pooh! Impossible. You cannot play 
against each other 1 ” 

“ Pardon me, Burgomaster, they have no intention to continue 
playing on the Market Place.” 

“ In that case, Smal, what is the difficulty ? If these people 
would like it very much . . .” 

“ Burgomaster must not forget that they are given the Station, 
the Harbour, and all through the town.” 

"Yes, but you have the concert! ” 

" Burgomaster, . . . pardon me—but if they pair with us at the 
head of the procession through the Market Street ...” 

" Well, tell them to stop playing there.” 

" Ah ! but that is not the question.” 

Smal looked at the Burgomaster. He ventured to look at his 
worship, quite certain that he would be understood. And he perceived 
that this conviction was correct. Did not they suffer the same 
affliction. Burgomaster and he, Smal! Before the mind’s eye of each 
there sparkled at this moment the musical instruments, the magnificent 
silver instruments, which that miscreant Verspil, after he had tried 
in vain to become Vice-Patron, and later Honorary President of the 
Municipal Musical Society, had presented to the Harmonic, founded 
by him, indeed, for that very purpose. The Harmonic, which one 
day would outplay Smal, and which prevented Burgomaster from 
going to the Open Air Club on Wednesday nights, since his worship 
would not permit himself to listen to that Society there! The 
Harmonic, with that miserable new-fashioned, director Horstman, 
about whom several families already raved, and who now, even after 
the holidays, was going to give piano lessons at the Young Ladies 
Boarding School I . . . Horstman . . . Harmonic . . . Silver . . .! 
Smal and the Burgomaster became intimate in feeling, notwithstanding 
the difference in position between the old-fashioned orchestra-leader. 
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music-master, municipal bell-ringer, who knew his place, and the 
worshipful head of the town: they became intimate, they became 
almost one, in an impotent feeling of hatred against Horstman, 
Harmonic, and all Verspil’s silver! 

This intimacy, however, only displayed itself in a moment’s 
expressive silence. The Burgomaster’s forehead wrinkled. 

“ But what do you want, then, Mynheer Smal ? ” 

Smal also felt troubled. This familiarity was almost painful to 
him. He wished he had said less, seeing that Burgomaster was so 
ready to jump at his meaning. More humble than ever, therefore, 
became his voice. 

“ Want, Burgomaster 1 I want! Our request was, Burgomaster, 
that if Burgomaster would not forbid the Harmonic ...” 

“ I forbid ? As Burgomaster ? Listen, Smal,—no, really, that 
is impossible. The affair is in the hands of a committee, who have 
already asked my permission for the procession.” 

" But you are President, Burgomaster.” 

” True, but not as Burgomaster. This is an unofficial ovation; 
not official, Smal. Remember that. I shall indeed be present, but— 
as Van der Vloet. I may possibly say a few words, ... a few words 
of welcome ...” 

" But Burgomaster is going to deliver the speech of welcome! ” 
fell from Smal's lips imprudently. 

" Festive speech ! No, no ! Who says that ? Oh, well, I shall 
say a few words. Kamsteen’s a Kwebbrugger boy, and has behaved 
splendidly, but I shall do so unofficially ... if you like, as the first 
burgher of the town, but . . . not as head of the community. Besides, 
it is not my speech we are discussing at present. As far as the 
Harmonic is concerned, that lies entirely with the Music Sub-Committee. 
In general Committee we have fixed in broad outline how we wished 
to make it possible for both you and Horstman to participate, but we 
do not go into the details. Really, Mynheer Smal, you must see that. 
I am sorry. Certainly, I am sorry for you. I am more sorry than 
I can tell—but ...” 

“ Mynheer Smal. A glass of port ? ” 

" Oh, Mevrouw ! ” 

For a second Burgomaster looked annoyed. His wife could not 
have come up with her tray and glasses at a better moment; never¬ 
theless a Burgomaster must show that he ought not to be interrupted. 
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“ Which do you prefer. Mynheer Smal ?—port, or a gin and bitter, 
like my husband.” 

Smal, who never drank anything save lemon squash or small beer, 
declared a preference for a gin and bitter. While pouring it out, 
Mevrouw said dryly, “ Are there again difficulties ? ” a question 
which did not necessarily show that Smal had told her everything 
a short while ago. With importance, yet with that courteous bene¬ 
volence which in the presence of a man like Smal he would not have 
denied his wife for all the music in the world, Mr. Johan Van der Vloct 
informed her of the case. 

Mevrouw thought it a horrible state of matters. " How disagree¬ 
able for you. Mynheer Smal! " 

Burgomaster thought this quite a clever move of his wife! If 
only this man Smal could be convinced that he, the Burgomaster, 
was quite superior to any vexation Verspil and his prot6g£ Horstman 
could cause; that he, the Burgomaster, did not mind in the least 
of course whether the Harmonic overawed Kwebbrugge and all who 
had flocked into it for the ovation by their silver instruments, while 
the Municipal, kept alive by him, the Burgomaster, with all the 
self-satisfied obstinacy of a provincial head of the community, blew 
out its lungs on the worn, bashed, unpolishable brass instruments, 
bought years ago by the members with their small savings and a 
communal subsidy ; if only Smal proved thoroughly convinced of his 
unimpeachable highness, then Burgomaster was quite delighted, now 
that there was no dinner to be served, to shorten the slow Sunday 
afternoon by vomiting a little poison over Horstman, Smal s rival, and 
that plebeian, that parvenu, that wealthy, oh yes, certainly wealthy 
dredger, Verspil, who with money, and with money alone, dared to 
compete with him in importance. 

Mevrouw Van der Vloet was delighted to join in the gossip; so 
pleased indeed that in her delight she proved forgetful, and poured 
out a glass of port for herself when Vloet asked for his second. 

Smal did not know where he was l To be so intimate at the 
Burgomaster’s I Why, even Mevrouw (alluding to a Kwebbrugge pun) 
spoke of ” Vlot ” when “ Verspil ” was mentioned ; for Verspil had 
a habit of always saying, “It must go vlot (quick), man, See that 
it goes vlot,” or " Must I make it go vlot again ? ”—Vlot, thus, the 
nickname for Verspil. 

So soon as Mevrouw used the word Vlot, Smal dared to speak out; 
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all his hatred for the new light, who for so long had poisoned his life, 
flowed slowly from his mouth, from between his gnashing teeth. 

And when he left the house, like one in a fever, Smal felt himself 
strong once more, great again, he, the musician of the town, so trampled 
• upon—but respected here ! 

Burgomaster had said no more than, “ Well, Smal, I'll see. . . . 
But, you know, not as Burgomaster.” 

II. Ovation by Auction 

Kwebbrugge no longer merely lived. It fermented. Suddenly the 
provincial dullness became one nerve : one feverish wrangling activity : 
one unbridled extravagant commotion with bragging. Backbiting 
caused after-torment in the soul—the four thousand six hundred and 
seven Kwcbbrugger backbiting about “ Vloet and Vlot.” All the 
squabbles, all the quarrels, all the suppressed dislike, all the jealousy, 
provincial and small-souled, all the spite of years past, all anger of 
generations handed down from father to son, now broke loose like a 
fire that has been long smouldering, like an illness out of a complaint. 
All rivalry, all faction arranged itself, and dissolved itself in that one 
and only Kwebbrugger conflict, now suddenly broken out on the eve 
of the festivities that brought life into the dullness—Verspil or Van 
der Vloet,—for or against the Burgomaster. 

Burgomaster—everybody knew what he wanted. The Harmonic 
was not to go as far as the Market Place. By Monday that had be¬ 
come common information, causing high words everywhere. Verspil 
had sneered with his loud plebeian guffaw when the message was 
brought him : 

” Is he so frightened for his refuse iron ? ” 

And Van Kempen, the bookseller, publisher of the New Kweb¬ 
brugger, had confirmed the news, relating with a great to-do how on 
Sunday he and his wife were going for a walk round the plantation, 
when on the doorstep of Burgomaster's house whom should he see but 
Smal, with a face as red as a beetroot, being shown out by Burgo¬ 
master himself! 

That Monday afternoon Vlot visited Van Son. Vloet's partisans 
knew what had been plotted between these two. They did not guess, 
oh no, they knew it for certain, just as certainly as if they had been 
present. Had not Van Son been in difficulties for some time. One 
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heard so often in other places about wine merchants going broke. 
Well, then, if it was not the case, it was just the thing for that proud 
thickhead—the “ Son of Kwebbrugge,” as he was nicknamed—to 
think of. However it might be, the affair got settled, and Verspil, of 
course, had got what he wanted. The “ gentlemen " of the Harmonic 
were to join in the procession as far as the comer of the Vyzelstraat, 
and after that were to be admitted through the narrow lane and through 
the garden to the Club-house, where the front room on the first floor 
was formally placed at their service, so that they would see almost 
better than anybody what went on in the Market Place. 

This news also travelled through the town as quick as lightning. 
Son, the president, had written to Horstman. . . . And all who felt 
themselves of importance, and knew themselves to be of a better 
class, showed indignation in every movement of neck and shoulders. 
Indignant also were the ladies, the wives of the members. . . . The 
Harmonic l All those shopkeepers, workmen—were they going to 
the Club-house ? Upstairs, by themselves, on the first floor. . . . 
Upstairs ? With that beautiful view ? And what about De Goei, 
the landlord; it was De Goei’s room. ... No, if the ladies had 
known this—none of them had thought of it because the rooms on the 
first floor belonged to De Goei,—but if it were such an easy thing, if 
this room could be claimed, well then the ladies thought . . . they 
had the first claim . . . they and their children, the children of the 
members, certainly before the Harmonic. . . . Indignant were the 
shops, many of them small buyers in the small place. Hey 1 What 
cool cheek 1 In the gentleman's club ? Good gracious me I Well, 
this Vlot man is a swell 1 

Trembling with rage, and inexpressively hurt, as a king by a 

mutiny, the most indignant of all was Kwebbrugge's Burgomaster. . . , 

With him suffered Mevrouw and Smal. 

On Tuesday at two o’clock, the principal and sub-committees, 
with his worship as president, met for the last time. Cold and 
dignified was his manner in this circle, outside which, at his emphatic 
request, Verspil had been kept, but within which he knew that Vlot 
worked all the same, with his influence and money: worked against 
him, to annoy, to hit him, as the Father of the Town. . . . Curt in 
his dignity, yet benevolent, polite towards everybody, speaking to 
Smal and Horstman together: he. Burgomaster, rose superior to 
their squabble. He had just requested the secretary to be good 
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enough to read the minutes of the last meeting, when a timid knock 
on the door, discreetly repeated, interrupted their recital for a moment. 
The messenger brought a letter. The Burgomaster took it, and 
read. . . . The secretary droned on ... he thought, however, that 
he noticed during the reading (to which no one listened) that something 
was the matter with his worship next to him. . . . Burgomaster 
fidgeted, Burgomaster coughed. . . . Then, after having signed, 
seemingly calm, after majestically having scratched his name under 
the minutes, and returned them to the interrupted secretary, with 
thanks, he coughed again . . . and spoke. . . . A letter from Klaassen, 
the job-master, about the carriage, for the procession, ordered from 
him ten days ago. Its condition was such that Klaassen raised 
objections to appearing with it at the station. He had an excellent 
cab, also a char-i-banc, but these were of no use on this occasion. 
Consequently Klaassen had pleasure in being able to inform the 
committee that the worthy Heer Verspil had been so kind as to put 
his own carriage at their disposal, and had asked Klaassen to inform 
them of his offer. 

“ Well, I'm d—d,” slipped from Alderman Broere’s lips. 

Burgomaster looked at him severely. Such words ought not to 
escape carelessly. Burgomaster merely looked. He looked severely 
at all of them. At last he spoke. 

" What is your opinion, gentlemen ? What are we to answer to 
this letter ? " 

Silence. Nobody dared speak because of his neighbour. Nobody 
felt inclined to bum himself at that kind of fire. Burgomaster stared 
. . . looked up . . . looked at Broere. . . coughed . . . stared. . . , 

" Gentlemen," said Broere, “ is this possible ? " 

There was a stir. 

Again silence. Burgomaster asked : 

“ You mean to say . . . ? ” 

“ I ask whether it is becoming of Klaassen to do such a thing a9 
this. If he was of the opinion that his carriage wouldn’t serve, he 
ought to have said so sooner—when it was ordered, in fact." 

" Mynheer the President," called Van Kempen from the end of 
the table, near Horstman. 

“ Mynheer Van Kempen.” 

" Mynheer the President, although sympathising to some extent 
with Mynheer Broere, I think, on the other hand, it shows Klaassen's 
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disinterestedness that, now there is another carriage available, it 
should be he who informs us of it.” 

“ Because Vlot has ordered him to do so! ” warbled the voice of 
Van Vermeer, the heavy-built, heavy-voiced host of the Golden Lion. 
Hi9 words fell like a thunderbolt. 

Burgomaster, dismayed, took up his hammer; the secretary 
dropped his pen; from all sides came shouts, grumbling—every one 
knew that the truth had been told, spoken—bluntly—here; at a 
meeting! 

“ Vermeer, of course, is full of hi9 coffee-house gossip,” shouted 
Van Kempen. 

And to call him “ Vlot ” 1 

" Oh, well, ‘ Verspil,’ then, if you prefer it.” 

“ Gentlemen—pardon me.” 

Down came the hammer. 

“ Gentlemen, please do not let us adopt a tone which I cannot 
possibly allow. We are here to discuss affairs; personalities are 
outside the question.” 

“ You may well say that, Burgomaster! ” squeaked Horstman’s 
sarcastic voice. 

For a second, Burgomaster glanced to the right—saw them laugh— 
and pretended not to see. He asked the opinion of the secretary, who 
had ordered the carriage from Klaassen. The secretary nervously 
hesitated, stuttered, spoke about “rather strange” and “rather 
late ” ; but finally expressed the opinion timidly that the landau was 
rather old, rather worn, not very beautiful. 

" But, Mynheer the President, can we accept Mynheer Verspil’s 
offer ? We have not invited him to our committee.” 

“ Oh, indeed. Does Mynheer Boon see it that way now also ? ” 
cried Van Kempen. 

And Horstman laughed—-laughed with his shrill sound, not heeding 
Burgomaster in the least. But just this laugh saved the Burgomaster. 
For a moment he had felt embarrassed by the remark of his old friend 
Boon, a remark imprudent and tactless, such a9 he was always making. 
But now that they dared to laugh, and to sneer while laughing, at him, 
Van der Vloet. ... 

“ Mynheer Boon ”—and never had the worshipful voice sounded 
more imposing—“ I have to request you, also, to distinguish between 
persons and things. Since Mynheer Verspil is of opinion that he can 
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offer us his carriage, it is not necessary for us to ask if we may accept 
this offer. We do not accept it for ourselves. Mynheer Boon. We 
accept it to render homage to a deserving fellow-citizen, whom all 
the town desires to show how proud it is of such a hero. . . 

While speaking, Burgomaster’s voice lost something of its proud 
strength. For, even while he spoke, it suddenly dawned on him that 
if the carriage were accepted he, Mr. Johan Van der Vloet, would 
have to sit in that carriage—in the carriage of Verspill He felt 
moisture oozing at his temples, along the curving line of fine hairs. 
He heard his own voice die away a little. He saw that every one was 
looking at him now. And, suddenly, pulling himself together for the 
utmost effort of self-preservation, and of the maintenance of hi9 ancient 
authority. Which his family had exercised here for a century and 
more, he felt he could do it—he knew he could—he did, smilingly. . . . 

“ I really believe, gentlemen, that we must accept the carriage of 
Mynheer Verspil with gratitude.” 

Here and there a somewhat doubtful expression—something of 
malicious joy there in the comer—but after a " Do the gentlemen 
approve of it ? ” the hammer fell. 

With admirable calmness he proceeded,—everything in its proper 
order. 

Only when everything had been discussed, he stared for a moment 
at Broere. Then, raising His voice, he said: 

” And now, gentlemen, I have still to fulfil a pleasant task, namely, 
to bring you some news which no doubt will please you. In view of 
the general interest of the community in this ovation to Kamsteen, 
an ovation in which all parties in the town, and rightly so, participate, 
the Burgomaster and Aldermen consider that the Town Council ought 
not to lag behind. Burgomaster and Aldermen have therefore 
decided—unofficially, however, seeing that the Council has not been 
consulted—to receive Kamsteen at the Town Hall. The members of 
the Council will be invited to be present, but, let me repeat, it will 
be no more than an informal reception, which, however, we trust will 
gratify our young fellow-citizen. . . .” 

A murmur of approval. Surprise everywhere. Again Burgo¬ 
master fixed his eye on Broere, who had been unable to suppress a 
gesture of alarm. For a moment Burgomaster feared . . . but 
fortunately Broere remained silent; Broere, sometimes imprudent, 
proved himself this time a true friend. . . . 





FAME TO KWEBBRUGGE 


848 


Boon, Vermeer, and others expressed their keen satisfaction at 
the decision of Burgomaster and Aldermen. 

Burgomaster therefore proposed that the procession, before going 
to the house of Kamsteen's parents, should stop at the Town Hall. 

“ And . . . that being so, gentlemen, there must necessarily be 
an alteration in our arrangements. I shall not now, of course, be able 
to receive Kamsteen at the station. I shall therefore request our 
Vice-President to take my place in the carriage with our hero and 
his parents. . . 

Again a shock ran through Broere's body. “ Well, that's done," 
thought Burgomaster. Again Broere remained silent, and Boon said 
politely that as Vice-President he would be delighted to drive. 

With great calmness. Burgomaster thereupon asked whether any 
one wished to say more, and forthwith closed the meeting. 

Immediately after it broke up he looked in for a moment on Zegers, 
the oldest of the Aldermen, who was a little dense, but who assured 
him mumblingly that he had no objection. 

And thus the hero of Waterloospruit, a very simple son of a dealer 
in butter, and teacher at a Christian school, who had suddenly left 
for the Transvaal to fight with the Boers, returned on that busy 
Friday, after having been starved for weeks in an English boat, to 
his native town to fall straight into the cream of an ovation which was 
never ending, and to be addressed at the Town Hall by Van der 
Vloet—as Burgomaster. 
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“ON SOUND FOUNDATIONS” 

I F you wish to see a prosperous, dean farmstead, just step down 
and have a look at Schapers’. Larger farms are easily found in 
the village, but none kept and managed better. Schapers’ is 
favourably and pleasantly situated out of Levenend. Great old limes 
stand in a wide circle before the broad front with its clean, shining 
windows and white curtains; to the side stretch a lush meadow and 
orchard, and the haystack, sheepcote, barns, and hen-runs are spadous. 
Everything, inside and out, bears the mark of thoroughness, order, 
and diligence. Nowhere are milking pails, buckets, and chums more 
regularly or better repainted ; nowhere are the beasts better stalled, 
nowhere would the butchers rather buy their calves and pigs. 

The Schapers, at the time I write of, were heart and soul in their 
work. They were farmers in marrow and bone. Their thoughts 
were fully absorbed by the beasts, the harvest, and the weather; no 
time remained to them for other things. The household comprised 
two sisters, Mie and Griet, and their brother Yzik. None of the three 
could decide to get married. It would have been such a pity to 
divide up the things, and they were all comfortable together. They 
could manage the work among themselves, which was much more 
profitable than engaging a stranger’s assistance. Unfortunately, 
however, Mie when she reached middle age began to suffer from a 
complaint, and had to be careful of herself. So they were in for it, 
and after much deliberation engaged a strong young girl to help. 

She was Angelina Kooi. 

Angel, as she was called, was barely fifteen when she came to the 
Schapers, but she was big, strong, and willing, and did her work 
excellently well. She settled down without any difficulty, and soon 
was so much at home that it seemed as if she were a member of the 
family. 

Ten years later Mie died, and after a few years Griet also, and Yzik 
remained alone with Angel. Grown into a strong woman and a 
capable farmer, she was as good as mistress. Yzik could safely leave 
everythin'; to her. She knew about everything, and stuck up for the 
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master's interests as if they were her own. Thus these two remained 
together, and were quite content. 

Again a few years passed, the summers with their busy haymaking 
and sowing and mowing of fields, and the winters with the cows in 
the sheds, giving plenty of work. 

Yzik was now sixty, a burly man with a thick red head on a leathery 
wrinkled brown neck. His phlegmatic nature, which had never 
made him long for any other kind of life, had become still more con- 
firmedly so, and he was less than ever susceptible to impressions 
having no immediate bearing on his daily round of thoughts. His 
farm-work was meat and drink to him, and as he still declined more 
outside help than was absolutely necessary, he was always very busy. 

Angel herself was already over forty. She had gradually come to 
consider herself as the mistress of the farm, the interests of which she 
had as much at heart as had the master himself. It was a good thing 
for Yzik that he was able to leave things in such good hands when he 
himself went to work in the fields. When he came home he found 
everything in order, and master and maid sat opposite each other at 
a well-cooked dinner, both quite content. 

Angel was tall and withered, but not unhandsome, and she always 
looked tidy. She was of an even temperament, too, and delighted in 
her unlimited authority in house and home. 

Neither of them wished things different, or dreamt that there ever 
might come a change, apart from their own wills. 

And yet this happened. 

Angel was the eldest daughter in a large family. Having left 
home so young, and never re-entered it, she felt no strong attachment 
for her parents. It had always seemed to her that the Schapers' 
affairs concerned her more. Yet she had always faithfully handed over 
her earnings to her mother, who, in return, provided her with clothes, 
as is the custom in Laren. Her brother and sisters married, one after 
the other, until only Bertha and Jan were left at home. Then one day 
Bertha announced that she was being courted by a farmer in Blaricum, 
a widower with children, and that she intended to get married soon. 

Vrouw Kool, old and rather indigent, listened to her with resigna¬ 
tion, and said, “ Then of course Angel will have to come home." 

When Angel was informed of this she got a great fright. She had 
forgotten that she did not really belong to Yzik Schaper. She had 
gradually begun to consider everything as belonging to her. Not a 
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cow but she had seen reared or bought; not a hen she had not seen 
leave the egg. The pigs and calves had always grown fat because she 
so regularly fed them. The vegetable garden, where she worked a 
great deal, was her pride ; she enjoyed so much seeing the things grow, 
and she took care that it produced always some things for their mid¬ 
day dinner, either fresh or preserved. And then the big front room. 
That beautiful room, with the well-kept handsome furniture. The 
heavy antique cabinet with brass fittings, the old blue porcelain on 
the top of it; the bureau with its secret little drawers of which she 
held the keys; the wide fireplace with the splendid tiles, ornamented 
with birds’ cages, cats, bishops, and borders of ornamental flowers; 
and the massive round table in front of it, where she and the master 
had their* own fixed places; the solid Frisian chairs with their com¬ 
fortable high backs ; the large hanging clock with its homely ticking, 
and the lace curtains which she had always washed and ironed with a 
loving respect. All this she would have to leave, just as if it did not 
concern her in the least. It seemed quite impossible. 

And her master’s clothes 1 She was sure that no one would look 
after them so carefully, so conscientiously, as she had always done. 

And then the master himself 1 The master himself! A sudden 
thought crossed her mind, a thought which she had never entertained 
before. She had to sit down, to consider carefully that which forced 
itself upon her. 

If Bertha married a farmer in Blaricum—well, she could marry a 
farmer in Laren—Yzik. Then she could remain where she was and 
everything would really be hers. True, Yzik was rather old, and he 
was not exactly handsome; but neither was she very young, and she had 
in fact given up all thought of marriage; and she got on well with Yzik. 

But how to manage to bring him to the scratch ? She doubted 
whether the thought of taking a wife had ever once crossed his mind. 
He seemed to have no interest beyond his land and his cattle. AU 
the same she would try: it had to be—she refused to leave here. 
Unfortunately there was not much time to spare. She would sound 
the master as soon as he returned. 

Promptly at twelve o’clock Yzik came home. He always enjoyed 
an excellent appetite, and did full honours to Angel’s repast. They 
were not in the habit of talking much during their meals. Yzik, with 
evident delight, stowed away several platefuls, until hiccupping 
noises left no doubt as to whether he had Had enough. He lay back 
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in his chair, satisfied, and lit his pipe. Now was the best opportunity 
if anything had to be discussed. 

“ Master, I’ve some news for you to-day "—thus Angel began— 
“ I’ll have to leave you l ” 

“ Eh ? " said Yzik. “ You’ll have to leave me ? Surely that 
cannot be true. Aren’t you satisfied here? I thought you would 
have stayed on for ever ? ” 

“ So did I, and I would wish nothing better, but I have to go home. 
Bertha is getting married, and so I've got to go home." 

Yzik did not seem to grasp the situation. He was not very quick 
at taking things in. 

“ Eh, well, we won’t bother about it yet. It’ll be all right. You 
have been here more than twenty-five years, I believe. You won’t 
leave at a moment’s notice." 

“ But it won't be all right," said Angel. " It will have to be. 
Why did you never marry, master ? ” 

“ I—I—11 " said Yzik, with a long drawl of astonishment. “ I— 
I—I—married ? It never crossed my mind. I was all right with 
Mie and Griet. It was nice to keep everything together. No, my 
word, a wife isn’t everything. I have seen quite enough of it with 
others. The one neglects your things, the other wastes your money, 
and a third is always worrying and never content. I'm not a bit 
sorry that I never married. I’m all right as I am.” 

“ Yes," said Angel, " but there's an end to that now, for I am 
going, and you'll have to see what you'll get." 

“ Ay, those girls nowadays are not worth much—that I know. 
They’re always wanting to go out, and they think more of their clothes 
than of their work.” 

Angel noticed that Yzik did not in the least connect the idea of 

marriage with her personality. 

" No doubt you’ll miss me," she began again after a while. 

“ Sure, I’ll do that," said Yzik, " for you have always done your 
best. I can't say other. You don't think your mother would leave 

you here and take some one herself ? " 

“ Catch her ! Mother take a stranger—whom she’ll have to pay— 
so long as I am free ? Dear me, no. You’ll have to think of some¬ 
thing better than that.” 

Yzik shook his thick head uneasily. " Eli, well, I must be off to 
the field. You’re not going this minute, hey ? ” , 
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“ No, master—we can have another talk to-night. Good-bye, 
master.” 

“ Good-bye, Angel! You’ll remember the young pigs, and the 
sack of rye that’s to go to the miller ? ” 

" I always remember everything—you know that. It will be very 
different when I am gone.” 

" Be quiet, girl. I can’t believe that you’re going. I was dead 
sure you would stay here for ever.” 

” Well, just turn it over in your mind, and try to find a way out o’ 
the difficulty,” Angel called after him. 

” I shouldn’t know how to,” grumbled Yzik. 

" Well, just think about it—good-bye, master ! ” 

” Good-bye, Angel,” and the farmer went his way. 

” The duffer 1 ” reflected Angel. " However shall I get it into 
his thick pate ? But it shall be done. I won't leave here. This is 
the only way, else I’ll have to go.” 

And all day long she looked at the things in the house with different 
eyes. She took, so to say, a firmer hold on them as the hours went 
by—began to love them more, and realised more clearly how impos¬ 
sible it would be for her to leave. 

In passing, she rubbed the cabinet caressingly with the comer of 
her apron; it shone so beautifully! And then again, with careful 
hands, she rearranged the ornaments on the bureau, so as to display 
them at their best. She addressed the animals and eased their minds 
—no, she would not leave them. She would manage to make it clear 
to her master! She liked him well enough, though it was leaving him 
that she dreaded least. 

In the evening she started at once digging her trenches for the 
attack. 

” Have you thought it over, master ? ” 

‘ No, girl 1 What can I do ? ” 

“ I’ll tell you. You’ll have to get married ; then there is an end 
to the difficulty.” 

” Have you taken leave of your senses, Angel ? I am far too old, 
and I wouldn't know who to ask 1 ” 

” Oh, come. There’s many a one would be willing to take you, 
you may be sure of that. You are not as old as all that, and you’re 
still sound enough.” 

But Yzik remained with his mouth open, in astonishment. What 
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strange things that girl could come out with I She really had fright¬ 
ened him l He'd better light his pipe. To smoke a pipe was more 
for the likes of him than to think; unless it was about the pigs—how 
heavy they might be—and whether his calculation about the cow that 
had to calve would turn out correct. On those sort of things he 
enjoyed to ponder—but never for long; time was too short for that* 
He would just go early to bed, for he had to be up early, and though 
he was strong enough, he knew only too well that he wasn't exactly 
twenty. 

"I am going to bed, Angel l " he said after a while. “ Are you 
going too ? " 

“ Yes, I am going too. I am ready. Good-night, master 1" 

“ Good-night, Angel 1" 

And Angel disappeared into the little room where she had a 
box-bed, while Yzik climbed into one of the high box-beds in the front 
part of the house. 

Next day, after dinner, Angel began again. 

“ Master, I ran home for a few minutes, and mother says that I’ll 
have to come soon—in about six weeks. Now have you thought of 
any arrangements ? ” 

“ Och, girl, how you do worry 1 How can I have thought of any 
arrangements in such a short time ? " 

“ Wouldn’t you care to get married, master ? ” 

“ That's out of the question, Angel. Such an old fellow I " 

“ Eh, well, you mustn't look for a young girl—one about forty, say; 
one of my age, for instance I " 

“ Oh, hold your tongue, girl—I have other things to do. When I 
was young I had no great wish for marriage, and less now. I don’t 
understand how you’ve got such a foolish notion into your head. 
You're sane enough otherwise." 

Angel sighed loudly on purpose, and turned her back on Yzik. 
Then she took the comer of her apron, and brought it to her eyes, and 
said in a tearful voice: " I do feel having to leave here. I can’t get 
over it. I can't get over it. I seem to be more at home here than in 
our own house." 

Never before had Yzik seen her act and speak in this way, and 
his astonishment had no limits. 

“ What are ye doing now I Crying ? Shall I go and ask your 
mother if she'll let you stay here ? " 
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" Oh, if only you ask it in the right way, she'll not object, I'm 
sure." 

“ Well then, if you think so, I'll go round. Don’t cry any more. 
Good-bye, Angel! ” 

As soon as he came home that night Angel asked : " Have you been 
to Mother's, Master ? " 

Yzik looked depressed, and was in no hurry to answer. He 
evidently had no good news. At last he said: She’ll not hear of 
it I She says you must come home." 

“ And what did you say then ? ” 

" Why, of course, if you could stay here.” 

" I knew you wouldn't put it in the right way. But I won’t 
leave here'; I couldn’t get over it—couldn't get over it.” And 
again the comer of her apron went up, and she turned her back 
on Yzik. 

He felt very uneasy. His life had flowed on without any emotion. 
He saw no way out of this disturbance, and he was absolutely at a loss 
what to do with weeping females. He quickly filled his pipe, and sat 
down on the seat outside, and as soon as he could reasonably do so, 
he said : “ I'm going to bed : good-night, Angel.” 

" Good-night, Master." 

The following days, at every meal, Angel painted the most terrible 
pictures of what things would be like when she was gone. The master’s 
clothes were sure to be neglected. He would soon be walking about 
like a man in a raree show for a miracle, with holes in his socks and 
without buttons on his coat. All the linen and the fine lace curtains 
would be spoiled in the wash, that was sure. No animal would be 
fed at the proper time. And it would be a wonder if he found any 
dinner for himself when he came home—and if he did, what sort of 
food ? Everything for certain would go to wreck and ruin. 

In Yzik's slow brain things began to look darker and darker, and 
when a week had passed he was almost as dejected as Angel herself. 
Yet he did not seem able to find the way out, and Angel realised that 
she must be even more explicit. 

“ I still think,” she said one afternoon, " that you ought to marry. 
Suppose you could find a woman just like me, would you think it so 
bad then ? Besides, you would have no wages to pay 1 ” 

Yzik was just on the point of putting a large potato in his mouth. 
He remained, his mouth wide open, in the act of doing so, utterly 
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astonished. Slowly a light seemed to dawn on him. Yet he had to 
take time to grasp it completely. He pushed the potato into his 
mouth and chewed audibly until he could swallow it; then he said: 
" What, Angel ? " 

" Just you reflect on it. Master. I’m not going to repeat what 
I said." 

Yzik emptied his plate, filled his pipe, and stared in front of him, 
lost in thought. 

What did the girl say ? Just such a woman as she—and there 
would be no wages to pay. Was it possible she had an eye for him ? 
Would that be why she hated leaving ? 

Without accounting for his action he got up, went through the 
front part of the house, and made straight for a small looking-glass 
which hung between two windows. Up till now he had only looked 
into the glass to tie his stock and to arrange the few hairs over his 
crown before going to church. Now he regarded himself carefully— 
more drowsily and stupidly even than he looked at other people—and 
liis image presented an extremely dull-brained visage. 

“ But she did say something of the kind," he muttered. " Then 
everything would be hers after my death—but, after all, I can't take 
it with me I And I should have to pay no wages—strange I never 
thought of that before 1 I might have been saving that all these years l 
But can she have meant that ? " 

Angel had noticed that this time she had struck home, and in great 
suspense looked forward to the evening meal. At first master and maid 
sat for a considerable time opposite each other in perfect silence. 
They polished off, with good appetite, a large portion of rice and 

butter-milk, and then Yzik said : 

“ Now, just tell me, Angel, did you mean this morning that you 

would like to become my wife ? ” 

Angel nodded an eager ” Yes.—Yes, Master. Then everything 
remains the same. The only difference is that you need no longer pay 
me any wages." 

“ Yes, but," said Yzik, " you will be the wife, and perhaps you 
may want a servant to do the work, and in that case I should be the 

loser." 

“ Oh no. Master, I’ll continue working as I have always done, I 
promise you that for certain, if only I may stay here. And you 
won’t need to buy me any clothes as yet, for there are plenty of thia^s 
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in the wardrobe that belonged to Mie and Griet, if I may be allowed 
to wear them." 

" Well, you must know yourself. I’m willing. I am no longer 
young, nor am I handsome, but if you like me ! . . ." 

“ Like you, like you! " said Angel. " I only feel it would be 
horrible to have to leave here 1 I couldn’t get over it, and if we marry 
we have both got out of the difficulty." 

“ You are quite right, girl, and it was stupid of me not to think 
of it sooner. That's because I was never one for marrying. But if, 
as you say, I don’t need to pay a wage any longer and you will remain 
here, I’ll go straight to your parents to-morrow. And now, I am 
going to bed, for I am dead-tired with all this thinking. Good-night, 
Angel! ” 

“ Good-night, Master ! " 

Next day Yzik went to Kool and his wife and asked solemnly for 
Angel’s hand, which was readily granted him. The Kools were 
mightily pleased with their future well-to-do son-in-law. 

“ It’s all right, girl,” cried Yzik when he came back. " This time 
I asked it in a better way. Now to-morrow we’ll register, and in a 
fortnight's time we'll get married. But we won't have a wedding 
party—you won’t mind that, eh ? " 

“ That’s all right 1 I don’t care a scrap for wedding parties ; I'm 
uncommon well pleased just that I can remain here." 

“ Well, and I'm quite content also that I needn't look out for a 
new servant, and am quit of paying wages into the bargain." 

A fortnight later the couple got married quietly, Angel rigged 
out in an old-fashioned bodice of Mie’s. After church they went 
together to Mother Kool , who had been unable to be present, because 
walking was difficult for her ; and with the nearest relations they had 
a very simple wedding breakfast, and in the evening sat again opposite 
each other, eating their meal, just as if nothing had happened. 

" I am going to bed," said Yzik. "Iam really quite tired after 
all these unaccustomed goings on ! Good-night, Angel! ” 

“ Good-night, Master,” said Angel. “ I’ll just go on saying 
* Master.' I have always been accustomed to it.” 
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D IRECTLY after coffee, Betsy came. 

“ Jo, my heartiest congratulations. I've looked in rather 
early—just for a moment. You see. I’m not in the mood, 
quite, for a wedding-Reception. 1 I went to see Herman this morning. 
He was very bad—past speaking. I'm afraid he won’t live another 
twenty-four hours l ” 

She looked out of the window, her fingers twitching nervously. 
And as I watched her, unmoved, it crossed my mind, “ Could it be 
true, as had sometimes been said, that there was an understanding 
between her and Herman ? ” 


“ Was he able to recognise you ? ” I asked absently, my real 
thoughts being with Jan and the Reception. 

“ I think so, judging from his eyes. But I didn’t stay long. 
Everything seems to oppress him.” She got up and stared out of 
the window, her back towards the room. Then she said: 

“ Can you realise it, Jo! He was always so full of life—the jolliest 
of us all." 


“ Yes.” Her words did not touch me. I had known for so long 
that his condition was hopeless. Death was so far away from me ; 
my life was only beginning, with all that is most beautiful still before 
me—sunny, happy anticipations, and such a flame of youthful feeling. 
It seemed impossible that once I had taken it so much to heart. 


A crowded Reception. Kind faces, flowers, bustle, and the proud 
consciousness that I am the heroine oi ah these festivities. How 
delightful these attentions 1 

Sometimes, amid them all, like something from outside of me, 
creeps up a thought of Herman. Strange that I felt nothing. I 
kept on laughing, undisturbed and happy. Yet a few years ago I 
could have died for him. At that time I had felt myself so small 
beside him, a poor creature, grateful for one kind word ; and now he 


1 The “Reception'' in Holland comes exactly a fortnight before the 
wedding ceremony, and during these two weeks the couple are bride and 
bridegroom. 
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meant nothing to me. Now he was a poor dying man, an object of 
pity, and I a proud, happy bride. 

I looked up at Jan, with his handsome, intelligent face, in which 
so great will-power showed. He is extremely fond of me, yet I am 
quite an ordinary girl, and he so talented, so successful in the world. 
From a teacher he has become a Professor. In the autumn, at the 
Inauguration Speech, I’ll take my place among the audience—the 
wife of the Professor. Mien thinks that frightfully funny. She bursts 
out laughing every time Jan mentions it. 

Herman was always delicate. Even when I first met him he 
looked pale and thin. ... Oh I well. Nothing but worry would 
have come of it. One never knows what is for the best. It had 
caused me much sorrow then. I had wondered, '* Why, oh why, 
should I have to suffer so.” And now I am the happy bride I am— 
just because he did not love me then. 

Is Betsy really fond of him ? If so, however could she have come 
to congratulate me ? How could she give her thoughts to such 
things, when perhaps in a few hours he will be dead. No, she cannot 
love him as I did then. ... Yet, I ought not to say that. No one 
then guessed my feelings either. Yet how miserable I was. . . . But 
there was no reason why she should restrain herself. Nobody would 
think of making any silly remarks now. Oh, how could she come to 
me ! . . . No, I am sure she does not love him, really. 

During dinner Mother starts about it. 

" Jo ? Why did Betsy come before the Reception ? ” 

It annoyed me to have to speak about it. 

“ Because she had been to Herman van Houten’s this morning. 
He seems to be pretty bad, and she wasn’t exactly in a mood for a 
Reception.” 

“ I can understand that, if you come straight from a patient so 
seriously ill,” remarked Mien. " He is not expected to live, eh ? ” 

" No, the doctor has given him up.” 

After dinner Jan and I went into the garden. It was tenderly 
mild weather: a warm, sympathetic evening sun; a night for restful 
contented enjoyment, yet faintly sad thoughts—you cannot say about 
what. We walked together very slowly, very ultimately, my hand 
in his. . . . My thoughts wandered with gentle, understanding 
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feelings to Herman, who even now perhaps was dying. Cruel, cruel, 
a youth so murderously cut short 1 

I told Jan about him : how bright he used to be; the leader in all 
our fun and frolic, always laughing out of sheer love of life, finding 
enjoyment in the mere fact of existence ; carrying life's troubles so 
lightly, tackling difficult duties so unconsciously. Must he die now, 
who so enjoyed life ? 

I fell suddenly silent. Had I not been talking rather much about 
him. Mightn't Jan begin to comprehend ? But Jan realised nothing. 
He walked on—straight, proud, happy, smiling triumphantly in the 
evening sun. He could afford to be content. In everything he had 
been successful, as he had known beforehand that he should be. It 
never enters his head to feel jealous. That I should not belong 
absolutely to him now that he wants me : that anything insuperable 
should stand in the way of his happiness,—impossible I Jan never 
fails. He has never asked me whether I ever loved any one else. . . . 
This certainty of his about me annoys me slightly. It depresses me 
to realise that this strong man does not really need me. He would 
get on as well without me. Love's pain will bind him as little as 
poverty has restrained him. I am just one little piece in the puzzle 
of his life. Now that he has got so far he can turn his thought 
to marriage; so long as he had to work hard, very sensibly he did 
not occupy his mind with such matters. Love has never governed 
him; he has never been mad, desperate with love. Nothing rules 
him. Coolly, he rules himself. Were I to break off my engagement 
now, he would subdue his grief and by and by take another wife. He 
does not need me ; his own strength suffices him. 

A mad idea l That I am more wanted, therefore, at that deathbed, 
where I might make the last hours easier by little attentions, soft 
words of consolation. Nonsense, of course. Herman never wanted 
me during his life; very likely he has not a thought for me, now that 
he is dying. Yet I should like to see him once more. . . . Couldn't 
I go to-morrow, Just for a moment—if he is still alive then ? ... It 
wouldn't look strange; we knew each other very well. But I, a 
bride, in that house of mourning,—no, it is impossible. I carry about 
with me thoughts of glad hope, of joyful expectation, and it would 
seem indifferent and cruel to hurt his people by such a contrast. . . . 
And then, of course, the talk at home—Hey ! I wonder, is it possible 
that they did at one time have a suspicion ? . . . Cryptic mysterious 
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hints might reach Jan, who would want to know all the ins and outs. 
No, I won't go. . . . But if I were not now a bride. . . . 

Herman’s death has been announced at the door. I was in my 
own little room near the front hall. ... I heard his name repeated 
in the monotonous official drone ..." their son Herman . . . died 
...” I heard the maid hasten to the parlour, open the door, and 
tell Mother—the door closed again; the kitchen door opened for a 
moment, letting out a burst of loud voices. Then only Mother’s step 
in the hall towards my door. 

" I say, Jo, they have just announced the death of Herman van 
Houten. You heard ? " 

" Yes, Mother.” 

" The end has been very sudden. . Sad—so young—dreadful for 
the parents.” 

" Yes, dreadful.” 

" Have they other children ? ” 

"Another son, a few years younger than Herman. He looks 
delicate too." 

Mother goes. I sit still and try to realise that Herman is dead. 
When did I see him last ? Oh yes ! that evening at Mrs. Maas'—it’s 
nearly a year ago now. Six of us young people had arrived ; I remem¬ 
ber still the feeling among us of expectation, of not being quite at 
ease as how to make a start. " What a time Herman is—Oh, that’s 
him, I hear his cough." 

" I must apologise, Mrs. Maas, for being so late. I felt a little out 
of sorts.” 

" You shouldn’t have bothered coming at all, my good boy.” 

" Oh, it was nothing serious." 

As usual, he was the brightest of us all, and his laughter caused 
him to cough. Only, when we started singing he did not join in. At 
other times you could hear his voice above us all. " Herman, do 
come and sing.” " No, the doctor says it’s better not.” Our singing 
soon came to an end. We lacked spirit without him. 

He saw me home. " Don't bother about me, Herman, if you don’t 
feel very fit.” " I'm all right.” We talked, very amicably, all the 
way. But I was quite calm when I got home,—I who used to feel so 
excited whenever I had spoken to him; unable to fix my mind on 
anything. I thought of Jan, whom I was to meet next day, and of 
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what blouse I should put on. Now and then Jan's manner had made 
me suspect—but I did not yet dare to believe. . . . And I wondered 
how it was that love could die like this. 

Leo Maas came to ask me to join them in getting a wreath. I 
don’t care for wreaths. I dislike their white glare against the black 
cloth. But I did not wish to seem affected, and so agreed. 

He told me Herman was to be buried on Thursday. “ My wedding- 
day,” said I to myself—that gave me a shock. Late at night Leo 
pushed a note through the letter-box to say that they were not sending 
a wreath after all. The relations had asked that there should be no 
flowers. I was glad. 

The thought oppresses me more and more that Herman will be 
buried on my wedding-day. Only a few years ago I had pictured him 
sitting next to me that day, his bright eyes full of happiness, and 
smiling gladly down on me. His eyes, his laugh. I still feel something 
refreshingly warm at the recollection of them. ... By his eyes Betsy 
had known that he recognised her. I could understand it so well 
—the happy look when he recognised her whom he loved. 

I am glad that this week we have no festivities. I couldn't possibly 
force myself into the mood for them. 

The house, of course, is all astir with the coming wedding. Mother 
bustles about all day long. I’m glad she is so capable, for my own 
thoughts keep wandering. Gerda, I believe, envies me principally 
because of my trip to Switzerland. She keeps on looking up excur¬ 
sions in Baedeker, and calling out: ” Say. You must be sure to go 
there.’’ 

No one mentions Herman. 

Travel. How I long for it. Delightful to get absolutely fresh 
impressions, a beginning of a new life; to be finished with the old 
one, which seems to surround me here as if it would suffocate 
me. . . . But, first, there is the wedding-day, the day of Herman's 
funeral. 

Jan is very happy. He makes everybody roar with his nonsense, 
and sings all day long. In the evening, when we are walking in the 
garden, while the others are sitting in the lamp-lit room, he talks about 
our future: how we’ll go out together, and read together. It is 
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noticeable how much he looks forward to something sweetly intimate, 
something peacefully happy after his life of stem duty. It makes me 
feel safe. I can see my life before me, and I know that I can be 
happy and make happy. I need not have doubts or fears. . . . 7 
smile contentedly as I walk beside him. 

Yet I feel so old ; like some one tired of thinking; some one who 
can only take enjoyment calmly, and can no longer exult in jubilating 
happiness. 

Now, why is that ? Esteem, warm friendship — but not that 
passionate love! 

No, that you can only feel once in your life. That youthful ardour, 
—not twice can one love so, with all one’s soul, with every nerve. 
Everything is so childishly insignificant compared with that. 

My youtfi is past. My moment of greatest energy has gone by. 
It is a pity. It seems to me that life is too full—so much passes 
without impressing me. I should prefer to have the whole day free 
for nothing but memories. These other things don’t interest me. 

For a passing second I thought of asking Jan to postpone our 
marriage for a week. But everybody would think me affected. And 
Jan would suspect—he would desire me to tell him everything, and 
that would cast a shadow over his happiness, perhaps throughout 
our married life. . . . No. I have always borne it alone—better do 
so to the end: brave and silent, and with a bright face. 

The force of my love frightens me. I thought it was dead, and 
here once more it rises threateningly : the shadow creeps up, spreads 
over all the sunny country, and again clouds the clear blue sky. 
Something tough and tenacious exists in me, and oppresses me—will 
it never die ? Will it gnaw at my heart all my life long ? 

Thursday. My first thought when I waken is that to-day i& 
Herman's funeral; then, that to-day I'll have to get married. I 
feel tired, and wronged. I don't feel inclined to get up. Can’t they 
leave me alone to-day. One day’s, one week's delay won’t make 
much difference. 

However shall I get through this day ? I have to think about so 
many things—to talk so much. How hateful all this commotion! 
It is only a pastime, a filling up of days; I am beyond the zenith ; 
my energy of spirit, the power of emotion in me vanished with that 
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one thing which is to no purpose. My heart seems dead. . . . Then, 
I was alive. 

Downstairs all is bright sunlight and flowers. Gerda brings me a 
white rose from the garden : " Wait a minute, Jo. I want to tie it 
to the handle of your teacup—there ! ” 

'* Thanks 1 Now fetch a red rose for Jan when he comes." 

She runs back into the garden, a playful young thing. 

The festive atmosphere brightens me; everything is happy and 
fresh. Mother, fortunately, is not the least affected. " Heavens 1 
are you able to eat ? " exclaims Gerda. " I’m sure I wouldn’t be 
able to swallow a bite.” 

“ Why not ? ” says Mien. “ When you have finally made up 
your mind, there is no need to get nervous about the wedding. You’ve 
had ample time to think about it. I’m glad that silly, weepy weddings 
are no longer in the fashion." " Yet I fancy Mother will have a good 
cry," teases Gerda. “ Now, if Jo were going to the East Indies—but 
I am glad to think she stays so near. Leyden is only a step." 

I am standing in front of the mirror. Gerda has helped to hook 
me up in my wedding-dress, and now looks at me from a distance to 
see the effect. “ Beautiful 1 It does make you look young." As if 
I were ever so old already ! 

Jan offers me his arm, and proudly takes me down the stairs. 
The house is full of sunshine. Everybody looks happy. I am 
contentedly happy myself; after all, what was there to make me 
melancholy this morning ? I am not marrying out of melancholy— 
am I not fond of Jan ? I feel young again, and bright: I have every 
reason to be grateful—for Jan, and for Mother, and the girls who 
are all so good to me. Now that I am really leaving it all, I experience 
a soft, tender feeling—something holy and solemn. 

Suppose Herman had proposed to me. I should now be in a house 
of mourning, crying in the arms of his mother, or once more for the 
last time bent over his set, peaceful face. . . . 

Unpleasant thought 1 It comes to me when we are seated in the 
carriage, and I know that it will grow, and that I won’t be able to 
dismiss it from my mind. Mocking irony of prosaic, real life: " And 
what did the girl do who loved him so much ? " “ Oh, nothing. She 
got married the day of his funeral." 
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Will Betsy be there ? No doubt, if they were really secretly 
engaged. Nobody will think of me. I had not counted in his life. 

Everywhere sunshine—in the streets a cheery bustle—bright and 
quick wheels rattle. Suddenly we are held up in the narrow street, 
and through the window I see two stately moving horses, then a 
black hearse, going slowly. A start, a lump in the throat—Herman ! 
In the first carriage I vaguely recognise the tall, thin figure of his 
brother. I lean back, cold, and my heart thumps. 

For the fraction of a second Jan’s face clouds over. Then, 
determined not to show his feeling : “ I say, Jo, you are not super¬ 
stitious, eh ? But, child, how white you look. Has this funeral really 
frightened you ? " 

" It is Herman van Houten's—I recognised his brother." 

“ Oh yfes. I remember. The young fellow you were speaking 
about the other day.” 

No curious, suspicious look—just a conventional remark—com¬ 
plete indifference. Has he no sensitiveness for anything! Is there so 
little unexpressed sympathy between us that he does not feel it by 
intuition; does he pay so little attention to me that he does not 
notice my difficulty in controlling myself,—how my voice shakes, my 
lips tremble, my breath comes quickly ? Oh I he does not even 
suspect that I have a hidden, inner life of my own. He believes he 
knows me: a child, surrendered to him, expecting everything from 
him, without secrets—I who am far more full-grown than he. He 
has never suffered deeply. 

Mother looks white when she steps from the carriage, and says 
something to Mien in a nervous whisper. Mien answers with a 
disdainful shrug of her shoulders. I understand quite well : Mother 
is distressed by our meeting the funeral, and Mien is saying, “ What, 
Mother, are you as superstitious as all that ? How on earth can it 
matter—it’s just a coincidence." 

Mother looks anxiously at me, and I smile nervously back. Gerda 
cries excitedly : " Dear me, Jo is upset by it. She does look white." 

Then we climb the stairs. O God, how miserable I am 1 If 
only for a moment I could sit somewhere quietly by myself. Jan, 
beside me, so proudly happy. No one understands me in the least. 
All my anxiety I must keep to myself. 
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T INE VAN VOORST was busy in the green-glimmering conser¬ 
vatory. Slowly and almost mechanically she did the everyday 
work, cutting away the withered leaves, watering and washing 
the plants. Sometimes her fingers shook with nervous emotion, or 
she stood still, with a fixed look in her dark eyes. Suddenly she 
entered the room with hasty steps and looked at the clock. 

Nearly two . . . she stood still, breathing deeply; unconscious 
of the feeling of relief caused by the coolness of the room after the 
oppressing heat in the conservatory. Round about her the house 
lay soundless, as if asleep in the warm afternoon. Through the open 
side-window came softly the sound of chirping birds across the garden, 
but it also was weary, without excessive jubilation. 

One other hour she had to while away; she could go and dress 
now, leisurely. 

At three o'clock the children were expected, her children. Six 
years ago she had gone away from them, when she had no more strength 
left to bear her married life, .so full of disappointment, or to resist the 
love for Van Voorst, which had called her to a happiness greater than 
she had ever known before. She had experienced then a feeling of 
wild revolt, a youthful yearning after happiness, and a conviction also 
that she had a right to take it and give it to the man whom she had 
learned to love. 

And during all these years happiness had been # showered upon her; 
it had rejuvenated her, and made her more beautiful by its tenderness. 
Her life had blossomed out, had grown fuller during her second 
marriage. She had ripened into a woman with a rich personality, 
who understood life. 

Yet the past clung to her. The thought of her children, left 
behind, rose up in her repeatedly; it came unexpectedly in quiet 
nights when she lay awake—a sudden, smarting pain in moments of 
the greatest happiness. 

She felt no remorse. Now that her personality had been allowed 
to develop itself she saw clearly, though she had been dimly conscious 
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of it before, that she had never been a mother to her children, because 
she had never been herself under the burden of her unhappy marriage. 
She knew also that their father's sister had made their home much 
happier after she was gone. 

But there was grief in the knowledge that, when she had the chil¬ 
dren, she could not be a mother, and that now, when the woman in 
her was fully developed, she had no children. 

If she could have been allowed a child by the man she loved so 
fully, the past might have kept silent: now it pained her with recol¬ 
lections and longings. 

At first she wanted to hide these longings from her husband, but 
he suspected them, and induced her to talk about them, since between 
them everything ought to be open. Only very seldom did they 
broach the subject; but to Tine it was a consolation to know that 
Henri understood and sympathised. 

She had not been permitted to see the children all those years; 
now the father was dead and her lawyer had managed to have her 
appointed their guardian. 

In anxious longing she had waited for the decision, and then had 
come, like a great jubilation, the knowledge that once more the 
children would be hers. But after the first joy was over she had felt 
afraid—afraid of disappointment, and an involuntary shrinking from 
the waiting task, more difficult now that the children had outgrown her. 

Her husband had comforted her with his great love ; had planned 
the future so that he and she should give themselves to her children. 
She had realised in this the highest he could give her, for he loved 
quiet, and did not himself long for children. She was more than ever 
aware of the treasure she possessed in his love, and pictured a future 
full of sunny happiness in which she could bestow abundance of love 
on every one. 

To-day the children were coming to see her for the first time. 
Her husband had gone out. She felt that this must be, yet she longed 
for him while waiting by herself. 

The children of her imagination were those of six years ago—it was 
difficult to realise that she would never see those children back again. 

Eddy, her eldest boy—perhaps he was called Edward now, but for her 
he still remained Eddy,—she still saw as the wild, noisy boy of twelve, 
hot-tempered, yet with a great fount of tenderness. So, at any rate, 
she understood him now in retrospection, whereas before his softer 
qualities had been lost on her. She had only been aware of his noisy. 
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boyish actions which had made her tired and angry. How had he 
grown up ? Would he understand what had happened ? What 
would he think of his mother ? ' 

Arthur, the youngest, then a little boy of four, was now nearly as 
she remembered Eddy then. How would he have developed, the 
quick child, inclined to ponder ? Had he, perhaps, been so quiet 
only because of his oppressive surroundings ? 

In Nellie, who in appearance resembled her, she expected to find 
the father’s cold and surly nature. But she might be mistaken. The 
child was now sixteen ... in glad emotion she pictured herself 
Nellie’s friend. 

Tine began to dress, leisurely at first, then with a nervous haste, 
afraid of being late. 

It was a quarter to three when she was ready and slowly went 
downstairs to the drawing-room. 

Softly she walked towards the sofa in the comer of the room, as 
if she were fearful of disturbing the silence. Life would be so different 
when the children were with her for good. The quiet house would be 
full of bustle and noise. Suddenly she jumped up, and began to 
rearrange the flowers on the table, as she listened for the cab. 

She looked about her. How would they like being here ? No 
doubt it was less luxurious than they had been accustomed to, but 
she would make life more bright and sunny for them than they had 
ever known it before. 

When once that first difficult moment of meeting was past, they 
would have a long intimate talk ; the children would understand then 
her great love for them, which had only begun to grow during the years 
of separation. 

Wheels came grinding over the gravel. 

With soft quick steps Tine went towards the window and gazed 
through the curtains, but before the carriage door was opened she 
had fled back to the sofa. Then with the utmost endeavour she 
walked towards the door, waiting for Mina to open it. Mina was to 
show the children in. She waited in the room ; sfie could not go and 
meet them in the presence of the maid. 

Pale, her eyes wide open in suspense, she stared at the door. It 
opened wide, and Tine advanced with trembling feet and held out 
her hand. 

She saw her three children enter, strangers, far removed from her, 
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and in the tension of her expectation took in their appearance at a 
glance. She saw Nellie, dark and pale as she herself had been at her 
age, but with something stubborn in the compressed lips, and the too 
erectly carried head. Holding her hand was Arthur, small for his age, 
and fair, with soft girlish lines round nose and mouth. Timidly he 
kept his eyes fixed on the ground, and clenched his free hand to a fist. 
Behind the two came Eddy, tall and slim, quite different from the 
boy of Tine’s recollection. With self-confidence he came forward at 
once, and was the first to say, with a merry cordiality in his tone: 
" How do you do, Mother ? ” 

Politely he offered Tine his hand. She, feeling small before him, 
only said softly : " How do you do, Eddy ? ” She kept his hand for 
a moment between her own, but did not dare to give him a kiss now 
that he had made no advance for it. 

Then she took Nellie’s hand at the same time, bending forward to 
kiss her. " Well, my child,” she said tenderly. The girl did not 
reply, and offered her cheek to receive her mother’s kiss. Tine felt 
her eyes bum, yet she spoke with a merry welcome : “ And here is 
Arthur ! ” She drew him to her. 

" Can't you speak ? ” reprimanded Eddie fatherly. But Tine 
clasped the child in her arms, and not meeting with any resistance she 
kissed him tenderly on the mouth. He returned her kiss and looked 
down again. For a moment Tine buried her face in the stubborn hair. 
The tension was eased. She was happy, because he was near her; 
happy, because she was allowed to win his love. But in these first 
moments she had to be as natural as possible, careful not to hurt the 
children’s feelings for the memory of their father. 

" Now come and sit down,” she said, with warmth in her voice. 

“ Here in the room it is cooler than in the conservatory. Will you 
sit on the sofa, Nellie ? ” 

The child followed, and took her seat like a young lady making a 
call, while Eddy lowered himself slowly into an easy-chair. Tine gave 
Arthur a low seat close to her. 

” Have you had a good journey ? ” she asked. 

" Excellent, thank you, only far too warm,” Eddy answered 
correctly, incidentally taking a look round. 

Arthur, forgetting his shyness, suddenly began to talk merrily: 

" There was a gentleman who would not let us open the window, and 
Eddy got fearfully angry. It was so mean ! ” 
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Tine laughed. “ And what happened ? ” 

“ Oh, the gentleman got out very soon and we were all so glad 1 " 
Arthur’s eyes danced merrily. 

“ Yes, it would have been too suffocating,” said Nellie affectedly. 

" I'm sure you would like some lemonade ? ” 

Tine lifted the tray from the sideboard and handed it round. Eddy 
took a glass ; Nellie refused. “ Don't you care for lemonade ? ” 

" Oh yes . . . but I don't feel inclined for it just now.” 

Tine understood the hesitation after the first word. The child 
was accustomed to answer with two words, but could not bring herself 
to say “ Mother.” She bent her head with something like shame, 
and was glad to see Arthur put out his hand for a glass of lemonade, 
for which he said, quite unconcernedly : “ Thank you, Mother ! ” 

” You’ll take a biscuit, won't you ? ” 

Nellie took one, nibbled at it with affected little bites, and moved 
more and more towards the end of the sofa. Tine suddenly felt a 
great pity for her child; she was here against her wish. Perhaps 
she had had to hear a good deal about her mother from other girls, 
and had loved her father very much. 

Tine longed to take her in her arms, but controlled herself ; she 
had to approach the child carefully. And for a moment she wondered 
with anxious fear : Was it too late ? Meanwhile she listened to Eddy, 
who made remarks about the country, leading the conversation in a 
self-assured and unconcerned way. 

Entering into this manner of talking, Tine asked: 41 Have you 

begun to smoke yet ? ” 

“ Of course. Mother,” he answered with a laugh. 

“ I’ve got some good cigarettes here.” She stopped abruptly. 
She had meant to add that Henri was accustomed to smoke them, 
but she did not know how to refer to Henri. After a while, however, 
she continued bravely: “Mr. van Voorst always smokes these.” 

Eddy was silent, and for the first time a little stiff. Nellie's mouth 

contracted. 

Tine noticed Arthur look at the biscuits and quickly offered him 
one. 

" Have your holidays begun also ? ” she asked. 

” Haven’t they just "—the boy laughed happily. “ But, isn't it 
mean, Nell has six weeks, and I have only five. 

“ And I nearly ten,” laughed Eddy, recovering from his constraint. 
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" You’ll be glad that the final is over, eh ? " 

" Yes . . . it’s a great relief.’’ 

Leaning back in his chair, he quietly went on smoking. Tine felt 
her face grow hot. It was impossible to pass a whole afternoon in 
this way. What about the confidential talk of which she had hoped 
so much. It was rather difficult before Arthur. Nor could she return 
Arthur’s innocent advances with natural tenderness, because of the 
others. 

“ Say, Arthur," she proposed, “ wouldn't you like to have a look 
round the garden ? There are hens and rabbits 1 Isn't that ripping I " 
She found herself searching for children’s expressions, reflecting with 
astonishment that before she never used to trouble to speak to them 
in their own language. 

Arthur fiodded. Nellie got up: " May I go also ? ” she asked. 

Tine hesitated. Should she talk to Eddy alone ? It seemed 
easier, but just on that account that it seemed cowardly to avoid what 
had to be done. She answered kindly: " No, child, I would prefer 
you to stay.” For a second she took Nellie’s hand. The girl passively 
let her. " I’ll take Arthur to Mina, then she can go with him into the 
garden.” 

She caught the boy’s hand, and in the hall talked merrily about the 
ducklings that he might feed and the rabbits he might let loose. With 
a smile on her face, she watched him skip into the garden with Mina. 

On re-entering she was aware that all that was sweet in Arthur 
had gone. She noticed also the sudden silence that fell between Eddy 
and Nellie. Nellie’s face was red and excited. Eddy lit a new 
cigarette with unnecessary care. 

Slowly Tine sat down again, and in a confidential, kind tone said : 

” We three must have a talk together. Arthur is still too young.” 

She was silent for a moment and again felt the smart of pity for 
Nellie, who tightly clasped her hands together, yet forced herself to 
remain seated in a well-mannered way. 

Tine continued : “I intended writing to you, but it seemed to me 
better that we should meet first. Of course, you won’t understand all 
that happened long ago ; you are too young for that.” Eddy smiled, 
and Tine noticed the haughtiness of the smile. Nellie sat motionless, 
her face fixed like a mask, and Tine recognised in that set face a likeness 
to her father. K> 

With difficulty she continued: “ And now we have seen each 
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other again, now, I hope . . Again she stopped for a moment, 
and immediately Eddy interrupted smartly: “ You won’t find me 
troublesome, Mother, I generally get on with everybody.” 

Tine suddenly held on to this safeguard of airy talk against her own 
sensitiveness. 

" Oh, have you many friends ? ” 

" Oh yes, of course, from the H.B.S.” (High Burgher School). 

" And are some of them going to Leyden also ? ” 

“ Four of us are going in for Medicine. And they're just the boys 
I get on with best.” 

“ They have always been the top four in the class.” Nellie spoke 
now in a different tone, full of warm admiration for her brother. This 
gave Tine a sensation of happiness, and quietly she continued talking 
about unimportant things. 

Yet, after a while, the conversation lagged once more, hitching 
against that which would not be broached, and again Tine wished that 
they might be different together, and not so much like strangers. 

“ I should like you to come here next week ”... she hesitated 
because of Nellie’s disappointed face, and added : " for a little 
while.” 

" I was going to stay with a friend,” said Nellie sadly. 

“ Oh 1 What is her name ? ” 

“ Wies Martens—she lives in Arnhem—we are at boarding-school 
together.” Nellie's answers were short and forced, as if in answer 
to troublesome questions. And she added quickly: “ Auntie approves 
of it.” 

Tine felt herself blushing, but kindly she acquiesced. “ Then I 
approve also. Go and stay there first, and come here later on. 

" For always ? ” 

At this surly question. Tine again recognised in Nellies face a 
likeness to the father. She saw the disdainful lifting of the nose which 
she had hated so much in him, and with a slight resentment answered 
somewhat haughtily: ” We'll see about that later on. 

" Am I not going back to boarding-school ? 

“ Perhaps—you'll have to wait and see.” 

She noticed Nellie's face grow sharper still, and suddenly, against 
her\will, the wish rose up that all might have remained as it had been 
these last years. But at the same time, in one flash, the recollection 
of the smarting longing with which she had looked forward to the 
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children shot through her; and forcing back her resentment, she spoke 
kindly to Eddy : “You and Arthur are coming next week then ? ” 

“ Certainly, Mother, with pleasure,” he agreed frankly; and 
brightly, as if to please her, he added : “ Arthur will enjoy being here 
in this big garden. It's just the place for him.” 

Tine smiled with a soft feeling of gratefulness towards Eddy. 
“ And then we’ll plan all sorts of things,” she said cheerily. “ And 
when you come, Nell, you’ll tell me all about Arnhem. Have you 
been there before ? ” 

" Twice already ; it is awfully jolly there, and such nice people 1 ” 
Nellie laughed this time, sunny and childlike. 

“ Do you know what you must do ? ” suggested Tine brightly. 
“ You must ask Wies Martens to come here later on—for instance, the 

b 

last week of the holidays. What do you think of that ? ” 

“ Now, Sissy, that's not a bad idea,” laughed Eddy. 

But Nellie’s face suddenly stiffened. “ She won’t be allowed,” 
she said curtly, and a vivid red covered her cheeks and forehead. 

Tine started ; she did not dare to ask, “ Why not,” and at the same 
time she fully realised how Nellie had suffered because of what she 
had done. She should not make it more difficult for the child ; and 
making as if she had not caught the meaning of Nellie’s words, she 
continued cheerfully : “ Oh, well, we can see about that, too, later on. 
Now shall we go and see what Arthur is about ? It's nice and shady 
in the garden.” 

Jt Delighted ! ” Eddy rose at once, and said a little commandeer- 
ingly : “ Come along, Nell.” Nellie followed silently. 

The garden lay glowing in the heat of the afternoon, which seemed 
to make everything in it smaller, as though shrivelled up, and tired 
with gasping beneath the burning sun. Above the scorched lawn 
fluttered a couple of white butterflies, gambolling and tumbling over 
each other, and from the hen-run came every now and then a long- 
drawn, shrill cackle, which immediately died away again, as soon as 
the hen had wriggled down into the sand beside the others. 

Tine looked round, abruptly turning her head away from the plot 
of geraniums, the vivid red of which burnt her eyes. 

“ Arthur isn’t here; shall we take this path ? Perhaps he’s in 
the tent ? ” She pointed towards a dark path which, deep and cool, 
lay hidden under the shadows of the beeches, and walking on, took 
Eddy's arm, feeling the need of contact with him. 
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He kept his arm bent, and regulated his steps correctly to hers. 
Nellie, puffing with the heat, had taken off her hat and was using it 
as a fan. 

" Here under the trees it’s not so bad, eh ? " asked Tine. " It’s 
rather oppressive all the same. It must be delightful at the seaside 
just now! ” 

“ It’s not at all bad here, though. It’s a beautiful garden I ” 
praised Eddy politely. 

“ Are you fond of flowers and plants ? ” 

“ I like to look at them, Mother, but I don’t know much about 
them—only what we learnt at school.” 

“ Well, perhaps you could learn here. . . . ” ; she again stopped 
abruptly, frightened because she wanted to say that her husband 
knew so much about plants. With gladness she exclaimed : “ Look, 
there is Arthur 1 ” 

The boy looked up from his game of throwing marbles into a hole, 
and Tine felt quite pleased at the thought of how much at home he 
seemed in her garden. But suddenly she started. Beside him lay 
several rosebuds, some hardly open, others still in their bracts ; buds 
of the rare yellow rose of which Henri was so fond. Only this morning 
they had admired them together. 

“ Did you pick those ? ” There was an involuntary sternness in 
her voice. 

Arthur blushed, and looked shyly towards the ground : “ I 
thought I might,” he said. 

“ Well, just this once,” excused Tine. " Take them home with 
you.” And to the others she explained : " They are very rare roses, 
we got them from abroad, and this is the first time they are in bud. 
Look, Nell, what a delicate yellow these buds are ? ” 

“ Yes, very fine,” answered Nellie indifferently. 

Tine continued talking about the garden, made fun with Arthur, 
and let him tell her about the rabbits. She felt tired, and caught 
herself longing for solitude. She felt a cramp-like inclination to 
cry, such as she had once retained after a serious illness. But bravely 
she forced herself to remain bright, and to talk cheerily about little 
things, as if the children were strangers accidentally paying a call. 

When it was nearly time to go to the station, she took them to the 
carriage, doubtful whether she ought to give in to her longing not to 
go with them. It was a relief when she felt that she could let them 
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go by themselves; that they would prefer it; also that it looked 
better in view of the village people. 

When Eddy offered her his hand to say good-bye, she drew him 
towards her: " Good-bye, boy, till to-day week, eh ? ” 

“ All right, Mother; I'll let you know about the train.” Hastily 
he kissed her on the forehead; she withdrew her lips, disappointed. 

Then she held out her hand to Nellie, and quickly, almost shyly, 
as if she was doing something wrong, she kissed Arthur. 

Silently she looked after the carriage, and waved when it turned 
the comer. Arthur waved back, Eddy lifted his hat, Nellie nodded 
with a forced Smile. 

Full of longing Tine looked in the opposite direction to see if Henri 
was not coming. But she saw nothing, and slowly she returned to 
the room, mechanically she gathered the tumblers, and put the chairs 
back in their place. 

When she had nothing else to do, she sat down quietly, and thought, 
and doubted; doubted whether she had not acted wrongly long ago, 
and whether it was still possible to right that wrong. 
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MY HERO 


I WAS a boy of twelve or thirteen, and, just like other boys of that 
age, full of life, mischief, ideals, and illusions. 

A good-for-nothing little scamp out of school, I was, under the 
master’s eye, a queer mixture of the genuine mischief-loving boy and 
the zealous pupil. If I found no attraction in the dry science of 
arithmetic and the rules of grammar, all the more did I feel attracted 
by the history of all nations in general, and ours in particular. 

Yet not altogether ; it was only the warlike Spartans and Romans, 
our own crusading knights, and the fierce and enterprising Gueux— 
in short, onty those whom I looked upon as heroes—who could arrest 
my attention. 

Frequently it vexed me that my lunch-slice of bread and butter 
did not consist of black, coarse bread ; sometimes I felt a deep disdain 
for my clothes, so different from those in which the Roman legions 
marched to victory ; all peaceable merchant-vessels were an abomina¬ 
tion to me,—I knew but one ideal—to be a hero. 

What I understood by a hero was not quite clear, even to myself,— 
only this was certain, that no one could be a hero unless he had won 
many great battles over stronger adversaries, or had blown up his 
ship in order to save the flag, or ended his glorious life covered with 
wounds in the breast (never in the back, of course). In short, 
my idea of a hero was somewhat complicated; but this much was 
certain, that a great hero ought to be able to show a large number 
of wounds and scars, and that his bravery should be equalled by his 
generosity. 

I wished to be a hero myself, but as I quite understood that I was 
too young for the position at present, my great desire was, at least, 
to see and know a hero. 

I sought everywhere for this superior being, and thought at last 
that I had found my ideal in our new “ odd man,” who had been 
a soldier, and had a large scar on his cheek. 

From this one outward and visible token of his bravery, I argued 
that he must have more hidden about his person, under his clothes. 

37 * 
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These wounds, alas ! I could never hope to see, as he did not live in 
the house, but came every day to clean boots and run errands. 

I was, however, firmly convinced that they existed. The only 
drawback to his greatness was the fact that he had both his arms and 
no wooden leg. I would much rather it had been otherwise, but 
managed to content myself with his many unseen wounds. 

I was still seeking an opportunity of asking him how and when he 
had become a hero, when I was suddenly bereft of my illusion. 

Our kitchenmaid was beforehand with me. 

One day, when I had furtively slipped out to the kitchen, in order 
to question Frans, I heard Mie, our maid, say— 

“ I say, Frans, have you been in the wars, that you have such a 
mark over your face ? ” 

Then he replied— 

" In the wars ! I believe you ! We've nothing more to do with 
wars in this country, now! No,—when I was leaving the service, 
I treated my chum one night. But he got drunk and outrageous, 
and chucked me through a window, so that I cut my face open. No— 

I didn't get it in the wars—and jolly glad of it, too ! " 

I stood thunderstruck—the tears rose in my eyes. 

No wounds on his breast! Even the scar was a delusion and a 
snare. 

I no longer believed in living heroes. They no longer existed. 

But I was going to be a hero all the same. And till I was able 
to reintroduce the breed, I would content myself with the dead heroes 
of the past. 

But there were so many of them—and I wanted a special hero all 
to myself. Where should I find him ? 

De Ruyter was a hero, killed by the enemy’s shot—but I had 
nowhere read that he had many wounds. 

Bayard 1—but I knew so little of him—and besides, he was not a 
Dutchman. 

Caesar—Napoleon—Bliicher 1—but how about the wounds ? 

Besides, every one knew that these were heroes; and I wanted 
one for myself—for my own special worship—not one of the universally 
famous ones. 

My search, however, was not to be fruitless long. I found my 
hero in the following way. 

There were to be drains laid down round the old church in our 
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city; and the ground being dug up for that purpose, a number of 
skulls and bones were found in the black earth. 

All the boys of the school went to look as soon as they could get 
away, and it may be supposed that I did not remain behind. We 
were all inspired with a frenzied enthusiasm for relics of antiquity. 
We grubbed about in the earth of the opened graves, to find coins, 
pots, or even potsherds if we could get nothing else. We envied the 
town workmen, who were allowed to keep on digging and finding all 
day long; and scarcely had it struck twelve when we flew to the 
Kerkplein, to see what these greedy persons had left us, and to dis¬ 
cover anything that might have escaped their search. 

But we found nothing—neither did the diggers. Most of the boys, 
therefore, gave up the search—I, alone, did not. I was seeking a 
dead, unknown hero,—while they were looking only for coins and 
nicknacks. I knew for certain that I should find something, when 
there were not so many eyes on the watch, and therefore I remained 
away from school one morning in order to go to the old churchyard. 

For a long time nothing at all had been found—not even bones 
or mouldering boards ; so that all the other boys too—those who 
did not belong to our school—had grown tired of coming. 

Luck, however, was with me ! 

On one particular spot, at some distance from the church, pieces 
of skeletons again began to be dug up. The workmen examined the 
earth to see if it contained anything of value, but found nothing. My 
eager eye, however, spied among the clods a lump of a different colour. 
I loosened the earth from it, and found, to my great joy, a flattened 
bullet 

That was a discovery ! 

I turned over the heap of earth, and thus came into possession 
of six bullets, and a little copper plate covered with earth and rust. 

The bullets !- -My hero was found ! 

Reverently I picked up some bones which had been thrown aside, 
and carefully packed the remains of my hero in my school satchel. 

My hero!—a real hero now!—not an imaginary one, like Frans, 
the odd man. 

When I came home, in a tumult of joyful excitement, I secured 
my treasure safely in my play-box, to which I had a key. And then 

I had my hero safe—all to myself ! 

At dinner, I looked round triumphantly, and felt the deepest 
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disdain for my parents and sisters. They had never made such a 
discovery! They could not even understand what it is to possess 
the very remains of a hero—the hero himself I I scarcely ate any¬ 
thing for pride and joy, till my mother said— 

" Why, Con, you're not eating. Are you not well ? ” 

I could only stammer a few words, and then thrust a whole potato 
into my mouth in order to prove my appetite, which, happily, reassured 
my mother. 

As soon as dinner was over, I darted to my own room to assure 
myself that I had not been dreaming, and that my hero existed in very 
truth. The bones and bullets, and the little metal plate, were there 
still. 

I contemplated them all once more, with a look full of love and 
reverence, and went downstairs again, so as to arouse no suspicion. 

Never had I been a better-behaved boy than on that evening. 
I played with my little sister as nicely as possible; I was obedient 
as I had never been before,—all for fear that some unlucky circum¬ 
stance might lead to a discovery of my hero on the part of my 
parents. 

At last it was time to go to bed. At last I was alone with the 
sacred relics of the man who had stood six bullets, without reckoning 
the innumerable wounds—to be taken for granted—on his breast! 

I gazed at the bones, brown and dirty as they looked—at the 
flattened bullets, and rusty bit of metal, with deep reverence. The 
plate probably bore his name ; but if so, it was illegible with the dirt. 
Should I clean it ? I burned with eagerness to know his name, and 
felt half inclined to do it; but desisted, thinking that, being rusty, 
and covered with earth, it would prove its age much better than if 
it were bright and polished up like new. 

At last, after long contemplation of my treasures, I locked them 
up, and put the key under my pillow, for fear of burglars. Once in 
bed, however, I could get no sleep. AH sorts of ideas relating to 
my hero crossed and recrossed my brain. 

In the first place, I resolved to make a secret of him. It is a 
glorious thing to have a secret aU to one's self—and such a secret! 

It was settled then—no one was to see or hear anything of him. 

I alone was to possess my Hero, and be able to worship Him. 

Then I began to wonder who he could have been, and when he 
had lived, and where he had fought and died. 
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It was quite clear to me that the six bullets represented but a 
small part of his wounds, for it was not possible that he had been 
killed on the field of battle by the sixth of those bullets. I knew that 
the fallen are always buried on the field of honour. Therefore he 
must have died of other wounds,—probably sword-cuts, lance-thrusts, 
or the like. . . . Then I fancied all sorts of biographies for my 
hero. 

I should have liked best of all for him to have been a Crusader; 
but I was forced to give up that idea, seeing that in those days there 
were no guns, and therefore no bullets. 

I therefore resolved to seek in more modem times. 

One of the sea Gueux slain in fight ? That, too, would not do. 
They were wrapped in a flag, and with a “ One, two, three—in God’s 
name,” let down into the sea. 

I weighed all possible cases—to reject them again immediately. 

At last I hit upon the following, which satisfied me pretty well■ 
My hero had fought in Napoleon’s wars, and was for his valour pro¬ 
moted by the great Emperor to the rank of general. In all battles he 
had been foremost, and many a wound bore witness to his courage. 
Napoleon had even chosen out a kingdom for him; when fortune 
changed, and all nations rose to free themselves from the power of 
the great conqueror. 

Then my hero had left his place in the army, and his exalted offices, 
and had ranged himself under his country’s flag to serve her as a private 
soldier. 

After giving numerous proofs of courage, he was so severely wounded 
at the battle of Waterloo,—where he defended the colours of his 
regiment, single-handed, against a large number of the foe, that he 
felt his end approaching. And when he knew that the victory was 
won, he dragged himself home to his native town to die. 

His funeral was a splendid one, and the fallen hero was buried in 
a spot apart from others, who were not thought worthy to be near 
him, even in death. 

This last circumstance I added, after long consideration, to explain 
the isolated position of my hero's grave. 

Another difficulty, however, presented itself. Why was there no 

monument erected to him ? 

The solution *of this question cost me no little trouble. In our 
church there were two splendid monuments, with beautiful Latin 
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verses on them; and the men who slept under them were of far less 
importance than my hero. But here, too, there was an explanation. 
My hero himself had said on his deathbed that he did not wish for a 
monument, but preferred to rest simply under the green grass;—his 
name would live well enough without one I 

This, however, raised a new difficulty. I had never heard of any 
hero buried in the former burying-ground close to the church. Happily, 
however, I remembered to have read somewhere that “ ingratitude is 
the world's reward.” 

He was forgotten ! 

That grieved me deeply ; but I determined with myself to revive 
the memory of liis name, when I should be somewhat older, and could 
write in the papers, and become a member of the Useful Knowledge 
Society. Then I would tell people how great my hero had been, and 
how ungratefully the world had treated him. Till then, he should 
remain my secret. 

Of course I had adorned him with all sorts of chivalric qualities. 
I had seen him in my thoughts as the protector of helpless women, 
as the avenger of wrong ; I had seen him risk his life at the command 
of his superiors, and in order to win one look from his lady. 

And I had ended by endowing him with the crowning grace of 
modesty. Of this I was not a little proud. I knew for certain that 
all the other boys’ heroes would be brutal and arrogant, and set upon 
getting monuments for themselves. 

Mine, however, was modest . . . and his reward was oblivion. 

. . . Yes—till I should arise . . . then my hero should be greater 
than all others. 

Happy that now I knew all about my hero, youth and excitement 
were too much for me, and I fell asleep. 

Next morning I arose, no longer a boy—not even a man. I was 
a great man. I had a task before me. X must give back to my hero 
his just fame and honours. 

I had even assumed a new manner 1—marbles and such-like games 
were now beneath me,—and I thought the other boys uninteresting 
and childish. They, on their part, soon found that I had become 
tiresome and pedantic, and asked me if I had come in for a fortune, 
and was now too much of a swell for them. I only laughed, and 
wrapped myself once more in my own glory. 

This lasted a few days, and then I began to find out that the solitary 
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enjoyment of glory and a secret was not so great a pleasure as I had 
thought. Happily I had two bosom friends—Wil and Ed. 

I resolved, after many searchings of heart, to share my wealth 
with these two. After I had sworn them to secrecy, and also 
exacted a solemn promise that they would not endeavour to appropriate 
my hero to themselves, I told them of my discovery, and all I knew of 
him,—for what I had myself imagined now seemed like truth to me. 
I enjoyed their evident jealousy, and, still more, their admiration and 
reverence for me. 

“ But, Con,” said Wil at last, “ what is the hero's name, really ? ” 

I stood aghast. I had never thought of that 1 But they shall 
never exult over me because I did not know the name of my own hero. 
So I mentioned the first name that came into my head—" Jan Liller.” 

Happily, they believed me. 

From that day forward there was a constant whispering among 
us, a mystery in our conversation, even on the most unimportant 
subjects, which drove all the other boys wild with curiosity. But 
we revealed nothing. We had even determined, for fear of discovery, 
never to speak of my hero otherwise than as “ L. J.”—even when 
we were alone. J. L. seemed to us much too dangerous. 

Sometimes little boys were sent out to listen to us, under pretence 
of carrying on their games in our neighbourhood. But we were on 
our guard, and only talked all sorts of nonsense when the small spies 
were within hearing. Thus my secret did not leak out. Yet we 
could not be silent altogether. 

In school, when the master told us about the great men of our 
country, from Claudius Civilis to William the Silent, we smiled pity¬ 
ingly, and said to each other, afterwards— 

" L. J. could have done better than that 1 ”—or, “ They ought 
to have tried L. J.; he could have taught them something 1 and 
the like—so that we began to be called “ L. J.’s.” But we took great 
care that no one should find us out, and were very proud of our secret. 

I say out secret,—yet, after all, it was really mine, for I had shown 
the bullets, the metal plate, and the bones neither to Wil nor to Ed. 
They thus only knew the half—and no more than I had thought fit 
to tell them. The finest and most important part of all was unknown 
to them. Of course they acted as if they had been au fait in the whole 

thing ; but they were nothing of the sort. 

At home, my changed behaviour began gradually to attract general 
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attention. I had assumed a mysteriousness of demeanour, from which 
my father—judging from long experience—argued that there must be 
some special piece of mischief on hand. 

As I frequently remained lost in thought, and no longer cared for 
games as I used to do (I thought them childish since the discovery of 
my hero), my mother came to the conclusion that I was not. well; 
while my little sister, of course, was as curious as a girl can be. There¬ 
fore the three, each for his or her own reason, were constantly at my 
heels. I soon noticed this, and it was no small hindrance to my doings 
and projects. 

I scarcely dared to examine my hero, for fear some one should come 
to my room unawares and surprise me in the midst of my relics, and 
so discover my secret. 

My plans, more*-especially, were in danger I 

I wished—as a homage to the glorious Jan Liller—to make an 
elegant little casket, lined with precious bits of silk, plush, and lace, 
to preserve therein his precious relics, and the glorious evidences of his 
heroic existence. I intended to make the fretwork casket myself,— 
but I durst not do it in the general sitting-room. Whenever It could, 
I stole away to my own little room, and went to work there. Once 
I was surprised by my mother when very busy; but when she saw 
my work, she pretended not to have noticed anything. My conscience 
reproached me bitterly; for I understood that my dear mother had 
thought I was working at a present for her approaching birthday. 

But, for the moment, my hero took the precedence of everything. 
I hoped to be able to buy something for my mother's birthday, trusting 
to the ready aid of my father’s purse. 

On a certain day, when I was out for a walk with my father, he 
suddenly said to me, “ Well, Con, is the digging on the Kerkplein all 
over ? I have not been there for some time. I suppose you have 
been there to see whether anything in your line has been turned 
up ? " 

Did my father suspect anything ? and was he fishing ? 

I answered evasively. 

" I have not been there since last week." 

That was true—for just a week ago I had found my hero—and 
after I had found him, I was satisfied. The charm of rooting about 
among the graves had vanished. There was nothing more to find now. 

" I only thought," said my father jokingly, " that you had found 
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a treasure—you are so mysterious lately. Say, my boy, have you 
grown rich, and are you going to keep your money all to yourself ? ” 

“ I have never found anything, father,” I stammered, full of shame 
at the lie, and yet full of satisfaction at my courage—in daring to tell 
a falsehood to save my hero from discovery. 

Happily my father changed the subject, by asking me if I had any 
present in view for mother’s birthday. To be honest, I had to answer 
no, for my hero had taken up all my thoughts and energies. But 
just as I was thinking what to say, a great, a glorious idea rose up in 
me. What could be a better present for my mother than my hero ? 

At the sacrifice of my secret,—of my own discovery,—I would 
surprise her with the revelation of my find, and share my hero with 
her! It was a hard struggle, but once resolved, I could say with 
cheerful assurance, " Yes, father, I have something very, very nice ! " 

" That’s good, my boy ! ” said my father, as he patted me approv¬ 
ingly on the shoulder. ” Do your best to make it so, for your mother 
deserves it." 

Since the old churchyard had been mentioned, I was eager to find 
out if my father knew anything about my hero. Therefore I asked, 
with as careless an air as I could assume— 

“ Say, father, who used to be buried in that place round the 
church ? ” 

” Why, my boy, I don’t know. It must be at least fifty years 
since that burying-ground was used. When I came to live here the 
new cemetery was already opened, and I really do not know who was 
buried in the old place.” 

” But, father, did you never hear of any one that was buried 
there ? ” 

" No,” said my father; but, after thinking a little, he went on : 
" Yes, I do, though! they buried Kees Van Assen there. I heard so 
the other day from Notary Van Tefelen.” 

Could that be my hero ? It might well be; why else should the 
old burying-ground have been mentioned at the notary’s ? 

Surely, then, he must have been a great-uncle or distant cousin 
of that odious Alfred, whom we always called ” the Muff, because 
he never would join our games for fear of getting bruised and scratched, 
or soiling his clothes and hands. 

“ Was Van Assen a hero, father ? ” I uttered the words with 
difficulty. 
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“ A hero, my boy ? No, certainly not. No, quite the contrary I ” 

“ A coward, father ? I thought as much.” 

” Indeed, and why ? ” 

“ Because that stupid boy of the minister’s is Van Assen too, and 
he is a coward ! ” 

“ That does not follow. This Van Assen was not in any way 
related to the minister’s family. At least I believe not. But he was 
not a coward, he was far worse. He was a traitor to his country. He 
betrayed the town to the French.” 

“ And what did they do to a low fellow like that ? ” I asked, 
full of pain and indignation that a countryman of mine could have 
betrayed his native town to the enemy. 

" At first, nothing; for at that time he was protected by the 
French. But when they were gone; his fellow-townsmen razed his 
house to the ground, and he was shot.” 

” Then he was buried in the churchyard ? ” 

“ Well, yes ; because his family was a rich and distinguished one, 
they consented to bury him in the churchyard ; but, of course, it was 
done without show or splendour. I know no more about it.” 

" Don’t you know in which comer he was buried ? ” 

“ Yes, the comer by the baker's shop.” 

Now there were two comers of the churchyard which had a baker’s 
shop near them. Near one of them, I had found my hero; but he 
was called Jan Liller, and not Van Assen! I resolved never more 
to buy tarts or buns in the comer where the traitor was buried,— 
that was accursed from henceforth. We had been in the habit of 
going there, because we got far more for our money than elsewhere. 

It now at once became clear to me that this baker knew of the 
traitor’s neighbourhood, and was afraid of losing his customers unless 
he sold his goods very cheap ! 

I had not thus gained much information by my inquiries. Only 
I had found a new point of comparison, my hero versus Van Assen f 
Jan Liller was dearer to me than before, now that I could contrast 
him with a contemptible Van Assen I My hero had become greater 
than ever 1 

As soon as I reached home, I ran to my own little room, in order 
to gaze my fill on his relics—to steep my soul i» his greatness. 

On the stairs I felt for my key. 

What was that ? It was not in my pocket 1 I had not lost it— 



MY HERO 


881 


I was certain of that. Then I must have left it sticking in my box, 
and in that case my secret—my hero was lost! 

A terrible fear overcame me. My steps dragged on the stairs. 
With a sinking heart I opened my door,-—my presentiment had not 
deceived me I 

There stood my little sister before the open box ! 

** You horrid girl—what are you doing with my things ? Keep 
off 1 " I screamed, when I saw my secret revealed. 

" But, Con ! you had left the key in the lock, and I just looked in I " 
cried my sister, terrified. 

“ Yes—it's just like girls—always bothering about things that 
don't concern them. You're always meddling with everything, and 
spoiling other people's things I " 

“ Oh, Con ! don't be so angry 1 I only just wanted to look ! And, 
just see,—I've been cleaning up this dirty little brass plate that was 
inside. I've made it look quite nice—and there’s some writing on it." 

At the same time she thrust the now glittering brass plate into 
my hands. 

I looked at it. 

Everything seemed to turn round with me. Everything was black. 
I could see nothing but the glittering yellow plate, and the name 
engraved on it:— 

KEES VAN ASSEN, 

1813. 

I dropped the brass plate, seized the bones and the bullets out of 
the box, and dashed them on the ground. 

There lay my hero I 
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M Tk ^TR. VORENKAMP wishes to be remembered to you,” says 
1 her husband, looking up from his newspaper as she 
^ hands him a cup of tea. 

Pensively she stares across the flower garden, now adorned with 
gold and purple by the evening sun. 

" Oh, yes, he is living here in the town, is he not ? " 

“ He’s been living here for a good long time, but out at the other 
end. An& he’s a very busy man. I often see him at meetings. It 
was only to-day, for the first time, that I heard he too comes from 
Friesland, and that you used to know each other.” 

” Yes, that's so. . . . His father was a clergyman in a village 
near ours. Is he married ? ” 

” No, he’s not married. He's young still—but jolly clever. They 
all say he'll be professor some day.” 

” He was two years older than I," she muses aloud. “ He must 
be thirty-two.” 

" Very likely. Well, good-bye, my dear. I'm sorry I have to go 
out again.” 

• • • • • • * 

” I have to go out again.” Sad words for many a wife. She, 
however, has got accustomed to it by now. She no longer tries to 
keep him at home by little attentions; no longer weeps over his 
indifference. She no longer reproaches herself, and tries to win 
back his love, for she has known only too long now that he has never 
loved her. . . . Oh, well, one gets used even to mental suffering ! 

She takes the clean clothes for the children out of the cupboard 
and arranges them in three little piles, her eye the while retaining 
that musing expression which tells that her thoughts are wandering 
far, far away. What she sees is her happy youth, when the same 
Mr. Robert Vorenkamp, now, it seems, so universally esteemed and 
honoured, was simply “ Rob ”—an angular, rustic boy, who courted 
her persistently. Horribly persistently! She had laughed at her 
awkward adorer, who could be so boisterous, so clumsy, so obstinate. 

38a 
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None of her friends, real town-bred young ladies like herself, could see 
anything attractive in him; and though she liked him, she would 
not recognise him as a lover. But what is to be said of the kind of 
reasons for a fifteen-year-old girl refusing her heart! 

He persisted, but she did not allow his devotion to touch her. 

Then he had left for the university. His father had been called 
elsewhere. She had lived her own life, a life of parties and dances, of 
laughter and enjoyment, until at twenty she married. She had had 
her dream of love, like every other woman who gets married : it lasted 
a little while before and after the wedding-day : and then she wakened 
from it, to rub her eyes and look around, to see whither Fate had led 
her, and what kind of father she had given her children. 

She had been married ten years now. For ten long years she has 
hid her sorrow and suffering behind happy smiles ; through all the ten 
she has pined for the protecting tenderness of a true, loving heart. 

Her thoughts go back to the time when she knew Rob; .go back 
to her dear native land, to which she hasn’t returned for such a long, 
long time, and for which she longs sometimes so much : the lovely 
field-paths and broad, shady village roads, where he used to keep at her 
side when she and her girl friends went out walking. She can still 
see the wide ditches, on which the water-lilies floated; the green 
meadows, where he drove away the cows from her ; the hedges where 
he gathered her brambles ; the smooth surface of the frozen canal, 
where he went skating with her, always screening the wind from her. 
Good, kind Rob ! 

How he could stare at her!—full of gloomy, despairing love. And 
then she used to laugh at it—she remembers that now with a tender 
regret. How often during these years has she not wondered whether 
it hadn't been better to have accepted him. Or would he, also, have 
given her cause for the frequent grievous reflection. Asked, because 

of my money I " . . . No, no—not he ! 

But she has no time to ponder long. The servants have brought 
in the bath. Three noisy little creatures are frisking round her. 
They have to be seized, undressed, and bathed, and then put to bed. 

For she is a good, faithful mother. 

The past is forgotten. Her laugh mingles with that of the little 
ones. Her eyes shine at their happy play. Three pairs of arms are 
folded round her neck, and she allows herself to be smothered under 
kisses. That has been her happiness now for many years. 
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WINTER 

The sun shines brightly in the snow-covered streets of the big town. 
Sledges jingle past, and the tinkling is heard of the other vehicles 
among them, from brilliant carriages with their fur-clad liveried 
coachmen to the slowly-jogging drays. What laughter and chatter 
sounds along the pavement! What a lot of rosy faces and rich 
garments! 

The booksellers’ windows shine with brightly-bound volumes. 
The show-cases of the toyshops sparkle with gold and silver and 
crystal. Christmas is approaching. Everywhere there are signs of 
gladness and anticipation. 

She is walking by the side of her husband—slender, rosy, and fresh, 
a true child of the north, with beautiful fair hair and fair complexion. 
Many a man’s eye rests on her with pleasure. Many hats are raised 
not only on account of her rank and station. 

They have been paying a call, and are on their way home. 

“ Do you mind going on alone ? ” he asks. “ I've some business 
in this neighbourhood.” 

" Not at all! ” 

At this moment, over the heads of the sauntering crowds, her eye 
sees coming in her direction a handsome face, surrounded by a heavy 
blonde beard. Involuntarily her look remains fixed on it with 
pleasure. Then she catches his eye, and looks indifferently away, 
as a beautiful, not really coquettish woman does a hundred times 
during a walk. Only when the stranger draws nearer, and she is 
aware that he is lifting his hat, does she glance up at him again for a 
second. . . . 

His eyes reach her very soul. There is that same gloomy look, 
which she can remember so well. The tall, handsome man who 
passed her is Robert Vorenkamp. He is not boorish any longer. 
Her heart beats wilder. A deep blush floods her cheeks at the remem¬ 
brance of that look of passion, which told her that though years lie 
between the present and the past, the sight of her now has kindled 
the old flame afresh. 

" That was Vorenkamp, wasn’t it ? ” says her hdsband. 

" Yes.” 
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" He‘s been nominated for Amsterdam. I saw it in the paper 
this morning.” 

” Really ? ” 

” Well, good-bye ! ” 

They part with that hasty good-bye, without any emotion or 
feeling, and she walks on like one in a dream, that well-known face 
ever before her mind. She neither hears nor sees the bustling traffic 
round about her. She only ponders. She can feel her heart beat 
impetuously, and in astonishment she asks herself. Why ? Did she, 
then, care for him after all! Or is it his handsome appearance which 
charms her ? 

Yet how gladly would she see him again, would she talk with him 
about old days, about her home and all the friends they both knew. 
Oh, it so seldom happens that she meets an old acquaintance. 

Suddenly, when she is quite near home, a well-known voice strikes 
her ear. 

She looks up. Again the colour mounts to her cheeks, enhancing 
her beauty. 

" How do you do, Rob.” She could not have called him by any 
other name. 

Their hands meet in a warm clasp. How well she remembers 
those strong hands. 

" May I still call you Ulrika ? ” 

" Certainly,” she answers, slightly embarrassed, and without 
looking at him. 

" More than a year in the same town and we only meet to-day,” 
says he, hiding his feelings behind a smile. 

” Yes, it is strange, isn’t it. But you and your work are in the 
west of the town, and I and my busy household in the east. . . . 
Oh I Rob, how nice it is to see a Frisian face again ! ” she suddenly 
exclaims from the bottom of her heart. 

” And I haven't forgotten how to talk Frisian,” he answers 
jokingly. 

Again she laughs. She fancies that she is appearing very un¬ 
concerned and happy; but he has noticed how her hand trembled, 
and he hears only too well the tremor in her voice, usually so round 
and clear. As if he were still a boy, yearning for her favour, his heart 
is suddenly filled with a strange bliss—his simple heart, that for 
many, many years now has nourished ambition alone, not love. And 

voi* xix 2 c 
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she, when she looks up at him, is again struck by his gaze, full of a 
melancholy passion, that betrays the secret of his soul. 

“ Do you know, I didn’t recognise you a little way back. You've 
altered tremendously, Rob.” 

" For the better, I hope ! But however much I may have altered, 
I still feel the same as ever.” 

She stares at the snow under her feet. Yes, he is still the same as 
before—boisterous, square, awkward. But now these attributes 
attract her. 

" I don’t suppose you go out a great deal,” he asks. 

“ No. Very little. I don’t really care very much for it.” 

” But—you were always fond of skating. Isn't your husband a 
member of the Skating Club ? ” 

“Yes, but chiefly for the boys.” 

“ Oh, of course. You have boys, eh ? ” he asks, more or less 
taken aback. 

She does not look up as she answers, “ Two boys and a girl.” 

Silence. The bells tinkle, the hawkers bawl their wares, a neighbour¬ 
ing school empties itself and the children frolic past, sliding and tumbling. 

But these two stand quietly opposite each other, their eyes on 
the ground. 

" I hear you are leaving the town,” she says at last. 

“ That's not certain. I haven’t made up my mind.” 

“ Oh ! ” A pause. “ It means certain promotion ? ” she asks. 

“ Only financially. At first I did intend to accept. But now 
I’m not sure—Ulrika.” 

No answer. 

" Have you been to the skating-rink yet ? ” 

“ Yes. My husband doesn’t skate, though.” 

“ But you do.” 

“ I’ve only skated once or twice this year.” 

“ Won’t you come to-night ? ” he asks, at the same time holding 
out his hand as if preparing to go. “ You know there is going to be 
a great fete, with electric light, and Chinese lanterns, and other 
wonderful things.” 

She does not look him in the face. She can’t resist those urgent 
appealing eyes or the eloquent pressure of that strong hand. Hesitat¬ 
ingly she answers: “ I don't know.” But her burning cheeks tell 
him that at last he has won that long-desired heart. 
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" Don’t you. Don't you know ? ” he asks, without letting go her 
hand; and encouraged by her blushes and completely overpowered 
by the old, beautiful young love, stronger than ever now that she 
stands as woman before him, he whispers it with the boldness which 
in the boy could not move her, but in the man usurps her. “ I'll 
consider it a favourable sign, Ulrika." 

He bows, and is gone. 

• •••••• 

She is standing in front of her mirror. How animated she looks. 
She notices it herself. It seems as if a new life has opened for her. 
What an existence hers has been up to now. . . . Always the faith¬ 
ful servant of her husband ; a governess and a housekeeper, nothing 
more. Not a wife, enjoying youth and life. Oh, no 1 

She gazes pensively at the young, beautiful body she sees opposite 
her. How she longs for to-night. At first she had hesitated, but 
during dinner, when her husband himself proposed to go—yes, then she 
yielded to the temptation. 

Oh, to enjoy, to enjoy 1 What was there wrong in that ? A little 
talk together, some skating. Then, perhaps, on her husband’s f arm, 
inviting Rob to come and see them. What was there wrong in that ? 
Oh 1 all she asks is a little poetry in her monotonous, lonely life, 
a little love for her poor heart, just a little happiness. 

She puts on the hat with the white wing that becomes her so well, 
and when she has fastened her long velvet coat, once more contem¬ 
plates with pleasure the handsome figure in the mirror. 

Suddenly the door opens and in comes Christian, her eldest, her 
pride, her everything. 

“ Are you there, mother ? " 

*' Here I am, my boy.” 

For a moment she looks at him. How they sparkle, those dear, 
clear boy's eyes. How charming his bright face, a copy of her own. 

“ Been sliding, Chris ? ” 

“ Yes, mother. Such fun I ” 

“ Was it ? ” she asks, absent-mindedly fastening her veil. 

“ And oh, mother, they have been teasing Frederik Sanders so 
much again. You know him ? '' 

Yes, she knows him. She has often looked at the handsome, curly- 
headed boy with pity. She has also known his mother, the frivolous, 
thoughtless woman, who left husband and child to follow a stranger. 
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“The boys teased him. They said something again about his 
mother, and at last he got so furious, he flew at all of them. They did 
laugh! ” 

“ Yes, dear ? ” she asks, staring curiously at him, while her voice 
trembles a little. 

“ There’s nobody can say anything about you, eh, mother ? None 
of the boys ever said anything about you,” he continues proudly. 

Suddenly she kneels beside him, her head on his small shoulder. 

He is accustomed to these caresses, and puts his arms round her 
neck. They were always great friends. 

' At last she frees herself. 

“ You’re not going out, mother ? ’’ 

“ No,-’’ she says, rising and unfastening her coat, " I am not going 
out.” 

She is very white. Her full lips are firmly closed, and she breathes 
deeply. But the battle has been fought and won, once and for all. 

How could she for a moment have forgotten that she wanted to 
be able to look into those eyes always without fear; that she could 
not have borne a single word of reproach from those lips. 

“I am glad ! You remember, yesterday you began to tell us the 
story of the Snow Queen, but it was too long, and we had to go to bed. 
Will you finish it to-night ? Boy and Sis are waiting for you. D'ye 
know, this is the nicest hour of the day when you tell us beautiful 
stories.” 

The coat has been flung on a chair, and now the hat is quickly 
removed. She clasps the small, confiding hand in hers. 

” Come along then,” she says, and an expression of utter self- 
satisfaction spreads over her sweet features. “ Come along then, 
Chris, I am coming with you.” 











